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Part One 


1 

spite of his age, Avrom Glickman was still upright and 
ender. The hair of his head was dark and curling, that of his 
Jl, spade-shaped beard was white; and the contrast made 
s face seem strong and decisive. But there was no strength in 
lis grey, short-sighted eyes: only a weak bewildernient and 
amiability. 

His single leather bag had been stowed in the cabin that he 
was to share with eleven others during the journey to Southamp- 
ton; now he and his sons, Meyer and Benjamin, stood on the 
deck of the Union Castle liner. It was a bright, clear day. From 
the boat Cape Town looked like a village, dwarfed by the huge 
bulk of Table Mountain immediately behind it. The town was 
no more than a scattering of iron roofs, of church steeples, of 
gables, of trees: then the mountain rose, at first gradual in its 
slope and faintly green, but soon rising sheer, precipitous and 
bare, slashed here and there b> great gulleys which zigzagged 
down its flanks. Darker and lighter shades of brown yielded 
to the blue of distance and height, and then abruptly the ascent 
was cut off by the wide, flat top of the mountain. Beyond it 
were a few white clouds, and the sun shining. 

The three men leaned in silence over the rail, staring down at 
the confusion of Cape Coloured porters and white passengers, 
K:casionally glancing at the stillness and emptiness of the 
nountain above. The brothers looked much alike, neither tak- 
ng after his father. They were both thickset, the elder more 
>owerful in build than the younger, who was more a boy than 
a man; they both had heavy features and protruding Jips, and 
wore their hair brushed directly back from their foreheads. 
Once, when a porter slipped and stumbled, the older brother, 
Meyer, laughed briefly; the father looked to see what his son 
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was laughing at» and smiled, too, though he had seen 
nothing. 

Finally Meyer said impatiently, in Yiddish, ‘It's time to go. 
Come, Benny. Good-bye, father.* 

Avrom Glickroan's eyes filled immediately with tears, and he 
held out his arms to his son. Reluctantly, ungraciously, Meyer 
came forward; he broke from his father's arms as soon as he 
could. Then it was Benjamin’s turn. He too submitted stiffly to 
an embrace. 

Nodding, holding a hand of each of his sons, though they 
pulled away from him, Avrom said, T’ll bring Mama back with 
me. I’ll bring her safely.’ 

‘Good, that’s what we want* 

Still Avrom held on to them. ‘I’ll tell her what fine boys you 
are. She'll see for herself when I show her the money we’ve 
saved.’ 

Meyer could not restrain himself. ‘We’ve saved?’ he re* 
peated ironically. *fVeve saved?’ 

A moment later, with a last, brusque word, they had left 
him. His hands trembling, Avrom felt in his pocket for his 
spectacle-case; he opened it and took out the Wire-rimmed 
spectacles and put them on clumsily. One ear-piece jumped 
away from behind his ear; but he let it lie where it was, in his 
beard, anxious to watch his sons go down the gangway. Al- 
ready, It seemed, he was too late. He could not see them on 
the gangway, nor on the quayside. Without waving or waiting 
they had just left him on the boat, among so many strangers, to 
face the risks of the three-weeks’ journey over the sea. He 
sniffed deeply, self-pityingly, and wiped his nose with the back 
of his hand. Then, with a gesture that was already like a habit, 
he touched the inside of his jacket, weighed down with the fifty 
gold sovereigns he was carrying back to Lithuania - enough to 
bring tus wife and two youngest children back with him to 
South Africa. 

He remained at the rail, looking about him with curiosity 
and interest, his glasses still hanging askew. The tears had 
dri^ in his eyes; on his lips now there was a faint, absent 
smile. A steward moved about the deck, announcing through a 
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megaphone that all visitors had to leave the ship immediately; 
around Avrom people were kissing one another, laughing, cry- 
ing. A group on the quayside began singing ‘Auld Lang Syne*. 
A few minutes later a deep, prolonged blast from the ship’s 
siren made the boards of the deck quiver. Below, groups of 
labourers slowly wheeled back the gangways; they looked \i\e 
immense, ungainly, long-necked insects, squatting back on 
their haunches. 

Almost stealthily, a space of water opened between the quay 
and the side of the boat; bits of wood, fruit peels and other 
rubbish on the surface of the water spread out more widely; 
the people on the quay receded, their hands still waving, or 
cupped around shouting mouths from which no sound could 
be heard. More and more of the town, then more and more of 
the peninsula came into view, on both sides of Table Moun- 
tain. But the edge of coastline was the first to slip below the 
horizon; presently even the mountain began to shrink, until all 
its bulk was reduced to a single brown shoulder of land, stand- 
ing high out of the sea. Losing size, the mountain lost its colour. 
It became no more than a smudge, a tiny mark on the horizon; 
then it was gone. 

Avrom remained on deck, until it was out of sight. His sons, 
he knew, would already be back at work. He was relieved to be 
on his own. He had his ticket, he had some pocket-money, he 
had fifty sovereigns to bring back home. There was no one on 
the boat who knew that the money for his passage and the fifty 
sovereigns had all been saved by his sons, and none by himself, 
out of the miserable wages they earned, Meyer as a grocer’s 
assistant, Benjamin as a butcher’s assistant in the Coloured 
area of the town. There was no one on the boat who knew of 
all the jobs that Avrom had failed to keep, while his sons had 
been saving; of the horses he had bought with borrowed 
money and sold at a loss, of the dairy business he had estab- 
lished in a backyard with a single cow that had died, of the 
surplus army blankets he had bought from a fellow who hadn’t 
them to sell, of the gifts he could not afford which he had made 
to beggars, cripples, hard-up acquaintances. The reproach Av- 
rom always felt in his sons’ gestures, expressions and words, 
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^ich would help her. But even as he offered it, his advice 
seemed to him useless, of no help. He stood up and walked 
around the bench; he patted the children on their shoulders; 
he tried to avoid looking into the distracting darkness of the 
woman's eyes. 

Rising within himself was an impulse that at first he could 
trsmslate only into a heartfelt wish that his train would come 
soon, immediately, and carry him away from the woman; and 
then only into anger. ‘Go I’ he shouted at her harshly. ‘What 
are you sitting here and waiting for? Go! Do what 1 tell you!' 

His anger frightened her. She rose at once and reached for 
her bags Each of the children took one, she took two. Bowed, 
wretched; puny, the little family group began to trail away 
down the platform. She did not look back at him. Avrom sat 
on the bench, and watched them go; the woman walked with 
small labouring steps. Then he turned his head, so that he 
wouldn't be able to see them. He waited for some minutes 
before looking again in the direction they had gone. He could 
see them no longer. Avrom gave a sigh, a groan, of relief and 
pain. 

He struck himself on the chest. It was there that there lay the 
impulse he hadn't dared to confess to himself; there lay the 
answer to the woman's plight. 

A moment later Avrom began to run after the group. He 
shouted as he ran, words, oaths, prayers Now his only fear was 
that he would be too late; that they might have already left 
the station. But he did manage to catch up with them, on the 
station concourse. Without a word, he tore open his coat, he 
ripped at its inner lining, he took out the heavy purse 
with the fifty sovereigns in it, and held it out to the astonished 
woman. 

She stared at him uncomprehendingly. Take!’ Avrom 
shouted* in a tone even fiercer than the one in which he had 
told her to go. ‘Take, it's gold from Africa!' He thrust the 
purse towards her, then actually flung it at her. It struck her on 
the arm and fell on the ground. His chest heaved, and with 
every breath he was conscious of the lightness of his coat, re- 
lieved of the weight he had carried in it for so many weeks. 
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Rid of that burden, he felt an extraordinary sense of moral 
release, as though he had discharged an obligation he had been 
living under for far longer than the time that had passed since 
he had met the woman, longer than his journey; at least as 
long as the years he and his sons had spent in South Africa. 
As though someone else had made the gift, or as though he had 
been its beneficiary, Avrom was rewarded, while the purse still 
lay on the ground, by the sense he had of the world as a place 
where charity was available, after all, to those who were dis- 
tressed and helpless. The ignorance, the innocence of his sons, 
toiling in squalor, not knowing that the pennies they were 
saving for one purpose would be diverted to another, seemed to 
him as noble and necessary as his own action. 

Avrom himself remained ignorant, would always remain 
ignorant, of ho\. /nuch of revenge against Meyer and Benjamin 
there was in what he had just done. All he was conscious of was 
a loving-kindness that embraced the woman, his sons, and him- 
self, indiscriminately. 


3 

The woman seized his hand and kissed it, her tears falling on it 
She had taken his name and address and had sworn that her 
husband would pay back in dollars every one of the sovereigns; 
she had called him a righteous man, a protector of orphans, an 
angel of God. Then she left him, she to continue her journey, 
he to continue his. 

The joy Avrom felt survived his separation from the woman; 
it sustained him throughout almost the remainder of his jour- 
ney. He travelled on one train, then on another; in the cart of 
one carrier and the cart of another. It was only when he was a 
few miles fiom home that, without warning, his happiness and 
self-satisfaction deserted him, and he realized the enormity of 
what he had done. He had been so carried away by his own 
sense of benevolence that previously he had actually looked 
forward to telling the story to his wife and to his cronies in the 
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village; now, more simply dejected than self-reproachful, he 
began to dread the mt^ment of his arrival. 

The carter let him off at the side of the road. After his years 
of absence in distant, dry Africa, the richness of odour, line and 
leaf within the woods was both strange and familiar to Avrom, 
a^he walked the last couple of miles to the village; he knew 
intimately everything around him, yet that very intimacy sur- 
prised and delighted him. How happy he would have been, 
coming back to the village as a man who had prospered in 
Africa 1 To those who had remained behind he would have 
been someone to be listened to, envied, respected. Instead ... 
Who would believe his ^tory? What would his wife say? How 
could he* explain to her what he had done? He had let himself 
be robbed, that was all ~ robbed by a sad story and a pair of 
tearful black eyes, robbed by a pack of children. 

His arrival caused a sensation in the village; messengers flew 
ahead to his wife with the news that her husband was back. 
She ran out to meet him, then dragged him inside the little 
house and shut the door on the onlookers. 

Her reaction to his news was worse than any Avrom had 
anticipated. He had imagined her screaming, rolling on the 
floor, tearing out her hair. But she did not say a word. She 
stared forward at the bare floor. 

From their mother her sons had inherited their stocky figures, 
their full features and forward-thrusting lower lips But what in 
their expressions was vigorous and strong, in hers had been 
worn into a naked heaviness of the bone, a rigid clamping of 
the jaw. For four years she had been waiting Occasionally a 
remittance had come, more often an assurance that they were 
saving, that they hadn't forgotten. Now Avrom was here with- 
out the money; those years were wasted, a waste of years lay 

ahead. . 

• 

The children, with frightened faces, peered around the 
door at their father, whom they did not recognize. They'll 
send the money,’ Avrom said. T could see she was an honest 
woman.’ 

She did not seem to hear him. That night when he came into 
bed, she turned her back on him. T’m your husband,’ he pro- 
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tested. Tve come back after a long time.* She paid no attention* 
Soon she was asleep. 

Avrom lay on his back and prayed that the woman’s hus- 
band would send the money. 

His prayer went unanswered. It took another four years 
before Meyer and Benjamin had saved enough money for 
Meyer to make the long trip home, and to escort his father, 
mother and younger brother to the new country. His sister, 
who in the meantime had grown up and was engaged to marry 
a man in the village, remained behind. 




Part Two 


1 

The Rosing brothers lived in a sprawling, iron-roofed, single- 
storied house of a characteristic kind, with white plastered 
walls, a wide cement stoep running all around it, and rectangu- 
lar wooden pillars holding up the roo^ over the stoep. Each of 
the wooden pillars branched out, just beneath the roof, like the 
arms of a candelabra; in the nooks between these arms, wasps 
and even birds used to build their nests. 

A path ran from the front stoep to a wooden gate, on either 
side of which was a cypress hedge that gave off in the heat a 
faint resinous odour, which would become suddenly intense 
when you plucked a few fronds from it and crushed it between 
your fingers. To the side of the house there was a ragged 
orchard of peach, fig and pomegranate trees; among the trees 
were scattered various objects that looked as though they had 
been there almost as long as the house itself. There was a rain- 
water tank, an unused dog kennel, a rusting plough, a chicken- 
run inhabited by a red rooster and a few dejected hens, an iron 
windmill which pumped water from a well into an open, slimy- 
walled little dam. Behind the house, across a sandy yard, were 
the servants' rooms, a few lumber sheds, and two stables, one 
converted into a garage, the other housing an old Cape-cart, 
its shaft and body covered with dust. The iron-shod tip of the 
shaft rested on a solitary brick which the weight of the shaft 
had slowly driven deeper and deeper into the earthen floor. 

The yard of the house adjoined the yard of the shop! When 
you opened the gate of the yard you looked across a bare plain 
towards the Dors River, which was marked only by the tops of 
the trees that grew along its sunken course. In front of the 
house, set at a distance among a grove of bluegum trees, were 
the few low buildings of the railway station, the house of the 
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railway officials, and the hotel. To the south you could see the 
girders of the bridge that carried the railway and the main road 
over the curve of the river. To the north, both road and rails 
ran dead straight until they were lost to sight at the point 
where the gradual upward slope of the veld at last met the sky. 

^But though, outside, there was so much empty space and 
glaring light, indoors, both in the shop and the house, there 
was darkness and a lack of air. The shop was a crowded jumble 
of goods of all kinds - blankets and tins of food, boots and 
sacks of meal, patent medicines and overalls, saddles and 
china-ware - ranged on shelves or displayed on zinc-topped 
counters. The house was filled with heavy furniture, and every 
room was guarded from the sun by curtains, mosquito screens, 
and slatted wooden blinds, swinging on hinges. There were 
books only in Manny Rosing’s empty room - school books and 
others, as well as the remnants of his boyhood enthusiasms for 
fishing, stamp-collecting and chemistry experiments. The only 
photograph in the house was a large, oval portrait of Jacob 
Rosing's late wife, hanging over the sideboard in the dining 
room. 

Jacob Rosing had just the one son, Manny, <Vho had studied 
medicine overseas, in Edinburgh, and was working now in 
Cape Town. Elias Rosing was a bachelor. Jacob and Elias had 
been living in Dors River for almost thirty years. When they 
had come to Dors River there had been no railway line, no 
telegraph, and barely even a road: now the mail train going 
south passed through every morning, the passenger train going 
north every evening, and goods trains clattered through at odd 
times of day. Jacob and Elias knew all the white people in the 
district, and most of the blacks; their houseboy and cook-girl 
had been with them for years. Once a year, separately, each 
brother went to Muizenberg for a three weeks’ holiday; more 
often they went by train to Lyndhurst - on Jewish holidays, or 
for visits to the doctor or dentist, or to bank the money which, 
between visits, was kept in the big green safe in Jacob’s room. 
So the years had gone by, scorching summer succeeding upon 
bleak, dry winter, in an alternation of heat and cold which did 
nothing to change the look of the landscape. 
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2 


It was with these two brothers, cousins of her mother’s, that 
Sarah Talmon, daughter of the late rabbi of Marniyus, in 
Lithuania, came to stay immediately on her arrival in South 
Africa. Her mother and her younger brother, Samuel, went to 
live with another set of cousins in Germiston, near Johannes- ' 
burg. These were the best arrangements that could be made, for 
the family was penniless. Their fares had been paid out of a 
collection made among relatives and former members of 
the rabbi's congiegation, who had presented them to South 
Africa. 

At the time of her arrival in South Africa Sarah Talmon was 
in her middle twenties - just a few years older than the century 
itself. She was a plump, large-headed girl with shapely legs 
and slender hands. Her soft, curling hair was cropped short; 
her features were small and her forehead was wide; her brown 
eyes were candid, behind the horn-rimmed spectacles she wore. 
In the old country she had enjoyed, at her mother’s insistence, 
and against the wishes of her father, a secular education at a 
gymnasium, where she had shown a particular aptitude for 
languages. She had learned German, French and English, as 
well as Russian (Yiddish she had spoken at home, and her 
father had taught her Hebrew); and in every one of these 
languages she had read as much as she had been able to. Her 
reading had promised her that life would be abundant in its 
stresses and beauties, terrors and .satisfactions, surprises and 
reassurances. She believed her books - in fact, it dismayed her 
that she believed in them far more than she did in* her own 
experiences. Only her young brother, Samuel, had roused in her 
a protective passion from which she never felt distant, about 
which she was never doubtful. In Africa, strange Africa, she 
had hoped, things would be different. 

So Dors River came as a profound shock to her: it seemed 
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to offer an abundance of blank spaces only; space and dust 
The dust rose from every car wheel, every horse’s hoof, every 
flock of complaining sheep driven to and from the railway 
paddock, every stick dragged in the sand by the piccanins who 
hung around the shop and whose cries had no echo in the wide 
spaces where they played. The triviality of the cluster of habi- 
tations around the railway lines, the baldness and emptiness of 
the veld that surrounded it, were revealed at a single glance: 
because nothing was withheld, nothing at all, it seemed to the 
girl, was promised her. 

Jacob and Elias, both of them bent, bald, thick-bodied old 
men who looked so much alike they might have been twins, 
were kind enough to her in their way: they gave over to 
the running of the house, and complimented her on her cook- 
ing. In the evenings they talked to her of their boyhood in the 
old country, and of the changes they had seen in Dors River 
and Lyndhurst; they told her of the histories of the people 
whom Sarah saw passing the house on their way to the shop - 
which she seldom entered. Jacob spoke often, too, about 
Manny, whom he was expecting shortly for a holiday at home 
before he left once more for Britain, where ITe was going to 
specialize in psychoanalysis. *A whole new science, imagine!* 
Jacob exclaimed. The thought of it obviously made him uneasy, 
in spite of the pride with which he spoke. The brothers also 
encouraged her to go to Lyndhurst for weekends, where she 
could, they said, ‘meet other young people*. 

But much of the time Sarah was left on her own in the dark, 
airless house; and she was often in tears when she woke in the 
mornings, roused unwillingly to consciousness by the raucous, 
foolish, trailing calls of the hens in the hok. The sense of her 
own loneline.ss and a half-pleasurable angui.sh at the uncer- 
tainty of ^her future .seldom left her, as each day slowly pas.sed. 
In the late afternoons, when the sun was setting and the air 
was cooler, she used to walk by herself along the banks of 
the ri^er,. among rocks, reeds and camelthorn trees; on 
these walks she recited aloud in her East European accent 




Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 

Push off, and sitting well in order smite 
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 
Of ail the western stars, until i die. 

She kept a diary, and filled it with vague, grandiose plans. She 
might become a doctor; she might become a poetess; she 
might become the wife of a famous man. Or she might spend 
the rest of her life in Dors River - at times, even that prospect 
had something grandiose about it, in her own imagination; 
she thought of herself as a kind of female hermit of the veld, or 
a doer of good works in the tiny squahd Dors River location. 

One evening she came back from her walk along the river to 
find that Manny Rosing had arrived, a few days earlier than he 
had been expected. From above the river she had seen the train 
from Cape Town halt at the station and then move off, an 
elongated, black disturbance against the horizon, which it had 
taken many slow minutes to reach. But it had left behind this 
prematurely bald young man, sitting at his ease in a light, loose 
suit, in the front room of the house. Standing at the door she 
saw him from the side before he saw her : his face was sharp, 
almost wedge-shaped, thrust forward to the point of his long 
nose and chin, under a receding forehead. The back of his head 
and neck was flat. When he stood up his movements were 
lithe; he was shorter than he had appeared to be in his chair. 
He crossed the room to greet her. 

‘You’re Sarah.’ 

‘You’re Manny.’ 

He held her hand in his, looking at her closely, without em- 
barrassment, with something like amusement in his eyes, which 
were a pale brown in colour and set closely together. ‘Father 
tells me you’ve been looking after him very carefully.’ . , 

‘He managed before I came. The servants do all the work, 
really.’ 

That isn’t what I’ve heard. He’ll miss you when you go.’ 

‘I have no plans to go.’ 

‘But you’ve got no plans to stay? Not in Dors River?* 

‘1 have no plans.’ 
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Then we must think of some.* He was smiling confidently, 
almost scornfully. Discomfited, Sarah felt herself growing 
warm under his scrutiny. Her hand was still in his, and she 
pulled it away. 

‘I must go and see that a bed is made up for you.* 

When she came back into the room she found Manny talking 
to his admiring father and uncle about the work he'd been 
doing at Groote Schuur hospital, about the letters of introduc- 
tion to various people in London that the head of the depart- 
ment of psychological medicine had given him, about *the 
Institute* at which he would be studying. He talked of going to 
Vienna *to sit at the feet of the Master himself, if he'll have 
me’; of the ‘incredible backwardness — the primitiveness, 
really’, of what passed for orthodoxy ‘in this benighted coun- 
try’. The two old men nodded uncomprehendingly but proudly 
at everything he said. Manny took no notice of Sarah, yet 
she felt that much of what he was saying was directed to her; 
there was no need, after all, for him to try to impress the 
old men. She sat listening to him, and looking at his slightly 
stooped posture in his chair, the quick forward movement of 
his head when he wished to emphasize a point, the habit he had 
of running his hand back over his brow, as if feeling for the 
hair that was no longer there. She was relieved that nothing 
more was asked of her than to listen to him. At supper 
he still spoke almost entirely to the two old men, asking 
them about their affairs, about people he knew in the district 
and in Lyndhurst, about their speculations in the cattle and 
sheep which they grazed on pieces of hired land around Dors 
River. 

After supper the two young people found themselves alone 
on the stoep. A small oil-lamp provided the only light; outside, 
from tt)e darkness, there rose the persistent but irregular call of 
the crickets among the trees in the orchard. Sarah’s wicker chair 
was a few paces from his, half-turned away, near the edge of 
the stoep^ he sat in shirt-sleeves and a waistcoat, his back to the 
wall of the house. From his pocket he brought out a pipe and 
tobacco-pouch. When the pipe was lit he sucked absently at it 
and watched the smoke rising in the air. ‘It’s strange,’ he said 
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at last 1 was bom in Lyndhurst and now I'm going to London. 
You were bom in Marniyus, and now you're living in Dors 
River. What a world 1 How long have you been in South 
Africa?’ 

'Six months.’ 

'Only six months ! YoUr English is very good.’ 

'I learned English in the old country, at school. And I go 
sometimes to Mrs Wheeler for conversation lessons.* 

Mrs Wheeler was the stationmaster's wife. Manny smiled 
when he heard this. *1 shouldn't think she has much conversa- 
tion.’ 

'It helps. And I read a lot.' 

There isn’t much else to do here.’ 

‘No.’ 

Sarah stood up and walked to the end of the stoep. She 
looked out, over the trees, to the stars scattered thickly and 
brightly in the sky. She said, ‘Sometimes in this country - here, 
anyway, it’s all I know - I think there’s more life in the sky 
than there is on the ground. In the daytime there are such 
clouds there, shifting and piling on top of one another - they’re 
like mountains and valleys and rocks. It’s another geography up 

there, always changing. And at night look at it now ! Look 

how many stars, and how bright they are. We never had stars 
like that in Lithuania.’ 

‘You’re lonely,’ the man said. 

‘Yes,’ Sarah confessed gratefully, turning to face him She 
spoke directly to him, her hands working together in front of 
her. 'I am lonely here. But I feel it’s wrong for me to say so. 
Where would I be better off?’ She smiled, but the movement of 
her hands went on. ‘You asked me about my plans. I wish I did 
have plans, real plans. Instead I have nothing but daydreams. 
And doubts.’ 

'We all have doubts,’ Manny said. 

‘You don’t seem to have many.’ 

‘You don’t know me.’ 

Presently he said, with a restless jerk of his legs, 'Don’t you 
understand, my job is to spread doubt. So how can I be without 
doubts myself?’ 
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*I thou^t your job was to help people, to make them confi- 
dent?’ 

He shook his head. ’Not in the way you imagine.* 

‘In what way then?’ 

He glanced at her, as if wondering whether it was worth his 
while to speak seriously to her. 

‘What we want them to do is to accept their lack of confi- 
dence, to know they’ll never be confident again.’ It seemed that 
he was going to go on, but he did not. 

Heavily, almost obstinately, unwilling to be put off, she 
asked, ‘What do you mean? What do you mean when you say 
people will never be confident again?’ 

‘Well ’He drew the word out, then, with a slightly mock- 

ing obedient tilt of his head, he answered her. ‘Well, as we 
imagine people might have been confident when they believed 
in God, for example. Or when they believed that the world was 
a place which changed slowly, if it changed at all. Or when 
everybody thought he’d been given a self or a soul which he 
could learn to know and could struggle to improve.’ He looked 
up: she was listening earnestly to him. ‘We know that that old 
self no longer exists. It’s dead. It’s been killed - not by us, you 
understand. Or not just by us. We’re simply the first, among 
the first, among the first, to recognize what has happened. And 
the first to say that if it's dead then you must throw it away as 
you would throw away any other old rubbish. It has to be done.’ 

He was crouching slightly forward, the thin, fairish, waving 
hair on the back of his head glinting in the lamplight, his eyes 
resting flatly upon her; he looked as though he were coiled 
under the blade of his own head. ‘Modern writing, modern art, 
the political revolutions, the psycho-analytic movement, they’re 
all parts of the same transformation. You see it at work every- 
where. you see it inside, deep inside, everyone you meet. It’s in 
you, in me, even in my father. It’s a breaking-down, not a 
building-up, you understand, that’s begun.’ 

‘Andf after it?’ 

‘Who can say? We don’t know. We can’t know. What will 
emerge, if it’s to be truly new, must astonish us, isn’t that so, or 
it wouldn’t be new.’ 
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*You speak like a narodnik^ not a psychologist* 

He laughed at the comparison, leaned back, and fiddled with 
his pipe. ‘Have you ever read any psycho-analytic literature?* 

‘Never.’ 

‘lt*s time you began. I have some books with me. We'll read 
them together.' 

Their glances met. Sarah was the first to look away. T’m 
very ignorant* 

‘So tell me what you have read. Let me judge for myself.’ 

She began to tell him, glad that he had asked; in spite of 
what she had just said she was sure he would be impressed by 
the range of her reading. He listened attentively, yet Sarah was 
aware that his attention was directed more to her face, her 
gestures, her eAp^^sion, than to what she was saying. The 
knowledge didn't embarrass her; having been silent for so long, 
ever since she had come to Dors River, she spoke without 
constraint, pausing only to search for an English word now and 
then, and sometimes offering in its place a Yiddish one. He 
nodded quickly each time she did this, to show her that he 
understood, that he was following her closely. 

They were interrupted by Jacob and Elias, who had not let 
Manny’s arrival disturb their habit of reading from the front 
page to the back - the one handing to the other each part as 
he finished it - the daily paper published in Lyndhurst, which 
arrived for them with the evening train. The two old men sat 
with them for a few minutes, then they shuffled off, for bed. 

Manny turned in his chair and watched them go through the 
front door. ‘You see,’ he said to Sarah, as if proving some kind 
of point, ‘what different people we are in their presence from 
what we are when we're alone together.’ 

‘1 feel it also,’ Sarah said. ‘I didn’t at first, but I do now.’ 

He moved his head at her reply, in a curiously sharp, 
intimate gesture of acquiescence or satisfaction, at which some- 
thing in Sarah flickered for the briefest instant, and then sank 
away. The strain of it, the knowledge that it had happened, left 
her heart beating clumsily. She rose to her feet *I must also go.’ 

‘You’re early birds in the country.’ He got out of his chair 
and held out his hand to her. ‘You know, I came home only 
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because I felt I had to see father before I left - for his sake. 
But I wasn’t looking forward to the visit. 1 am now.’ 

‘So am L’ 

They laughed breathlessly, each aware of the closeness of 
the other’s face. Jerkily, she left the stoep. She was glad that her 
bedroom was at the side of the house, and that its window did 
not open on the front, where Manny was still sitting. She lay 
awake for a long time in bed, conscious of the peaceful still 
darkness outside, of the chirp and stir of the insects, of the 
half-hearted creak and rattle from the windmill when a faint 
breeze sprang up and almost immediately died away. When she 
closed her eyes it was is if she saw again ail the stars in the 
sky; they wheeled slowly under the dark arch of her lids. T’m 
not so lonely,’ she said aloud, savouring the denial. 


3 

They took their books to the river, in the mornings, and looked 
out for a shady place and a shelf of clear san^B where they could 
sit. The river bed was wide, but there was little water in it, and 
there wete many places where they were able to cross over, 
stepping from one rounded, veined, blue-grey boulder to the 
next, between the stretches of idle water, or over the streamlets 
that flowed here and there, each one along its own track. They 
looked every day for a new place, though it was not always 
easy to And one; many of the trees, which were all willows or 
camelthorns, seemed to grow from mere cracks, crevices, slivers 
of soil, among the boulders, And the shade they did And was 
cool only in comparison with what was beyond it, where the 
sunlight was reflected dazzlingly from the rocks, from the 
muddy, dark-green water, even from the stems of the reeds that 
grew in clusters. Usually they chose to sit under a willow, for it 
was a prettier tree than the camelthorn, and its drooping 
branches provided more shade. 

They disturbed few living things - the small, pearl-grey 
Naniaqua doves with long bills, whose cooing echoed among 
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the stones, or the goats, sheep, and hunip-necked Africander 
cattle that occasionally came down to the water to drink. Once 
they clambered around some rocks and were startled to see a 
likkewaan a few yards in front of them: a scaly, heraldic, 
dragon-like creature, fully three feet long, with a throbbing 
throat and an uplifted head, standing braced at an angle from 
its own heavy tail. But for the movement of its throat it might 
have been made of the rock amidst which it lived; then with a 
harsh scrape of sound and a splash it had plunged into the 
nearest pool and was gone. A few times, too, they were dis- 
turbed by small groups of piccanins, dressed in rags, who had 
come to the river to hunt for doves with their catapults or to 
catch fish with home-made rods and the hooks they had bought 
at the Rosiogs’ But for hours on end there would be no 
stir of life around them. The only sound would be the cooing of 
the doves, the only movement that of the clouds overhead, 
which massed together in corners of the sky, making high 
purple and white halls of air, and then drifted away, bringing 
no rain. 

Sometimes they simply succumbed to the heat and stillness, 
and to their nearness to one another. There were moments 
when he was conscious of nothing but the slither of her clothes 
when she moved, of the roundness of her arms, of the 
shadowed places of her neck; as if with some unbearably acute 
inner sense he felt the shifting weights of her, which he had not 
dared to touch, when she leaned back, stooped forward, folded 
her arms. They touched each other seldom, but she sensed his 
restlessness and was roused by it; she watched him when he 
stood up abruptly and went exploring around them; she waited 
for him to return and drop down by her side once more. And 
when he did turn to his books they found in them an excite- 
ment of another kind : it excited them both that he should be 
introducing her to what the books contained, to the thrhst and 
flux of unassuaged sensualities, primitive rages, rudimentary 
gratifications, truncated gropings of mind, which we^e his and 
hers alike, inescapable, self-renewing, fed by and feeding every 
demand and fear. The presence of each provoking in the other 
zeal and shame, curiosity and pride, they followed the texts, 
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pronounced the words, repeated the arguments; they smiled 6r 
laughed occasionally, and met each other’s eyes less often. 
They were liberated and constricted by every paragraph. They 
never doubted the truth of what they read; or rather the truth 
of it seemed to them borne out by, contained within, their own 
excitement, and by what they felt to be the poignance and 
nobility of their being able to read together such books in this 
bare, unpeopled, unrecorded corner of the world. 

One day, however, Manny did not touch the books at all: 
instead, almost fiercely, he questioned Sarah about herself. No, 
she admitted, she had never before been alone with a man as 
much as she had been with him. Yes, she was frightened - not 
frightened, she corrected herself, nervous. Yes, she had been 
embarrassed, very embarrassed, by some of what they had 
read together. No, she did not believe in God, she believed in 
none of the things her father had brought her up to believe: 
she had never believed in any of them, as far as she could 
remember. No, she had never told her father this; while she 
had been at home she had done everything (except in the matter 
of going to a secular school) that he had expected her to do, 
without argument or comment. Of course ^his had been a 
strain for her sometimes, but she supposed she had taken it for 
granted tl}at one day she would leave home and then would be 
able to live as she liked. No, she had never been away from 
honoe for any length of time until her father’s death. Yes, their 
shtetl had always been a peaceful place, even during the war 
and the troubles after it. When the Germans had come they had 
behaved very well, and she had worked in an administrative 
office they had set up there - the Germans had asked her to, 
because she knew the language, and her father had agreed 
because he thought it would be good for the Jewish community 
if she obliged them. No, .she had not had any affairs with any 
of the German officers, or with any of the young men who had 
come to study under her father; she laughed at Manny's notion 
that she might have. No, her father had not seemed anxious 
that she might remain an old maid. Yes, sometimes she was 
anxious about it herself. But she was anxious about everything 
in her future. 
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‘And in your present? Now?* 

‘I told you - Fm nervous.* 

‘Why? Because you’re alone with a young man?’ 

‘Not just a young man. With you.’ Yet, behind her glasses, 
her eyes were soft, open, hopeful. 

‘What do you think I might do to you?’ 

‘I don’t know. That’s why I’m nervous.’ Her voice shook. 
When he leaned forward and kissed her on the lips she 
trembled. It was the first time they had kissed. She was con- 
scious only of the strangeness of it. What next? She tried to 
draw him closer. ‘Come,’ she said, not knowing what she was 
saying. Her lips found his again. This* time his kiss seemed to 
run through her, too quickly, it was gone before she had learned 
to know it. Y?t she had been touched, he had summoned all 
of her together for that instant. 

Unwillingly, she opened her eyes and saw that he was sitting 
back; on his lips was the faint sardonic smile she had seen the 
first time she had met him. The sky behind him was blue; a 
few green, tapering leave.s hung across it. A dove called. The 
fullness within her rose in answer to the sound, and she burst 
uncontrollably into tears. 

He took her home very soon afterwards, and from then on 
he kept his distance from her; he stayed in the house, saying 
that he had letters to write, he spent more time with his father 
and uncle, he went to Lyndhurst for a day, he even jokingly 
served behind the counter in the shop. Tormented, the girl went 
about the house, wondering what she had done wrong, how she 
had offended him, what she could do to set matters right 
Should she not have let him kiss her? Had it been her tears that 
had changed his attitude towards her? Should she have shown 
herself less eager for his company? Should she have refused to 
listen to his reading? But what else could she have done, at 
any stage? In her mind she went over every con versa tioil, every 
exchange, they had had together since the evening of his arrival, 
and nowhere could she find a point at which she could have 
acted other than as she had. When she thought of their morn- 
ings by the river they seemed to her - in their tense freedom, 
excitement, and boldness - already so distant she could not 

29 



believe they had taken place only a few days previously; she 
could not believe they had happened in these surroundings Ae 
knew so well, where space imprisoned her, emptiness confined 
her, vacuity exhausted her. 

She sought Manny out, then avoided him, then sought •him 
out again, waiting for a word of explanation or tenderness 
from him. He spoke to her kindly, distantly, politely. But at any 
agitated movement of her hands, any rise in her voice, he 
turned away. The days of his visit passed inexorably. She 
burst into tears at the dinner table, startling Jacob and Elias, 
who looked expectantly at Manny when she fied from the 
room, confident that their psychologist son and nephew would 
be able to explain this phenomenon to them. But he merely 
raised his eyebrows, shrugged, and muttered something in- 
audible. 

Then it was Manny's last day in Dors River: he would be 
leaving on the next morning's train. Sarah had been dreading 
the day, but she was surprised on waking to feel more at peace 
with herself than on any morning that had preceded it. It was 
too late now to mend whatever had been done or undone. And 
for the first time it occurred to her that peiTlaps she had done 
nothing at all wrong, that she had nothing to be ashamed of or 
to reproach herself about. She made no effort to meet Manny, 
none to avoid him. The morning passed, the afternoon passed. 
In the evening she set out for her usual walk along the river. 
Manny met her at the gate of the back yard. 

It was sunset. Simple, flat reds and yellow filled the western 
half of the sky; there was nothing between that immense 
brightness and the level earth. 

‘You’re going for your walk,’ Manny said, embarrassed. ‘Can 
I join you?’ 

‘Why do you want to?’ 

‘It’s my last chance.’ 

‘You didn’t use the other chances you had.* 

‘I’d like to use this one.’ 

He fell* in beside her. But instead of going across the bare 
plain that led to the river, she turned and began walking to- 
wards the railway lines, leaving the shop and the station behind 
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them. He followed. There were no sounds but those of their 
footsteps, dull on the sand, harsh on the dry grass that grew in 
meagre clumps, here and there. They came to the fence which 
shut off the railway line, and walked along a path that went 
with the fence. Path, fence, rails, ran straight. The blazing, still 
sunset was on their left, the distant river to the right, the dimin- 
ishing cluster of low buildings behind them. 

‘You’re angry with me,’ Manny said. 

She shook her head. ‘No.* 

‘What then?’ 

Still walking, she turned to look at him. He looked small, 
sharp, ill-at-ease, against the spaces around him. ‘Dis- 
appointed,’ she said. 

‘Why?’ he Lst-M brutally. ‘Because I didn’t seduce you?’ She 
made no answer, but walked on. ‘Is that what you wanted?* she 
heard him say from a little behind her. 

‘No!’ she cried, halting so suddenly that her body remained 
slightly bent forward while she spoke. ‘1 just ... I wanted -* 
She breathed out, a long shaken breath. ‘I had what I 
wanted,’ she said simply. ‘For a moment you gave it to me. 
Then you took it away.’ He was about to speak, but she would 
not let him. ‘I don’t believe you've ever thought about me, 
except as someone to impress and excite and then to disappoint. 
Well, you did it. You can be satisfied. I hope you are. I don't 
want you to walk with me any more. Please leave me. Go away 
from me now.’ 

‘No.’ 

She did not say another word until they returned to the 
house. But Manny talked. He cajoled, explained, argued, ac- 
cused, pleaded, raged. He had been thinking of her, he had 
restrained himself for her sake. He was leaving, he could not 
become involved with her, he had acted out of consideration 
for her. It had been wrong for him to disturb her with his 
books: she was an innocent, a rabbi’s daughter, a green girl 
from Europe. Couldn’t she understand why he had held him- 
self back, wasn’t she grateful to him for doing so? He had kept 
silent before only because he had been sure she did understand. 
What was the matter with her, anyway? Why was she living in 
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Dors River? What kind of cowardice kept her there? She could 
go to Johannesburg or Cape Town, she could find work, she 
could teach Hebrew, she didn't have to bury herself in the veld, 
keeping house for two old men whom she herself had said did 
not need her. She was like a child, not like a grown woman; 
she was fixated on her father; she should think seriously of 
undergoing treatment; she was wasting her life. 

His head jerked, he opened his lips, the words came out 
Now he was talking about himself. He supposed to her he 
seemed a lucky man - educated, free, someone who could do as 
he liked. What did she know about it? He was the doctor-son 
of a Jewish storekeeper in Dors River. There was nothing very 
grand about that, whatever she might think. This desert was 
the place where he came from. Who was he to take up a sub- 
ject like his, to think about London and Vienna, to talk about 
the transformation of the modern consciousness? Beyond 
shame now, in a frenzy of self-scorn, he mouthed out his own 
phrases derisively. Then he shook his fist at her, as though she 
were the one who had jeered at them. He had his ambitions and 
he was going to carry them out, he was going to be in front, he 
was going to go where others were afraid to<go, he was going to 
make people listen to him. In London. In Vienna. Right in the 
middle of the world. He would show her, he’d show everyone 
what he was capable of doing. He would make his mark, make 
his name, he’d win through, right through. 

But this time they were back at the house, standing at the 
front gate. The light in the sky had shrunk to a single red flare 
in the west; the earth without colour or form. '1 understand,* 
Sarah said sadly. ‘What use would I be to you - the daughter 
of the rabbi of Marniyus? No wonder you let me love you for 
just such a short time. But I didn't think - I never imagined that 
you could have been so frightened of me.* 

He reached out for her, but she slipped away from his grasp; 
he heard her footsteps going up the path, but did not follow 
her. 
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The next morning, she, Jacob and Elias saw Manny off at the 
station; then they returned to the house, Jacob wiping his eyes; 
he was sure he would never see his son again. Her eyes were 
dry. She and Manny had done no more than shake hands, like 
strangers, when he had left. But she had told him that she had 
decided to follow his advice and to leave Dors River, at which 
he had nodded in approval, before Uirning away - a spare, 
quick, bald young man who she, like Jacob, was sure she would 
never see again 

Six months later, when she was living in Johannesburg and 
working as a Hebrew teacher, she had a letter from Manny, in 
which he told that though he had tried hard to do so, he had 
been unable to forget her. He had found he could not put out 
of mind her candour, her gentleness, her intellectual eagerness, 
the sweetness of her face, the beauty of her figure. He loved 
her, he said, and was ready to save money to pay for her fare 
to England, or to ask his father for the money, if she wanted 
to join him. He could never forgive himself, he said, for not 
having seized the chance that had been given to him on his 
last visit home. 

The letter came some weeks after Sarah had become engaged 
to Benjamin Glickman, whom she had met at a Zionist func- 
tion at which the children from her Hebrew school had sung 
some songs. The letter did not move or disturb her; in a curious 
way it did not even surprise her. She did not reply to it, and 
told her husband-to-be nothing about it. When they went on 
their honeymoon, it was at her suggestion that they went to 
stay with Jacob and Elias. Jacob had written inviting them to 
come, and they had been glad to find a place where they would 
not have to pay anything for the fortnight's holiday ^they were 
taking, for Benjamin had only just made a fresh start in a busi- 
ness of his own - he had taken over the assets of a bankrupt 
butter factory - and they had no money to spare. 
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So Sarah saw once again the veld and the sky, the Karroo 
shrubs and the rock-littered river, the railway line and the 
white-plastered house which had been all she had known of 
South Africa for so many months. Once again she heard the 
hens squawking and grumbling in their pen, and the dogs 
barking at Dors River Station, and the sounds of trains 
approaching or receding. But the emptiness and blankness of 
the place, the loneliness of the lives the Rosing brothers lived 
no longer threatened her. She was no longer frightened of them. 
Instead, she felt a deep compassion for the country itself, as if 
it were a sentient being that knew and grieved over its own 
barrenness and pallor, that felt the ugliness and weight of the 
rocks that lay on it, the harshness of the scar the Dors River 
cut across it, the fierceness of the stroke of the sun each day. 
Of Manny she hardly thought at all. 

At night, in their room, she let her husband do what he 
wished with her; and he, a man in his mid-thirties who had 
always been awkward and shy with her before, was roused to 
an intensity of desire that only her passive yet total compliance 
could have provoked in him. His touch never made her 
tremble; yet she was glad she was able to satisfy him so easily. 
Her attention was directed elsewhere; where she did not know. 
But she thought much of the children they might have. 



Part Three 


1 

In November 1945, the war in Europe having been over for 
several months, the family of Mr and Mrs Benjamin Glickman 
in Johannesburg received a telegram from the Directorate of 
Military Transport, giving them the date of their son’s return 
to South Africa, on a direct flight from Cairo. The telegram 
had been c;:pccit J for many weeks, and the news it brought 
had been keenly awaited. Just for this reason it seemed to 
surprise the entire family. Sarah Glickman read the telegram 
over and over again, as if afraid of missing some meaning the 
words contained. Benjamin Glickman took the telegram to 
business that morning, and showed it to the girls in his oflice, 
to the white workmen in the factory, and to a commercial 
traveller who happened to caU on him. And the two younger 
children, Rachel and David, rehearsed how they would behave 
and what they would say when they saw their soldier-brother. 
David imagined his brother as being tall, soldierly, and brus- 
que, and yet impressed with his, Davids manliness: Rachel 
made up her mind that she would not rush at Joel when she 
saw him, but would wait for him to come to her. ‘Who is this 
young lady?’ she imagined her brother saying, and she smiled 
calmly in anticipation, as she had decided she would smile at 
him when he asked the question. 

The family was expecting that Joel would telephone from 
whatever civil or military airport he landed at, and that they 
would then go out in the car to meet him. As it happened, 
Joel’s plane came in at four in the morning, and he took a lift 
with a military truck to the centre of town. From th^re he took 
a taxi to the house. When he arrived all the 'Members of the 
family were asleep, the doors of the house were locked, the 
windows were barred. Joel peered through the glass panel in 
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the front door, and saw the hall still dark with shadow, 
though outside the first rays of the sun were lying on the roof- 
tops on the other side of the street. He left his kitbag and suit- 
case on the front stoep, and walked around the side of the 
house. In the yard he saw Annie, the African maid, as she 
was going from the servants’ quarters to the kitchen. She was 
wearing a white overall and a doek on her head; her feet 
were bare. She gasped with fright on seeing the stranger in a 
soldier's uniform; then she recognized Joel, and the grimace 
of fear on her face changed immediately into a delighted 
smile. 

‘Baas Joel,’ she cried ‘loudly. ‘Ach, my young master.’ She 
crouched, almost as if she were bowing to him; with one hand 
she clutched her overall at its open neck, hiding the sight of her 
breasts, swelling apart and paler in colour than the rest of her 
brown skin. Joel had his hand out, and she took it, still clutch- 
ing with her other hand at the neck of her dress ‘I'm so happy 
to see you, Master Joel.’ She was upright now and moved from 
side to side at the end of her extended arm, as if to view him 
the better ‘We been waiting for you so long And the madam 
will be happy, and the ouhaas too ' Then she ran to the kitchen, 
clapping her hands. T must make coffee, the whole house will 
want coffee now * 

Joel smiled, watching her go, touched by the warmth of her 
greeting He followed her into the kitchen There was an 
African houseboy there, who stood in the middle of the room 
with a broom and dustpan in his hand, listening to Annie's 
excited talk from the sink She was filling the coffeepot with 
water. Joel had never seen the houseboy before, and merely 
nodded at him, before going through the kitchen into the 
passage that ran the width of the house, with rooms sprawling 
from it on both sides He closed the kitchen door behind him 
and walked down the passage, until he came to the bottom 
of the hall; he looked towards the front door, through which 
he had been peering a few minutes before. Then he broke the 
peace of the place. ‘Is anybody at home?' he shouted. 

‘Joel!’ There was a shriek from Rachel's room; she was the 
first one out, in her pyjamas. ‘Joel’s here I ’ They ran towards 
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one another; they embraced, Joel picking her up and carrying 
her a few paces; by the time he put her down all the other 
members of the family were around him. His mother kissed 
him, his father hugged him, his brother shook him by the hand; 
they plucked at his clothing, uttered cries and murmurs of 
greeting. In the confusion of the scene, Benjamin tried to assert 
his authority. ‘Come into the breakfast room,’ he said. ‘Sit 
down, you must be tired.’ But the others all spoke at once: 
Sarah asked about his luggage, Rachel told him they’d been 
expecting to go to the airport, David was asking what sort of a 
flight he'd had. And Benjamin himself made no move to go. 

When they broke apart Joel looked "at the faces around him. 
*lt's wonderful to be back,' he said, and sighed with relief and 
pleasure. ‘It's WunL t've been waiting for.’ 

For a moment the rush of their emotions was stilled. Then 
Joel said, ‘Don't cry, mom. This isn't the time to cry.* 

Rachel too began crying. She and her mother clung together, 
and the three men in the family, smiling slightly, looked at the 
women and at each other - moved by their tears, even proud of 
them, yet proud too that they themselves felt no impulse to 
weep. 

‘Come through,’ Joel said, putting his arm around his 
mother's shoulder. ‘What's that you said about coffee?’ he 
asked his father. 

‘1 said nothing about coffee,’ Benjamin answered, leading the 
way into the breakfast room. ‘But I'll see that it comes. Annie P 
he shouted. 

‘Coming, master,’ was the reply from beyond the kitchen 
door. 

When Annie brought the tray in, the family was seated 
around the table. ‘What do you think, Annie?' Rachel de- 
manded of her. ‘Didn't 1 tell you that Master Joel was coming 
today? Did you recognize him?’ 

‘Recognize mel Annie was the first to see me. Weren't you» 
Annie?' , 

‘Ah, master,’ Annie said shyly, as she put the cups and the 
milk jug and the coffeepot on the table. ‘Master looks fine.’ 

‘You look well too, Annie.’ 
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Thank you, master.* Shyly, yet gracefully, Annie withdrew 
from the room closing the door behind her. 

*She’s just the same,’ Joel said. He looked round the table. 
’You're all just the same. None of you looks any older.’ 

’You'll find big changes,' Benjamin said sententiously, but 
his younger son interrupted him. 

‘He won’t. Nothing’s changed. Everything’s the same.* 

‘I don't believe that,' Joel said gently, seeing that the inter* 
niption had irritated his father. 

‘Everything's the same and everything's changed,' Rachel 
said. 

Joel looked steadily dt her for a moment. ‘You’ve grown a 
little taller. But you're still the same.’ 

‘There, you see!' Rachel exclaimed, and she smiled, not 
gravely, as she had intended to smile, but simply with pleasure 
that her brother should be back from the war and that she 
should have grown while he had been away. 


2 

‘Good morning*’ Benjamin said, as he came into the front 
office, and the women there were quick to guess why he stood 
smiling at the door. 

‘Has Mr Joel come already? How is he? Did he come this 
morning?’ 

Benjamin began moving through the office, nodding at every 
phrase he said ‘He came back, he's fine, he looks no older, like 
a boy in uniform, it’s wonderful to have him back.’ 

‘It must be a great day for you,’ said Mrs du Plooy, the 
oldest of the women, and the most soberly dressed, in a shiny 
black dress tight across her broad body. 

Benjamin had reached the door of his own office. ‘It’s his 
mother that feels it most,’ he said. ‘And Joel himself, of course. 
It’s their great day.’ He shrugged, as though surrendering the 
day to them. But he added, ‘You'll have a chance to see him 
soon. I expect he'll be coming in one of these days.’ 
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He spoke so happily that the women in the office could not 
help feeling that it would be a special pleasure for them to see 
the young man. However, once their employer had disappeared 
behind his door, they smiled knowingly and patronizingly at 
one another. 

Later in the morning there was a long-distance call for Ben- 
jamin from Cape Town. It was his brother, Meyer. 

‘Hullo, Benny, I got your letter this morning. You’re expect- 
ing Joel today?’ 

‘He’s back already, he came in this morning.* 

‘Is that so? How is he?’ 

‘He’s fine.’ 

‘Wonderful ! I remember what a great day it was for us when 
Morry came back.’ 

‘Yes, thank God, both boys came back all right. It’s some- 
thing to be grateful for.’ 

Meyer laughed; the sound was like a crackle over the line. 
‘Grateful to who?’ 

‘I don't know. But I’m still grateful’ 

There was a pause, a hum on the line; the sound seemed to 
trip over some obstruction, then hummed steadily again. ‘Listen, 
Benny,’ Meyer said, ‘I’ve been thinking over what you wrote in 
your letter. We must meet and talk it over.’ 

‘Ye.s, w'e can’t talk now.' But Benjamin could not restrain his 
curiosity. His hand moved across the table touched at the cord 
of the telephone, then held on to it. ‘But what do you think? 
Can you say anything?’ 

T think you want to take into your hands more than you can 
carry.’ 

‘That’s for me to judge.’ 

‘We’ll see. Look, I have to come up at the end of next week 
anyway. Then we can have it out.’ 

‘Good, the sooner the better. Will you stay with us?’ 

‘No, I'll stay at the Langham. Can you book me in? The last 
weekend of the month, from Friday.’ 

‘Of course. I'll do it now,’ 

‘All right, Benny. My love to the family, and to Joel especi- 
ally.’ 
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Thank you. Remember me to Roise.* 

‘Ja, I will. Good-bye.’ 

Benjamin replaced the receiver, and sat for some time with 
his hand on it, as though about to make another call. But 
eventually he just raised his voice and called, *Miss Curtis’. 
When the girl came in he said, 'Pamela, will you phone 
the Langham and make a booking for my brother for the 
week-end after next - from Friday on. If they're full try the 
Carlton.’ 

The girl acknowledged the request by writing it down on her 
pad; she was about to go when he called her back. ‘You’ve 
never met Joel, have you?’ 

‘No, Mr Glickman. He’s been Up North all the time I’ve 
been in the office.* 

‘Of course, you’ve only been here ... how long have you 
been here?’ 

‘Nine months, Mr Glickman.* 

‘Always precise - hey?’ 

Miss Curtis smiled, lowering her head. She was small and 
dark-haired, with high-coloured cheeks; her head of hair, 
drawn over her temples and tied simply at fTfe back, was thick 
and heavy, too heavy for the size of her face. It made her seem 
burdened, more frail then she really was. Her features were 
regular, and her brown eyes were full of light. She spoke softly, 
and with an accent that was more 'English’ than South African, 
though she had been born in the country; her manner com- 
bined timidity and alertness. From the first day Benjamin had 
been pleased with her. She was, he had said at home, ‘a find’; 
she was neat and sensible and could use her head. 

He said to her now, 'Well, you'll get to know him when he 
comes to the office. I’m sure he’ll be coming. Occasionally,’ he 
added, precisely because he hoped that Joel might be coming 
in more than occasionally, once he was discharged from the 
army; he hoped that Joel might want to join him in the busi- 
ness.. But Jie did not say anything of this to Miss Curtis. He 
merely smiled and nodded, to dismiss her. 

But she did not go. Instead, as if from a distance, she said, 
‘My father was killed in the war.’ 
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Benjamin*s heart contracted with pain and surprise. The 
girl, too, was taken aback at what she had said, ^^en their 
eyes met, he saw in hers an appeal, or a fear of reproof; she 
leaned against the door-frame, to support herself. Benjamin 
lost sight of her, his eyes filling with moisture - for the day, for 
the war, for the safe return of his son, for the death of Miss 
Curtis’ father, a stranger, a who had been killed fighting 
Hitler. ‘You didn’t tell me this before,’ he said softly. ‘Why 
not?’ 

The girl spoke immediately, but it was not in answer to his 
question. ‘He was killed at Sidi Rezegh. I was only fourteen 
when it happened. My mother said he y^as too old to go, but he 
volunteered, he went all the same. He was in the armoured 
cars.’ 

He nodded his nead slowly. ‘1 remember Sidi Rezegh, in the 
newspapers,’ he said. 

*1 don’t. I just remember But she did not say what she 
remembered. She stood with her hands in front of her, at the 
waist of her navy-blue skirt; one hand held the dictation pad, 
the other hand was open, with the tips of her small fingers 
curved inwards. She was wearing a blue and white checked 
blouse, buttoned up to the neck, and just above its little collar 
a nerve pulsed in her throat, as if at the strain of bearing her 
head upright. She swallowed, to still the pulsation, but the nerve 
fluttered again. 

‘I’m terribly sorry. Miss Curtis - Pamela. I'm very sorry. If 
I’d known I wouldn’t have spoken to you about my son . . .’ She 
was silent. There was no reproach in her silence; but he went 
on, like a man explaining or excusing himself. ‘1 had a si.ster in 
Lithuania. We've heard nothing from her since the war began. 
And you know what Hitler has been doing to the Jews in 
Europe. Do you know?’ he asked, looking up. 

‘I’ve read about it.’ 

Her reply told him little, but he spoke as if she had made the 
bitter answer he had wanted. ‘Then you know how much hope 
we have.’ He went on angrily, after a pause, ‘I begged her to 
come out. But her husband was happy where he was; he 
thought he was a rich man, doing well, on what me and my 

41 



brother used to send him. She had a married daughter with 
children, also - and a son, a few years older than Joel. Where 
are they now?* 

Again the room was silent. From the other office, an adding 
machine chattered, chattered, paused, chattered again. The 
sound seemed to rouse the girl. T’m very sorry,’ she 
said, using the words her employer had used to her a moment 
before. 

‘No, I didn’t mean to Benjamin began, but he could not 
explain why he had told her about his sister. Guiltily, he felt 
that after boasting to her of his happiness, he had attempted to 
cap her bereavement. He wanted to say something to the girl 
that would make sense out of their loss and his present happi- 
ness. ‘At least -’ he began, wanting to say something about 
Hitler or freedom or democracy, to tell the girl that her father 
had not died in vain. But he could not bring the words out, they 
embarrassed him. He stumbled, repeating, ‘At least . . Then 
he said quietly, ‘I don’t know what it’s all about, Pamela. I’ve 
lived - what? Three times as long as you have? More? And I 
just don’t know why things must happen as they do.’ 

Unexpectedly, Miss Curtis smiled. Hei^ teeth were white, 
large and even. She said, ‘You always think older people should 
know.’ , 

‘They don’t, believe me. That’s just one of the great dis- 
appointments waiting for you.’ 

Smiling still, she looked down at her pad, and left the 
room. Her employer was ashamed that he should have worried 
for a moment whether or not he had allowed himself to be too 
familiar with her. How could he begrudge her that familiarity, 
after what she had told him about her father? Thinking of the 
dead man, Benjamin remembered the living; he wondered 
what Joel was doing at home. Talking perhaps, unpacking per- 
haps, showing some more of the souvenirs he had started to 
show them after breakfast. There had been badges, propaganda 
leaflets, folders of photographs of the Italian cities he had been 
in, a German bayonet. 

On an impulse he called Miss Curtis back into the room. 
‘Pamela,’ he said awkwardly, ‘my daughter, Rachel, is giving a 
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party at the end of next week. Therell be lots of young people 
there. I don't know if you'll know any of them - but perhaps 
you'd like to come?’ 


3 

David had gone off to school. Rachel, who was in the middle of 
her first-year exams at the university, was in her room, having 
promised her mother that she would put in two hours of un- 
broken work, in spite of it being the qiorning of Joel's return. 
Sarah and Joel were in his room. The room was exactly as it 
had been wh^^n he had left: his books were still on his book- 
shelf, the photographs of the school rugby teams he had played 
in still hung on the walls, his little radio still stood on the bed- 
side table. The room had hardly been used while he had been 
away; only occasionally it had been given to friends of David's 
or Rachel's who had stayed overnight, or to visiting relatives. 
Now, looking clean and refreshed in a white shirt and a pair of 
grey flannel trousers, Joel lay on the bed. He had shaved and 
bathed. Sarah was sorting out the clothing she had unpacked 
from his bags. Most of it was in a heap on the floor, to go into 
the wash : harsfi military shirts and underwear, khaki shorts, a 
filthy fatigue overall. 

She threw the last item on the heap; then sat at the bottom 
of the bed, Joel pulling back his feet and lifting his knees to 
let her do so. 'Well,* she asked, 'how does it feel to be 
back?’ 

Joel smiled at his mother. 'No,' he said. ‘You tell me what 
I’ve come back to. How have you been? What's been happen- 
ing here?’ 

‘Oh - everything’s just gone on.’ 

*Dad? David? Rachel?’ 

‘All of them.’ 

‘And you?’ 

‘Me most of all. Just the same, nothing new.’ 

While he had been away Joel had thought he wanted nothing 
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at home to change. Now, hearing his mother’s words, he felt 
a slight, unidentifiable disappointment ’No happier?* he 
asked. 

His mother looked at him in surprise. Her hands had been 
idle in her lap, but when she spoke she clasped them together, 
moving her fingers within one another. She said, shrugging, 
slightly, ‘You know how it is, Joel, as long as you were all 
right, and the children, and your father . . . Why do you ask 
me? What do you expect?* 

‘I don't know,’ he answered, lying back on his bed. ‘I don’t 
know. It doesn't matter. I've got enough, being here.* 

Sarah sat in silence, her hands still working together. Her 
arms and wrists were full, but her fingers looked old, their 
joints stood out, as though their flesh had been worn away by 
the habitual movements of her hands. As if making a confes- 
sion, she said, ‘All the time you were away, Joel, 1 just tried to 
think about you, without . . . without thinking about what you 
were doing. There was no other way I could do it. You under- 
stand what I mean?* 

‘Of course,’ Joel replied. Along the length of his own body he 
looked at his mother, through half-closed 8yes. ‘Actually, I 
suppose I tried to do the same kind of thing. I mean I tried 
just not td think about what I was doing, or might be doing. At 
any rate, while the war was on. Afterwards it was just like a 
boring holiday. But during the war . . .* 

He paused, then admitted, ‘I was never in much danger, 
really. They kept the whole lot of us back in the reserves, right 
through the winter, because we were so young, everybody said. 
When they moved us forward it was right at the end - there 
wasn't any front any more. All we did was to chase after the 
Jerries in our trucks. And we'd find them waiting in the villages, 
in the squares, with their hands up. I hardly fired a shot, and 
I’m damn sure I didn’t hit anything. We’d jump out of the 
trucks, when they’d say there’s some resistance - up there in a 
farmhouse, or in a church, or something - and we'd creep along 
behind some walls, and somebody would start firing, and I'd 
fire too, God knows at what. And I’d have to tell myself that 
that’s what I was supposed to be doing. It was all so unreal. 
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l*in sure it would have been different if Fd had to be at it 
longer. But I was lucky. The Jerries strafed us a couple of times 
when I was at Santa Barbara, in the reserves, but they never 
did much. They had no air force left. One plane, two perhaps 
they'd come out, low, and we'd run like hell to get under cover. 
Usually they'd be gone by the time we got to the trenches. 
Only once I saw some chaps hit.' 

He stopped abruptly, knowing that what he had said had 
upset his mother. Yet, guiltily at having seen so little action he 
could not help feeling soothed and flattered by her distress; he 
had, at least, seen more action than anyone who had stayed at 
home. 


*Soldi**r i't Ti the war returning. 

Spoiler of the taken town . . .' 

Rachel was at the door; she stood there in an attitude of 
declamation, one hand extended. Then she came into the room. 
'I've done a whole hour's work, 1 can't do any more. I want to 
join in the talk. What have I missed?' 

‘Nothing at all,' Joel said. ‘Come in. Rachie. Roachie. Cock- 
roach.* 

Rachel pointedly ignored his teasing. She took his battledress 
blouse from the back of a chair and slipped it over her shoul- 
ders, the sleeves hanging loose. It was absurdly bulky over 
her small body; the triangular green and gold Sixth Armoured 
Division shoulder-flashes hung half-way down her arms. She 
went to the mirror and saluted herself in it. She thought she 
looked very attractive in the tunic, in a waif-like, refugee-like 
way. She shook her hair free at the back of the collar. In the 
mirror she could see that the others were watching her, so she 
scowled at them and showed her teeth. 'Say fellas, I'm gonna 
get me a coupla Jerries before breakfast. Just hand me that 
howitzer and I'll mow 'em down.' When she spoke again the 
Hollywood accent was gone; she addressed her own image in 
what she hoped was a clipped British manner. 'Private Rachel 
Glickman reporting for duty, sah. What? A general? Make me 
a general?* She simpered, curtseying to herself in the mirror. 
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Thank you. Your Majesty, but I’m devoted to the arts of 
peace. Fm writing my exams at the moment, and that takes up 
all my time. But I can recommend my brother to you. He’s 
very brave, very fierce, and even bigger than I am.’ She saluted, 
scowled once more, and turned her back on the mirror. ’The 
war’s over I’ she cried. ‘We’re all going to live happily ever 
after.’ 

That’s my plan,’ Joel said. 

‘You won’t find it so easy to carry out,’ Sarah put in. 

‘Well it should be,' Rachel answered. ‘What s the point of it, 
if we can't be happy?’ 

‘Ask your grandmother,’ Joel said. ‘She’s the one with the 
direct line to God.’ 

That line's disconnected.’ 

‘Not for Bobbe?’ 

‘Of course not for Bobbe. But it is for us.’ Rachel brought 
one clenched fist to her ear, the other to her mouth. ‘Hullo, 
God, are you there? Look, I didn’t ride on a bus last shahhes. 
Isn’t that good? And you should see my milk plates and my 
meat plates, so separate you'd be delighted. Sure, God. Of 
course, God. As you say, God. Whatever you want, God. See 
you next Yom Kippur. Can you imagine us on that line?’ 

Both Sarah and Joel were laughing. ‘What do you think of 
her?’ Sarah asked proudly. 

Rachel answered the question. ‘He loves me.’ But no sooner 
had she spoken than she looked at Joel, afraid that he might 
deny it. 

Joel nodded. ‘I suppose he does.’ He rose from the bed and 
touched his mother’s lined, prominent forehead with his finger- 
tips; he ran his hand over her soft, short, silvering curls. ‘And 
you too. Mom.’ 

TTien everybody’s happy!’ Rachel exclaimed, throwing the 
army tunic from her shoulders on to the floor. Sarah picked it 
up, taking it into her hands, turning it over and feeling it be- 
tween her^fingers. 

‘Happy enough,’ she said calmly. 

‘And sleepy enough,’ Joel added. ‘I had no sleep on the plane 
last night.’ 
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They left him to sleep, after drawing the curtains. For Joel 
the relief and surprise of his arrival, the firmness and solidity of 
the rooms and furniture he had for so long carried in his 
memory, the vivacity and quickness of people whose images 
he had had to fix in stillness in his mind - all these impressions, 
and a hundred others, from the motion of the plane which still 
seemed to rock his bed, to the cry of a hawker in the sunlit 
street outside - all were lost in the warmth which was about 
him and within him, spreading wider, spreading deeper. And 
the warmth was sleep. 


4 

‘Vile,' David said aloud to himself. ‘Vile.’ Even as he said the 
word he liked its literary, almost archaic sound; and his enjoy- 
ment of it seemed to him in itself vile. He had sworn that from 
the day of Joel's return he would not do it again; and yet here 
he was, on the very day he had named, washing the evidence of 
his vileness from his hands. And in the school lavatory too, of 
all crazy places, where anyone might have come bursting In, 
and overheard him or seen him. From the basin David looked 
over his shoulder, though now he was doing nothing more 
guilty than holding his hands under a running tap. So JoeFs 
arrival had helped him as little as any of the previous occasions 
for reform that he had set himself; he was still what he had 
always been. And what was that? Vile. 

The school was empty. From the cricket field David heard 
the resonant, desultory knock of bat against ball. Even further 
off was the noise from the school swimming bath. At once 
high-pitched and distant, it sounded barely human, it might 
have been a noise coming from a poultry-yard. Standing in the 
entrance to the lavatories David saw a part of the Senior Quad, 
all its rooms and windows deserted; to the left were the bicycle 
sheds, with not a single bike parked in them. As always when 
he saw the school empty and defenceless, David's thoughts ran 
immediately to violence, arson and defacement. Yet, even as he 
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walked across the Senior Quad, his mood changed, and he 
felt a kind of nostalgia for the school, though he stood within 
it. Looking at its whitewashed walls, its elaborate Cape Dutch 
gables cocked up against the sky, he thought how much like a 
venerable and decent seat of learning it seemed, devoted to the 
increase of wisdom in the world. 

The notion of wisdom reminded David of what he had 
been doing in the lavatory. ‘Vile,’ he said aloud; but with even 
less conviction than before. He did not believe that there was 
anything really wicked or sinful in what he had done - he felt, 
rather, that had he been a truly strong man he would simply 
never have done it. He would either have stuck to his resolu- 
tion, once he had made it; or he would have no need to make 
such a resolution at all, having succeeded in doing better, much 
better, with his lust. He would have had a woman by now; not 
one woman, but many women. 

The side-entrance to the school grounds led to a lane; the 
lane led to a main street. Carrying his school-case, David made 
his way to the bus stop. He knew that his mother had been 
expecting him back early; he himself had wanted to see Joel 
again, to listen to his stories, to look at his thThgs. But just be- 
cause that treat had been awaiting him, he had volunteered to 
stay behind to do an hour’s cataloguing in the school library. 
And from the library, knowing his weakness and deliberately 
indulging himself in it, even indulging beforehand in the re- 
morse he would feel afterwards, he had gone into the lavatory. 
So Joel had come back - so? Did the whole world have to be 
turned upside down? 

How David wished that it would be turned upside down I 
Instead, he stood waiting for the bus where he always stood, 
and, the bus was as long in coming as it always was. But while 
watching out for the bus David saw a familiar figure approach- 
ing, and his impatience disappeared. From a distance he had 
recognized Bertie Preiss, by his walk. One arm hung down 
Bertie’s sicle, carrying his case; the other arm was behind the 
small of his back, and his hand gripped the arm with the;^case. 
Preiss walked as if he were holding himself upright - and so, in 
a way, he was; as a child he had suffered from a spinal disease, 
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which had left its mark in this strained, upright carriage. Be- 
cause of his illness, Preiss had been held back at school; he was 
three years older than David, though only a year ahead of him, 
in the matric class. 

‘Why’re you so late?’ David called out, as Bertie approached. 

‘I ask the same of you.’ 

‘I’ve been cataloguing in the library.* 

‘Sucking up to odd Skilly? I’ve been watching the cricket.’ 

‘What’s it like?’ 

‘Boring. That’s why I’m here.’ 

For some minutes the boys talked together idly. Occasion- 
ally a car or a cyclist passed along the road; pedestrians were 
even more infrequent. The road was wide, and sloped steeply 
downhill, with the Killings of the school grounds to one side 
and large suburban houses on the other, each with its garden 
and trees in front of it. A pale, tenuous, almost watery green 
light was reflected from the trees in leaf, and the clumps of 
grass that rose knee-high from cracks in the pavement. Above 
the roofs, the sun hung calmly in a sky that did not have a 
single cloud within it. 

‘My brother came back this morning,’ David said. 

‘Really? Joel?’ 

‘Ja.’ 

‘How is he?’ 

‘Big-stuff soldier-boy. Ribbons, souvenirs, the lot.’ Though 
he spoke scoffingly, David was proud of his news, and Preiss 
knew it. 

‘So now the world’s safe for democracy.’ 

‘Democracy ! ’ David made a loud, lewd noise. ‘Pigmento- 
cracyl’ 

‘Hey, you unfortunately pigmented fellow,' Bertie said, 
addressing an African on the other side of the street, ‘do you 
know that the war’s over and you've been liberated?’ The 
African did not hear the words - Bertie had not intended him 
to - and he padded steadily on, his bare feet slapping on the 
pavement. He walked with a swagger, each haunch rising and 
falling under his khaki shorts and his black arms swinging. The 
two boys, in their blazers, caps and flannels, their cases at their 
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feet, watched him go. *Alas, he doesn’t know it. The helot is 
sunk into his helotry. You should go and agitate him.* 

'Not today, thanks. You're the agitator around her, anyway. 
Hows the night-schooJ?’ 

'It's all right. When are you coming to teach in it? You 
promised you would.’ 

‘One of these days,’ David answered guiltily. But he knew 
how he could discomfit Bertie in turn. Appraisingly, David 
studied his friend's scrawny figure, his face that seemed to go 
back directly from a wide, flat mouth to large spectacles that 
looked as though they were supported more by the bones of his 
cheeks than by the bridge of his nose. 'Rachel's giving a party 
when her exams are finished,' David announced. 'It'll be for 
Joel, too.’ 

'Is that so?' Bertie asked, but David added nothing to what 
he had said. 'How is she?’ 

'She's in the middle of her exams, so she’s in a bit of a state. 
And she’s pretty excited about Joel coming back.’ 

*1 can imagine.’ 

‘Ja, it’s hard to get a coherent word out ofjher,’ David said, 
lording it over Bertie by speaking so patronizingly and fami- 
liarly about Rachel. 

Mutely, miserably, Bertie waited to hear whether he would 
be invited to her party. In his mind he peopled it with Joel’s 
friends, servicemen with ribbons on their chests, and with 
Rachel's classmates, their best dresses rustling and hissing. 
They laughed, danced, gossiped about the university he would 
have been attending with them, had it not been for his 
illness. 

It would be best if he weren’t invited, Bertie decided; he 
wouldn’t enjoy it at all. 

Then David relented. 'You’re invited. I’ve seen the list.’ 

‘Hell thanks, Dave. That’s terrific.’ 

‘Don't thank me. Thank Rachel.’ 

The tv^o boys exchanged a glance, then both looked away, 
down the street. 

Yet they stood peacefully, happily now - Bertie happy be- 
cause he had been invited to the party, David happy because 
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he had been the bearer of good news. He felt very fond of 
Bertie, and punched him gently to show how fond of him he 
was. Bertie merely smiled, recognizing the gesture. 

Just then David saw the bus approaching up the hill. Thar 
she blows,’ he cried, suddenly eager again to get home. One 
day he, too, would come home a hero, to be touched and wept 
over. ‘Bestir yourself, Preiss. They're waiting for me.’ 


5 

The shii! looked exactly as it had when Joel had last seen it. 
Everything W's same. The dais in the middle was ap- 
proached by the two little steps Joel had last ascended on the 
occasion of his harmifzvah; in front of it were the padded 
leather seats for the synagogue dignitaries. Ranged in a shallow 
incline on both sides of the dais were the rows of wooden seats, 
each with the name of an occupant on a brass plate aflixed to 
it. Facing the dais, and at some distance from it, was the Ark 
of the Law, where the scrolls were kept, with a heavy gilt- 
embroidered curtain drawn across it; above the Ark was a 
marble architectural fantasy of domes, pillars and minaret-like 
towers, representing Jerusalem, perhaps. Above, running al- 
most entirely around the circumference of the building, was the 
gallery for women. And above that, again, receding from the 
gallery, was the interior of the dome which surmounted the 
building ~ white, plain and lofty, with a great chandelier of 
brass and cut-glass suspended from hs midpoint. The cantor 
and his assistant were in their white robes; the members of the 
congregation were scattered about thinly on the benches, their 
suits and hats dark against the pale yellow woodwork; there 
were two or three women up in the gallery, one of them Joel’s 
grandmother, in a black dress and a black straw hat with a 
tiny veil. 

All, all was the same, not least the feeling of boredom and 
estrangement which came over Joel immediately the service 
began, and which he could vividly remember feeling as a child 
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- so vividly that for him what piety he had towards the religion 
of the people to whom he belonged was to be found in that 
very sense of estrangement. The prayers were still meaningless, 
uttered in a language foreign to him; the singing was still tune- 
less to his ear; the movements of the men at prayer still ap- 
peared to him to have no dignity; still the God to whom they 
raised their plaintive, discordant voices and bowed their woFkn- 
day bodies - still that God did not exist. Yet Joel could not 
help being moved by the thought of the number of times he 
had sat with his father as a small child, just as he was sitting 
now. He remembered how he had then looked with awe at the 
chandelier hung from the dome, and had been enchanted by the 
marble city above the Ark, and had stared with curiosity at the 
*faces of the members of the congregation. And even had he 
not had those memories, Joel believed that he would have been 
moved by the history which was embodied in the service; 
by the very supplication to that God in whom he did not 
^believe. 

Benjamin showed Joel the place in the prayer book. With 
difficulty Joel read a few Hebrew words and heard the congre- 
gation murmuring them too, then he coulS follow them no 
longer. He shrugged exaggeratedly at his father, who winked 
broadly back at him. For Benjamin, too, there was no truth or 
enlightenment in the services, though he attended them regu- 
larly. He came out of nostalgia for his boyhood, a wish to 
identify himself with the community, and a sense of propriety 
and decorum. He came also as a challenge to his wife, who 
never entered the shut from one year's end to the next, though 
her frail elderly mother attended zealously. 

When the service ended there was a loud hollow banging as 
the congregants let down the little lecterns in front of each 
seat; that sound, too, echoed and re-echoed in Joel's ears from 
his boyhood. Then, a dozen times his hand was shaken by 
people familiar and unfamiliar to him, all of them glad to wel- 
come back another soldier. In the foyer the congregation 
gathered in groups of handshaking and gesticulating men. 
Benjamin stood in the middle of one arguing group. 

There’s no other way,’ he said heatedly. ‘What isn’t given to 
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you you have to take.’ He was talking of the terrorists in 
Palestine, who were fighting against the British occupation of 
the country. ‘Those men are fighting for us, too,’ he said pas- 
sionately, poking the man nearest to him in the hollow of his 
shoulder. ‘Can't you realize what they're trying to do for you - 
yes, you, you 

The man he was attacking, who was much larger than Ben- 
jamin, retreated and rubbed his shoulder, complaining that he 
wasn’t arguing, was he now? He wore his hat right on the back 
of his bald head. 

‘Come, Dad,’ Joel said. ‘Bobbe is waiting.’ 

‘Right away,' Benjamin replied. He touched the brim of his 
hat with his hand, in a general salutation to the congregation, 
and followed Tt.( ^ of the building. 

Then, through the rapidly darkening streets, the three of 
them walked towards Mrs Talmon's flat, which she kept in the 
house of a pious woman who had come from the same shtetl in 
Lithuania as herself. With his mother-in-law Benjamin was 
jocular and deferential. They walked very slowly, suiting their 
pace to the old lady's. Joel talked to her, in English, of the 
aftermath of the war in Italy, the ruins, the hungry children in 
the streets, the political slogans chalked up on the walls, the 
gangs of partiii'uim he had helped to disarm. Mrs Talmon asked 
her questions in Yiddish. She was tiny, fragile and bent. Her 
mind was alert, but she .seemed to speak as if from the edge of a 
curious, intensely guarded stillness, which she permitted no 
emotion, no word, ever to touch. Even when she had greeted 
him it had remained inviolate. 

At the gate of the house in which she lived, they .said good 
night and good shahhes to her, and she went alone up the 
garden path, watched by the two men. Then they walked on. 
The houses about them were black; individual rooms, and the 
streetlamps were yellow among the trees. Further off the noise 
of traffic was a continuous vague di.sturbance of the air; and 
the blocks of flats that were beginning to encroach upon the 
suburb showed themselves as immensely tall ladders of light, 
poised against nothing. 
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At home there was talk, food, a white tablecloth, candles burn- 
ing in polished brass holders, sweet wine. But the melancholy 
that Joel had felt settle upon himself during the service and 
while walking home with his grandmother was not dissi- 
pated. After supper his cousin Jonathan Talmon arrived. Jona- 
than was the only son of Sarah's brother: he was a strikingly 
handsome, tall young man, with bright blue eyes, black hair 
hanging tousled over his forehead, a sharp profile, a cleft in his 
chin, and a resonant, cultivated voice. He was a second-hand 
car salesman; his ambition was to become an actor. So far he 
had had one or two small professional parts, and numerous 
amateur ones, in local productions. 

To entertain them, he was soon imitating, at Rachel's re- 
quest, the people who came to buy cars from him. In succession 
he was a Boer from the backveld, an African parson 'of de 
Met'odist perswashon', a bartender with his eye on a Cadillac, 
a spoiled Jewish boy looking for an MG, and, as well, he was 
himself, responding to the customers' queries, listening to their 
complaints, telling lies about the cars, and trying to stop his 
over-eager boss from wrecking the sale. He did it very well, 
Joel had to admit; but unlike Rachel and David, he had soon 
had enough of it. 

Benjamin read the paper in the living-room. Sarah came and 
joined the children on the stoep, listening with pride to her 
nephew. Joel got up, walked to the garden gate, and looked 
back at the group under the light, their wickerwork chairs 
ranged in a semicircle. They were set out before him as if on a 
stage. Watching them from the darkness, he felt his love for 
his family to be indistinguishable from the frustration and de- 
jection that were like a weight on his chest. He breathed in 
deeply, as if to shift the weight; he pulled a face at Jonathan, 
blaming him for what he was feeling. But it wasn't just Jona- 
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than who had roused and blocked him: it was them all, it was 
the house, the street, himself, everything. 

Throughout his time in the army - he had gone into it 
straight from school, shortly after his seventeenth birthday, 
and had served in it for two years - Joel had been hoping to 
come upon a strength and certitude in himself which would be 
inalienable. Always it had seemed to him that he would find it 
just one stage ahead from where he was. Before enlistment he 
had thought he would put on strength with his uniform; during 
his training he had expected to find it when he was posted 
abroad; in the reserves, when he had seen action; after the 
war, when he would come home. Now he was home; and 
where was the confidence, the certainty, the inward security he 
had been promising himself? What was he to be? Where was 
he to live? How was he to live? Who was there to guide 
him? 

Standing there at the gate, he heard someone coming along 
the quiet pavement, and turned to see who it was. A moment 
later he had opened the gate and was walking with an out- 
stretched hand towards the newcomer. 

‘Leon 1 * 

‘Joel!’ 

The two young men greeted each other enthusiastically, in 
the half-light of the streetlamps, and walked together up the 
garden path. 

‘God, the last time I saw you was - where? In Florence? 
Rapallo? Where the hell was it?’ 

‘Florence, Florence,' the other replied as they .stepped on to 
the stoep. He spoke with a strong platteland accent, in a voice 
which came out with a surprisingly high pitch from someone so 
heavy, thick-necked and tall. His hands, with which he ges- 
tured when he spoke, were small, and so were his feet; al- 
together, his bulk seemed a burden placed arbitrarily on him. 
But he carried it with his .shoulders and head well back. His 
face was large, full and flushed, and under his nose he wore a 
small black moustache. Everyone on the stoep greeted him 
cheerfully, and Benjamin came out, newspaper in one hand 
and his glasses in the other, to see who had just arrived. 
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When they were all seated Sarah said to Leon, *It*s really 
like old times, having you and Joel together here again.’ 

‘Yes, isn’t it? I heard that Joel’s been back a few days so I 
thought I’d take a chance on finding him in. He’s looking all 
right, don’t you think?’ 

*He’s looking wonderful,’ Sarah replied, so wholeheartedly 
that everyone laughed. 

'Nu, Leon, what's been happening to you, since you’re out of 
the army?’ Mr Glickman asked. 

‘Nothing very much I'm just getting started, now.’ 

‘Started on what?' Joel asked. 

‘Work. Work in the movement.’ 

‘What movement?’ 

Jonathan sang out in a thin, piping, nasal voice, 'Kol od 
beievav pni-i-N-ma* and Rachel laughed loudly. 

‘How did you know?' she asked him. 

‘Intuition. The infallible Talmon intuition. As soon as he 
came on to the stoep I said to myself, “You know - old Leon’s 
become a Zionist." Just look at his gleaming eyes, his clenched 
jaw. his square shoulders, his gesticulating hands. A Zionist 
is born.’ 

‘Very funny,’ Joel said. 

‘It isHoo,' Rachel answered him sharply. She and Jonathan 
were sitting side-by-side. Jonathan reached over, took her hand 
in his, and began to raise it elaborately to his lips. But she 
jerked it away from him A moment later, when everyone’s 
attention was diverted to Leon, she let her hand swing loose 
over the arm of her chair. It brushed against Jonathan’s, then 
clasped his fiercely before letting it go. 

Leon Friedberg, who had been at school with Joel, sat at 
ease in his chair, sure of his welcome in the family, and proud 
to be able to tell them what he was doing now. He divided his 
time, he said, between living on hachsharah, a Zionist training- 
farm near Potchefstroom, and working in the Johannesburg 
office of the movement he belonged to. There were twelve of 
them on fhe farm, eight boys and four girls; they would soon 
be expanding to twenty. His movement was Hatzofim; the 
youth movements had farms of their own. They had no idea 
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when they would be able to go to Palestine ~ it was impossible 
to get entry permits, and the people who were running illegal 
immigrants through the British blockade weren't interested in 
comfortable, well-nourished South Africans who could afford 
to wait. 

‘But we’ll go. Things will change soon, and then we'll go 
together.’ 

‘But when did you become a Zionist?’ Joel asked. ‘The 
last time I saw you, all you talked about was getting home and 
lying in bed.’ 

Leon had listened with lifted black brows to Joel. He 
lowered them before he spoke. ‘Since then I've been to Eretz. I 
had three weeks' Palestine leave when I was in Egypt, waiting 
to get home. 1 was on a kibbutz, just about the whole time I 
was there.’ Joel waited for him to go on. He said, quietly, 
That's all.’ 

‘You mean you .saw the light?’ 

‘I just saw the way 1 wanted to live.’ 

Benjamin sat back in his chair, gratified by Leon's words. 
But Joel could not help feeling that the simplicity and firmness 
of what Leon had said explained too little. 

‘We'll have to talk about it,' he said. ‘I got Palestine leave for 
ten days, and spent it all in hospital in Cairo, with a horrible 
attack of Gyppo tummy. Lovely leave that was.' The flippancy 
of his remark seemed cheap to him, a moment later, ‘You must 
tell me everything, I do want to know.’ 

‘You think you might want to join us?’ 

‘Perhaps,' Joel answered. ‘Who can tell?’ Half-mockingly, 
turning to his parents, he said, ‘I've got to do something with 
my life.’ 

‘You can come into the business, you know that,’ Benjamin 
said quickly. 

Joel shook his head. ‘Don't rush me, dad.’ 

‘Who's rushing?’ 

‘Anyway, as a Zionist you should be pleased if I wanted to 
join Leon.’ 

‘I wouldn't mind. Don’t make any mistake about it. If that’s 
what you wanted to do I'd be perfectly happy. It'll be a 
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wonderful day for me when you or Leon or anyone else can 
go to Eretz Israel and live there if he wants to.’ 

’I’ve got to do something,’ Joel repeated. He stood up rest- 
lessly. ’At least Leon is trying, he isn’t pretending that things 
can just go on.’ 

Suddenly he found words for some of the frustration that 
had held him mute, minutes before, on his own at the gate. 
‘Look how we live! There’s been a bloody great war, they 
killed six million Jews like flies, they dropped atomic bombs oh 
Japan. And look at South Africa! Look at this country, with 
the kaffirs living like pigs, and the white men kicking them 
around. And what do we do about it all? Nothing! I come 
back and find that we just go on and on, in the same house, do- 
ing the same things, thinking the same thoughts, as if nothing 
at all had happened. How can we do it? How can we go on like 
this? I don’t understand it, I really don’t. Either we’re mad or 
everyone else is mad. Either what I’ve seen and what we’ve all 
read about never happened, or all this is unreal, just unreal - ail 
of us sitting here on the stoep with the light on, making plea- 
sant conversation.’ 

‘Is that what you think you’re doing?* Rachel said. 
‘Anyway, why shouldn’t we? We're entitled to live our 
own lives. Nothing that happens anywhere else can change 
that.* 

‘I feel that it does.’ 

‘Perhaps it’s your fault, not ours,’ Rachel said, growing 
fiercer. 

‘Perhaps it is,’ Joel admitted. ‘But don’t other people feel the 
same way?* 

‘Not me.* 

‘Ach,’ Benjamin said angrily, ‘everything has changed. No 
one can ever feel about things the way he used to. You think 
it isn’t in my mind too how we live - what we should do - 
what’s happened to us - why my sister ended up like one of 
those things we’ve seen in the newsreels and I’m here in Johan- 
nesburg with a house and a garden and a business. You think 
it doesn’t work inside me, worry me, take my satisfactions 
away from me?’ 
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Joel looked at his father. ‘I know it does. Otherwise I 
couldn't talk to you at all.' 

‘So tell me what you propose to do about it,’ Benjamin said. 
‘I’d be glad to hear.’ He spoke ironically, without hope. 

Pitying him, because he was so much older and had so much 
less to look forward to, Joel said, ‘You’re entitled to your satis- 
factions. I don’t want to seem to be saying that you aren’t. I 
wish you had more, from all of us, from everything.’ 

Sarah spoke unexpectedly. ‘It’s the little dissatisfactions that 
worry us far more than the big ones.’ 

Benjamin gave her a quick suspicious glance, ready to be 
offended. But he took up what she had said. ‘That in itself is a 
big dissatisfaction, can't you see? What worse can you 
say about us tha*. that? T knew, I knew, Europe was a mad- 
house, a butcher-shop; my sister and her family was there, my 
son was there, nothing could ever be the same again. But if I 
went into the office and found that a girl there hadn't written 
some rubbishy letter, then I was in a rage.’ 

They were all silent. A little later, in a calmer voice, Benja- 
min said, ‘Talking of the girls in the office reminds me - the 
other day 1 invited Pamela Curtis to your party, Rachel. I hope 
you don't mind. I felt sorry for the girl, and I thought it would 
be an outing for her.’ 

‘Do you think she’ll fit in?' Rachel asked. 

Her father shrugged. ‘You must do your best. I can't take 
back the invitation now.’ 

Rachel said to Jonathan, ‘You are coming, aren't you?’ 

‘I'll try.’ 

‘You mustn't try, you must come.’ 

‘Orders is orders.* 

For another hour they sat there, a roof over their heads but 
no walls around them, the evening air warm on their bare arms. 
It was a still, windless evening, and the light above them 
attracted insects of all kinds, which buzzed and blundered 
about, occasionally falling heavily to the ground, and then 
struggling across the wide, smooth, polished cement flt>or of the 
stoep, or laboriously climbing up the leg of a chair before 
taking flight again. Once Rachel swore that a moth had fallen 
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into her hair, and went inside to comb it out. Jonathan fol- 
lowed her, and they were gone for some time, but no one re- 
marked on it. When they returned Rachel was carrying a tray 
with a jug of orange juice and some glasses on it, as if to ex- 
plain, or at least extenuate, their absence. 

Benjamin questioned Leon at length about the financial 
support his training-farm was getting from the Zionist Federa- 
tion, and was dissatisfied with the answers 'lt\s not enough,' he 
said. As vice-chairman of hts suburban Zionist society, he was 
not shy to speak authoritatively on such matters. Til raise the 
whole question at the congress next month ’ 

When Leon left, Joel walked with him for a few blocks, 
* through streets that were already deserted - too deserted to be 
calm. Thanks for coming round,’ Joel said, when they parted. 
*You cheered me up a lot ’ 

‘You shouldn’t have needed cheering up, your first week 
home.’ 

‘1 did, though. That’s how funny it is.’ 

T know.’ 

And Leon did know: that was why Joel reached up and 
took him affectionately by the shoulder. ‘Well, shall 1 follow 
you to Palestine?’ he asked. 

‘How can 1 tell you what to do?’ Leon was embarrassed; 
Joel saw the glint of a smile on his face, and the tiny uneasy 
movement he made with his large body. 

‘You’re quite certain in your own mind?’ 

‘Quite certain. I’m finished with all this,’ Leon said, gesturing 
around him at the empty street, its darkness stretched taut be- 
tween the locked, barred, burglar-proofed houses on both sides. 
There’s no life here, in this country, there’s nothing decent 
or straightforward about it. You can’t find your way through it. 
Jews, Afrikaners, Englishmen, blacks, money-making, anti- 
semitism - it’s all a madness, a mistake, an accident. You 
know the feeling You said it yourself. But there, in Erelz - 
there it’s different.’ 

‘It must be,’ Joel said. 

‘It’s different even on hmhsharah. You must come out to our 
place and have a look at it. You’ll see what we're trying to do.* 
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*1 will, Leon.* 

‘OK, Good night, boy. Keep cheerful.* 
‘And you.’ 


7 

The two brothers shook hands on the railway platform, then 
slowly they climbed the marble steps leading from the con- 
course to the street. Meyer paused at every step, leaning on his 
heavy walking-stick, and at every pause asking another ques- 
tion of Benjamin. His eyes were dark grey in colour and sharp 
in their mov.me.n Occasionally he nodded, inclining his bald 
wide head, with a few bristles of close-cropped grey hair grow- 
ing from it. His brow, his checks, his nose and chin were all 
heavy, and there were many fine purplish veins just beneath his 
skin. He was dressed with care, in expensive well-tailored 
clothes; his collar was impeccably white, and his shoes were 
highly polished. ‘So, so,’ he said, breathing deeply, when they 
reached the top of the steps. ‘Where's the car?’ 

‘Just here, the boy is waiting,' Benjamin said, leading the 
way out of the station. 

The two elderly men looked so much alike - though Meyer 
was much the heavier man - that passers-by smiled and glanced 
again at them, while they stood waiting together on the pave- 
ment. Benjamin waved his hand and the driver came up widi 
the car. Meyer looked at him behind the wheel. ‘Johannes,’ he 
said. 

The driver grinned broadly, under his black peaked cap, 
pleased that his name had been remembered. ‘Yes. boss.’ 

Meyer nodded, pleased too that he had got the name right. 
With interest he looked out of the window of the car, as they 
drove through the streets, conimenting on this new building or 
the disappearance of that old one. As always, Benjamin felt in 
his brother's presence both admiration and coi» 'riction. How 
shrewd Meyer was, how little he missed in the scene around 
him. 
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They drove straight to the factory. In the office Meyer 
stopped to exchange a few words with each of the women; 
then he and Benjamin walked across the main yard. The place 
was old, rambling, and yet substantially built of brick; the 
office-block, the factory, the paved yard and outbuildings 
covered entirely a small triangular block of ground, with a 
private railway siding on one side. Tucked in a corner of the 
block there was a boiler plant; in the yard, with a constant 
hissing of steam and clanging of metal, overalled African 
workmen were washing the empty cream-cans that came clat- 
tering down a chute that ran through the wall of the factory 
itself; across the yard the cans were ranged in order for return 
by rail to their owners. Two lorries were pulled up alongside 
the platform in front of the main building; one was being 
loaded with sixty-pound blocks of ice, from the other full cans 
of cream were being off-loaded. Each time a can hit the con- 
crete platform a shudder ran through it from end to end. To 
all the noise outside there was added the continual rumble and 
groan of the machinery within the building, which the two 
owners had not yet entered. They stood in fmnt, two thickset, 
bald, sallow-skinned men, at ease in the midst of all the acti- 
vity, gratified by it. 

When they crossed out of the bright sunlight, through the 
wide doors at the entrance to the building, they were momen- 
tarily dazzled, and saw little more inside the factory than the 
gleam of metal in strips and the white patches of overalls. 
Strangely, the first impression indoors was not only of dark- 
ness, but also of a kind of silence, for the noise here was con- 
tinuous, at one level of uproar. Here the cans were slid on long 
rails, embedded in the concrete floor, towards the scales; from 
the scales they were pushed towards the pasteurizing plant. The 
pasteurizers were simply great horizontal tanks, inside which 
tubular aluminium worms revolved, seeming to make their 
way across the tanks yet never emerging from them. The cream 
within the tanks was whipped into constant motion; the screws 
dipped in, came out white, dripping sleekly, sank in again. 
Overhead, cream ran down the cooling towers, which were like 
giant-size, corrugated wash-boards; and beyond, on another 
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level, the brown wooden churns, each one ten or twelve feet in 
depth and as much in height, turned with their distinctive 
roar. 

It seemed impossible that in the tumult anyone could work 
or think. But, calmly, white men and Africans went about their 
duties, ail of them clad alike in white overalls and gumboots. 
The factory-clerk worked in his glass and beaverboard cubicle, 
the tester walked down the rows of cans, taking his samples; 
the butter-maker looked through the glass panel in the revolv- 
ing doors of the churns, signalled for one of them to be halted, 
and the scrubbed, gleaming butter-carrier to be thrust into it 
Then, slowly, the churn revolved a few degrees, and the butter, 
which had been forced to the sides of the churn's inner walls, 
began to tip .md fall into the carrier. It fell in long, moist 
swathes, that looked almost like bolts of cloth. When the car- 
rier was full it was trundled across to the moulding machine, 
from which the butter was extruded in long rectangular loaves. 
Wire guillotines descended upon these loaves, cutting them into 
the shape of the one pound blocks, which were check-weighed, 
wrapped and packed into cardboard cartons by hand. The 
butter itself was not touched, each pound being placed into 
position between tiny \^ooden paddles which the African work- 
men seemed to use as deftly as their own fingertips. 

Had it not been for the war, the factory would have had an 
automatic wrapping and packing plant; to have one installed 
was one of Benjamin's immediate ambitions. As they walked 
about, occasionally he leaned over and shouted in his brother’s 
ear some fragment of explanation, a snatch of figures or a com- 
plaint about a particular machine. Much of the time the two of 
them were accompanied by the chief tester and butter-maker, 
Mr Pratlcy. Under his nose Pratley had a wide moustache; 
under his moustache a set of crooked, discoloured teeth, 
which he showed almost continually when he talked to his 
employers, and which he showed, too, though with an 
entirely different expression, when he spoke to the Africans 
under him. 

In his zeal to impress the visitor, Pratley could not help 
shouting snatches of his own complaints into Meyer Glick- 
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man’s ear. ‘No cooperation,' he shouted. ‘Cheek! Laziness! 
Do my best . . .’ Eventually, when he darted off on some errand, 
as he had been doing at intervals ever since he had joined them, 
Meyer turned to Benjamin and shouted, 'He seems to be getting 
worse, that fellow. You better watch him.’ 

‘I watch them all.’ 

Pratley returned, shouting. Benjamin caught only the last 
words of what he was trying to communicate - ‘Cold 
storage?’ 

Benjamin nodded, yes. they would go into the cold storage. 
Pratley waved his hands and shouted, and a door sunk into the 
wall on one side was swung open. It revealed, as if magically, 
a world of snow and ice - there was room after room down 
there, glistening with the thick columns of frost that clung 
around coils of pipes against the walls. The floors shone more 
darkly, where water had been splashed and had then frozen 
into sheets of ice. In the rooms the stock was kept, in cartons 
piled from floor to ceiling. One box had burst open, and the 
cubes of butter spilt out of it were as hard as blocks of wood. 
The men spent only a few minutes in the cold storage; but 
when they came out of it, the air of the chiffning-room felt to 
them like a great waft or breath of heat. 


8 

‘See that?’ Pratley hissed, pointing, his tone a mixture of alarm 
and vindication. 

‘What -?’ Benjamin exclaimed. A white workman and a 
black were grappling fiercely with one another. The sight was 
shocking in its violence and unexpectedness, amidst the pur- 
poseful uproar of the machinery. 

Then Benjamin saw that the men were merely playing at 
fighting, and that the others, who had turned from their work 
to w^tch, were smiling. He smiled also - but too late, for in 
that same instant the fight had become a real one. The black 
man was no longer giving ground; he held the white firmly in a 
grip around his waist, pinioning his arms to his side. The white 
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man heaved and lunged, and managed to get an arm free; he 
clenched his fist and struck hard at his opponent's neck. 

Benjamin had reached them. He was much shorter than 
each of them, but at the touch of his hand, the sound of his 
voice, they broke apart, with heaving chest, staring at one 
another. 

Verster, the white man, the assistant butter-maker, was the 
first to speak. ‘You can’t play with a kaffir, they don’t know 
what a game is,’ he muttered angrily. 

‘Baas Verster took me from behind,’ the African said. 

Benjamin was ashamed that the workmen should have been 
brawling in his brother's presence, and the sudden display of 
violence had roused his own blood. ‘Go on! Go on! Both of 
you, get on with '^nur work.’ 

They stood where they were, aggrieved and angry. Both of 
them were young, tall and powerfully built. The African, 
Jacobus, was a Basuto, and had the smooth brown skin of his 
tribe, and its characteristic boldness and delicacy of featuring, 
with lips that were defined by a faint ridge running all the way 
around them, and nostrils fiared back at the end of an almost 
aquiline nose. Verster's hair was blond and straight, his face 
was tanned, his eyes were a light, direct blue. He was Pratley’s 
chief tormentor, according to Pratley; for his own part Benja- 
min had often felt there was something insolent about Verster, 
particularly in his gaze, which seemed to linger on one even 
after he had looked away. It was with just such a glance that 
Verster turned away now, and clumped off in his rubber boots 
across the cement floor. He took only a few paces, however, 
before shouting at Jacobus, ‘I’ll catch you another time. And 
then you better look out ! ’ 

Benjamin beckoned him back with an outstretched finger. 
Verster came back slowly; Benjamin levelled his finger at him. 
‘You watch out,’ he said. ‘When I tell you to go back to work, 
you do what I say, you don’t stop in the middle to shout at 
others. You hear me?’ Verster stared forward. Benjamin left 
him staring; he turned to Jacobus and shouted, 'Hambal 
What the hell are you waiting for?’ Jacobus lowered his head 
and shuffled off hastily. 
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*You don’t tplk to me like that in front of a kaffir -* Vcrstcr 
broke out. 

‘I talk to you how I like. Go on, Verster. You were looking 
for trouble. So you got it. Now go back to your work.’ 

This time Verster turned his back squarely on his employer, 
and walked off without looking back. Benjamin watched him 
go, before rejoining Meyer. Having lost his own temper, he no 
longer felt ashamed or apologetic about the scene, and dis- 
missed Pratley almost cordially. 

‘One damn thing after another,’ Benjamin said, and Meyer 
heard the satisfaction in his voice. 

‘Wild animals/ Meyer said automatically, in Yiddish. The 
incident left his mind almost immediately. He had other things 
to think about. He was reluctant to let out of his grasp his 
share of the ownership of these buildings, these machines, these 
men, this noise and industry. Yet Benjamin was pressing him to 
sell, and they would have to come to a decision before he left 
Johannesburg. ‘Come,’ he said, ‘let's go to the house. We must 
talk.’ 
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Pratley was a man with many troubles. He suffered severely 
from dyspepsia; he couldn't meet his bills at the end of the 
month; his wife was many years older than he was; and his 
grown-up stepson frequently threatened to bugger him up. 
Furthermore, his relations with the other while workers in the 
factory were not good. Pratley was the only English-speaking 
white in the factory, the others being Afrikaners, and Pratley 
was convinced that they ganged up against him for racial 
rea.sons. They were all Nationalists, Pratley claimed, Nazis, 
Briton-haters, German -lovers. They hid his sandwich-box; 
they pinched his antacid tablets; they incited the black workers 
to give him ‘cheek’. 

Spasms of malice were Praticy’s only courage. He knew that 
it would be best for him to say nothing about what had hap- 
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pened earlier in the churning room; but he could not restrain 
himself. He, Verster and young van Niekerk, the clerk, were 
sitting in the little beaverboard cubicle, with its centrifuge and 
testing cups ranged neatly to one side. It was the noon break; 
the machines were idle, and the silence within the factory 
seemed almost uncanny. Each man had with him his vacuum- 
flask and skof tin; the African workers were having their 
lunch outside in the sun, on the loading platform. Pratley 
looked up from the mug he held in both hands and said, ‘You 
looked bloody funny, after the old man gave you hell. As if 
you'd seen a spook.’ 

There was no response. Verster went on drinking his tea and 
eating his sandwiches. Precisely because of his relief at Vers- 
ter’s silence, Pr:.t*<*v felt his courage come again: it pricked 
him, made him stir restlessly. He said, ‘Playing with kaflirs like 
that - what else do you expect?’ 

Unable to bear the danger of his own malice a moment 
longer he added placatingly, 'Still, he had no business to speak 
to you like that in front of a katfir. I heard him. Ves, I heard 
him,’ Pratley repeated with satisfaction, striking out once 
more, in spite of himself. 

Still Verster made no reply. He sat heavily on his little 
wooden chair; the sleeves of his boilersuit were rolled up, and 
his bare, blond>haired arms rested on the table. Only when 
Pratley began unwrapping his packet of sandwiches did Verster 
turn to him and enquire mildly, ‘You hungry?’ There was a 
glint of light off his cheekbones, under his pale blue eyes; but 
his face was expressionless. 

Pratley was startled by the other’s friendliness. 

‘Yes, I am hungry. Why not?’ 

‘You shouldn't be hungry.’ 

Pratley laughed nervously, waiting for the blow which he 
knew to be coming. Van Niekerk, who was tall, sallow and 
slightly pimpled, and a great admirer of Verster, laughed too. 
Verster had gone back to his food and was chewing silently. 

Pratley had no strength. He could not keep silent, though he 
knew that his question would do him no good. ‘Why shouldn’t 
I be hungry? I’ve done a hard morning’s work.’ 
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‘You call that work? Sticking your tongue up the old man*s 
arse? A whole morning you eat his shit - and then you settle 
down to your lunch!’ Verster turned to van Niekerk who was 
shaking with silent laughter and applause. ’There’s an appetite 
for you I ’ 

‘That’s no way to talk!’ Pratley had half-risen from his 
chair; he showed his teeth and shook his fist at Verster. But the 
gesture was frantic, flapping, without force. ‘That's how he 
always talks to me,' Pratley complained to van Niekerk, as 
though he were a sympathetic stranger who had never wit- 
nessed such a scene before. ‘What kind of way is that to 
talk?’ 

‘The right way,’ van Niekerk said boldly, looking for support 
from Verster. 

But Verster did not see the appeal. He had picked up a news- 
paper and was glancing at its headlines, and van Niekerk, who 
was not really a hard-hearted youth, regretted what he had 
said. ‘Sit down, man,’ he said. ‘It's not the right way to talk' to 
anyone. But you asked for it. You shouldn't have worried old 
Piet like that.’ 

Van Niekerk spoke earnestly. He always enjoyed playing the 
role of peacemaker. And Pratley, once the immediate crisis 
was over, was an easy man to make peace with. His fears so 
far outran his humiliations that he invariably felt he had 
escaped lightly, no matter what had happened to him. He sat 
down, lowered his head, and peevishly opened a sandwich to 
see what was inside it. 

‘Cheese!’ he exclaimed. ‘That's my wife for you. I’ve told her 
a thousand times my stomach can’t take cheese.’ 

‘Only shit.’ 

Pratley pretended he had not heard, and the men finished 
their meal in silence. A bell rang. One o’clcKk. Wearily, a little 
stiffly, they rose to go back to work. Verster folded the paper 
and put it on a shelf above the table, ‘ft’s a funny thing,' he 
said. ‘If Hitler had won that war, that old Jew-boy would have 
been finished. He’d have been cleaning my shoes. Eating my 
shit.’ He threw back his head and laughed soundlessly. His 
cheekbones seemed to rise towards his eyes, concealing them. 
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‘Well, it’s a big world. There’s room for all of us, isn’t there?* 
Firmly, contemptuously, earning another laugh from van Nie- 
kerk, he pushed Pratley out of his way. ‘You see what I mean? 
Plenty of room.’ 


10 

When he came in Meyer looked around the living-room, and 
saw with satisfaction that there were no changes: the Chester- 
held suite, the biscuit-coloured carpet, the knick-knacks on the 
mantelpiece above the empty, tiled fireplace, the disregarded 
pictures of vagu-, veld-scenes on the walls, were all as they had 
been before. Meyer .sank into an arm-chair, and remained 
there, his walking-stick by his side, while a cup of tea was 
brought to him. He drank it eagerly, holding the cup away 
from the saucer. Only when the cup had been taken away from 
him. did he begin to talk about the business that had brought 
him to Johannesburg. There was a building here in Johannes- 
burg - a block of shops and offices - that a ‘certain party’ was 
stuck with; his builders had gone bankrupt in the middle of the 
job, and as a result of the delay he wasn't getting in the rent 
that he’d by now planned to be drawing. But he needed the rent 
in order to pay off a short-term loan he'd taken out to finance 
the building, in addition to the bond that he'd got from an in- 
surance company. So his proposition was that Meyer should 
come in and save the situation by becoming his partner. But 
Meyer’s proposition w'as that the other fellow should get out 
altogether, if the insurance company was agreeable. Who 
needed him for a partner? 

Benjamin stirred restlessly, as if Meyer’s remark were a tact- 
less one. But Meyer seemed to notice neither Benjamin's res- 
tiveness nor the possible tactlessness of what he had said. That 
was the one reason why he had come up, Meyer went on 
vigorously, but of course, as Benjamin knew, theie was another 
reason as well. Then he fell silent unexpectedly, with a gesture 
of one plump, freckled hand. It was Benjamin’s turn to talk. 
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Later the room was full of cigarette smoke from Meyer’s 
Turkish cigarettes. Benjamin was standing impatiently at the 
window, Meyer was still sitting placidly in his chair. So many 
of their conversations had resulted in this same impatience and 
irritation on Benjamin's side, and on Meyer's a more obscure 
but re.sentful calm. 

Finally, from the window, Benjamin lunged out, ‘So - if you 
don't want to sell, will you buy from me?’ 

The idea had occurred to him before only as a fantasy, not 
to be spoken of. Yet it was the very risk, the attraction of his 
own fear, that made him go on, above an interruption from 
Meyer, ‘Yes, I mean it. Let me go, if you don't want to go. I 
can find something else to do. I'm not afraid of starting again. 
Do you think I couldn't start again?' He struck one clenched 
fist against the open palm of his other hand. ‘No wonder we 
die!' he exclaimed. ‘From exhaustion alone we would die, 
without the wars, or the germs, or the motor cars in the 
street.’ 

‘Benny, please,’ his wife said. She had been sitting on the 
couch, throughout the conversation, and had hardly spoken 
before. Yet both men had been glad to have her there. They 
were afraid of what they might have said to one another had 
she not been present, 

Meyer turned to her. ‘And you too, want me to go?’ 

She shook her head, dismissing the question. ‘I must want 
what Benjamin wants.’ 

‘For oncel’ Benjamin said bitterly, turning his back to the 
room. 

Meyer ignored the remark; it was none of his business. ‘I 
came in,’ he said to Benjamin, ‘when your bank manager 
looked sideways at you if you wrote out a cheque for ten 
pounds. You remember that? I helped you, we became part- 
ners. Can you say that I’ve been a bad partner? Did I question 
your drawings, did I interfere with the way you ran things? 
Didn’t I put up my own private guarantee for the business, 
that’s lying there in the bank to this day? What would you do 
tomorrow if I withdrew the guarantee? What would the bank 
say to that?* 
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Thcrc’d be no need for you to do it That guarantee's never 
been called on, has it?* 

‘But why should I leave it there?* 

To help me.’ 

‘When you send me away, I must still help you? Why?’ 

Benjamin leaned towards the window, closer to his own re- 
flection. ‘Because you’re richer than I am/ he said, his voice 
hoarse with resentment. "Because you’re my brother.’ 

‘I see. You can be business-like with me, but I must be senti- 
mental with you?’ 

‘There’s nothing sentimental about my offer. Twelve years 
ago you came into the business, and you’ve drawn dividends 
ever since that first terrible year. And now I'm offering you five 
times what y'^>u I.;cuj?ht in. It’s a fair price. If we put the 
business on the market you couldn’t get any better for your 
share.’ 

‘Perhaps that is what we should do,’ Meyer said, looking up 
to see the effect of his words. 

Benjamin nodded, several times, swallowing with each nod. 
‘I’ve said I’m not frightened. You’re a big man in Cape Town 
with your business and your buildings and your propositions 
here and your propositions there, and - as well - you have your 
brother under your thumb. Fine, fine for you! But not so fine 
for me. So let's finish it off. I've had enough.' 

‘Ach,’ Meyer said. ‘Why do you talk like this? What’s got in- 
to you, all of a sudden? For twelve years we’ve been manag- 
ing; and suddenly you're burning, you're insulting me, looking 
for a fight, offering to sell up. Why? What has changed so 
much?’ 

Benjamin answered simply, ‘Joel has come back.’ 

‘And does he want to come into the bu.siness?’ 

‘1 want him to be able to.’ 

‘I'm pieventing that?’ 

‘No, you’re not preventing it,’ Benjamin said impatiently. 
‘But I want the business to be attractive to him. I want it to be 
without complications, for him to take if he w 'ts. I want to 
be able to show him something and say, “Here it is, if you want 
to come into it you can.” I’ve got nothing else.’ 
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Then Sarah said : * And if he doesn’t want it - and I’m sure 
he won’t - then all the more, just for that reason, you want 
what you've got to look as big as possible, to be as impressive 
as you can make it. For the sake of your own pride.’ 

*So? Is there anything criminal in that? Must T be ashamed 
of what I’ve done? My father didn't have factories to offer 
when I was Joel’s age. Or any other time. Joel can do what he 
likes. But let him have respect for the work I've done, the place 
I’ve made.’ 

‘Have you spoke to Joel yet?' Meyer asked. 

‘No. There’s lots of time. He .still doesn't know where he is.’ 

Rachel came into the room as her mother said these words. 
She was followed by Adela Klein, a friend of hers, who had 
come to help her make arrangements for the party that evening. 
There's no time at all/ Rachel said. ‘We're late already.' She 
crossed the room and kissed her uncle on the cheek. ‘Hullo, 
Uncle Meyer, how are you?’ 

‘Mustn't grumble, you know.’ 

Standing at the side of his chair, Rachel said, ‘Adela, this is 
my Uncle Meyer.’ 

Meyer nodded amiably. But Benjamin’s^^mile from the win- 
dow was so much a grimace that Adela said, ‘Rachel^ we can 
do one^of the other rooms.’ 

‘No, this one,’ Rachel insisted. She was used to getting her 
own way. 

Adela smiled apologetically, with an embarrassed duck of 
her head. Her features were too large, her fair hair was too 
long, her legs were too plump, her stockinged legs clung to- 
gether too closely under a too-tight skirt. But to the older 
people the soft crowdedness of her flesh was attractive, a mark 
of youth and good health. 

‘You know,’ Benjamin said, explaining her to Meyer, ‘Ezreal 
Klein, of Kosiwear.’ 

‘Ah.’ Meyer was satisfied with the explanation. ‘Like her 
mother,’ he added, with another look at the smiling, awkward 
girl.’ 

‘Come,* Benjamin said, ‘we can go and sit outside. I know 
Rachel won't give us any peace until we do.* 
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That’s my old Dad I ’ 

Benjamin was both proud and ashamed that his daughter 
should speak so disrespectfully to him. Heavily, Meyer got to 
his feet. ‘You give us no choice. We must make way for the 
youngsters.’ 

‘It's the law of life,’ Rachel agreed cheerfully. 

The two brothers went on to the stoep of the house, Sarah 
went into the kitchen. Benjamin and Meyer did not continue 
speaking about the subject they had been busy with before; 
instead, they talked of Ezreal Klein and other common ac- 
quaintances, of business in general, of what was happening in 
Palestine. Then they listened to the news and the stock ex- 
change prices on the little radio Benjamin brought from his 
bedroom. Betwee*. the two of them there was often hostility; 
but there was never any sense of distance. 


11 

All the way from the main road to the mine-dump and the 
grove of bluegum trees at the bottom of the street, there were 
identical single-storied, detached little houses, each with its 
stoep and garden in front, its iron roof above, and a narrow 
passageway on both sides leading to the back yard. Even in 
the half-light, when Pamela came home from work, the street 
looked shabby: there were too many children and animaW 
about, too much dust in the air, too few flowers and trees in 
the gardens. On one corner light blazed out of the door of a 
Greek shop which Pamela entered to buy a loaf of bread. It 
was a cheerless, cement -floored place, smelling of apples, man- 
goes, and the sweet drip of a cool drink machine; the one bulb 
overhead was without a shade, and in its glare the elderly, 
white-haired man behind the counter looked almost like a 
cadaver, with the shadow of his brow lying heavily on his 
cheeks, his cye-swkets quite without light. But f 's lips moved 
in a smile when he saw Pamela, and he leaned over the counter 
to greet her, looking above the round black head and little 
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clenched fist of a piccanin who, on Pamela's side of the coun- 
ter, was straining upwards on the toes of his bare feet. 

‘So, Pamela,’ the shopkeeper said, ‘another day finished for 
you?’ 

*Thank goodness for that. A small wholemeal, please, Mr 
Stavros.’ 

Mr Stavros bent slowly, and brought out of a bin a loaf of 
bread. He wrapped it in a piece of newspaper from a pile of 
ready-torn sheets on the counter. He was reluctant to let 
Pamela go, and held on to the loaf of bread instead of handing 
it to her. ‘How's your mother?' he asked. 

‘Same us usual, you know.’ 

'I feel sorry for your mother,’ Mr Stavros said, without tact 
but with great feeling. ‘I know what it’s like when your health 
starts to go. Doctors, pills, pains, one thing after another. But 
at least she hasn't got a business to look after.’ 

‘Perhaps she’d be better off if she did have one. It would take 
her mind off things a little,’ Pamela said wistfully. 

‘You mean she’s alone too much? Too much time to think? 
That can also be a bad thing It’s the one bad thing I’ve never 
suffered from.’ Mr Stavros smiled at his own self-pity, and 
Pamela stretched out her hand and took the bread from him. 

‘I must go,’ she said, ‘Besides, you’ve got another customer.* 

‘That rubbish?’ Mr Stavros looked at the piccanin. ‘Penny- 
lines, penny-lines, how can I make a living out of penny-lines?’ 

‘Joybar,’ the piccanin said, jumping up in an attempt to meet 
Mr Stavros’s eye. 

‘See, joybars, two for a penny. How can T make a living?’ 

‘One joybar, baas. Please baas, only one.' A halfpenny rolled 
across the counter, and Mr Stavros slapped it down angrily, as 
though it were an insect. 

‘You see what I mean ! ’ he exclaimed. 

Pamela fumbled in her purse and produced another half- 
penny. ‘Make it two joybars, Mr Stavros.’ 

Ittc piccanin did not understand why he was given two joy- 
bars instead of the one he had asked for. He just clutched at 
them both with a dirty hand, looked from Pamela to Mr Stav- 
ros, and fled out of the shop. 
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‘Not even a thank you,’ Mr Stavros grumbled as Pamela left 
the shop. 

With the loaf of bread tucked under her arm she went on 
down the street. She did not have far to go. Soon she turned 
through a metal gate, and walked up the little path to the 
stoep, where a light burned to welcome her. She opened the 
door and stepped into a narrow hall; through an arch, the hall 
led directly into the living-room. The furniture of the room was 
cheap, pale and so heavily varnished that the grain of the 
wood seemed to lie well beneath each surface, as if under a 
depth of water. On the large radio cabinet there was a group 
of leather-framed pictures: a w'edding photo of Mr and Mrs 
Curtis; one of Pamela as a baby; and one of her as a girl of 
thirteen, her head In profile and her chin tucked shyly into her 
thin shoulder. The only other decoration in the room was a 
frieze of sailing ships and seagulls, coloured in the lurid reds 
and blues of the 'twenties, running right round the walls, where 
the beige wallpaper gave way to whitewashed plaster. Net cur- 
tains hung across the window; and a cloth lightshade, frilled 
and flounced like a petticoat, was suspended from the middle 
of the ceiling. 

Mrs Curtis had been sitting in the armchair next to the 
radio; she got up to greet Pamela, but did not turn down the 
volume of noise coming from the machine. Pamela kissed her 
on the cheek, lightly, dutifully. The two women were of a 
height; in comparison with her mother's faded complexion 
Pamela's was so full of colour that she might almost have be'^n 
blushing, under her thick dark hair. Their voices were alike, the 
mother's a little higher and sweeter than her daughter's. Mrs 
Curtis wore no make-up at all; on her upper lip were a num- 
ber of small, deep lines which came together when she was not 
speaking, and which gave her face an expression of fatigue and 
discontent. 

‘Is Miss Baker back?’ Pamela asked. Miss Baker was a spins- 
ter schoolteacher, their lodger. 

‘She's been back and she’s gone out again. Th 3’s something 
on at the school tonight, for the parents.’ 

‘She must be cross about that.’ 
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‘I didn^t ask her.* 

Pamela crossed the room to the radio and turned it down, 
then she went into the kitchen and put the loaf of bread on the 
table there. A slatternly African girl stood over the stove, 
waiting for a pot to boil. 

‘What’s for supper, Maggie?* 

‘Only eggs, madam.’ 

‘Well, I’ve brought the bread.* 

‘Yes, madam.* 

Pamela and her mother ate their meal of boiled eggs and 
brown bread and butter in the kitchen They look their cotfee 
with them into the living-room. While they were drinking it 
Mrs Curtis said, ‘I've made up my mind what we should do 
tonight.' For the first time since Pamela had come in her man- 
ner was really animated. ‘They're showing a good film at the 
Gaiety; I looked it up in the paper.’ She smiled at Pamela, 
guilelessly. ‘I haven’t been out all day.’ 

‘Mom 

‘I know you’re tired now, but you have a little rest, and then 
we’ll go. You’ll be glad when we're there. I thought of it as 
soon as I saw what was showing: I said, **Wcll, Pammie and 
me will make the effort tonight.” ’ 

‘Moip, I can't, you know that. I’m going out to the 
Glickman’s party tonight. It's all arranged, I told you about 
it.’ 

The brightness and expectancy faced from Mrs Curtis's face, 
the lines about her lips deepened as they diew together. 
‘Pamela, is it tonight you’re going there?’ 

‘Of course it’s tonight. I told you it was.’ 

‘I thought it was tomorrow, Pamela.’ 

Had she really? It was difficult for Pamela to believe. This 
was not the first time that Mrs Curtis had planned an outing 
for the two of them on an evening when Pamela had already 
arranged to go out. 

‘Oh, mom,’ Pamela said, going over to her mother. She went 
dowh on her knees and put her head on Mrs Curtis’s lap. ‘We’ll 
go out tomorrow night. The same film will be showing. I pro- 
mise you.’ She closed her eyes; in an instant she seemed to doze 
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off. The darkness was barred with faint stripes of silver, com- 
forting in their meaninglessness. She was curiously aware of 
her own cheekbones, under her closed eyelids; their weight, 
their insensience, the way they seemed to be thrust forward, 
pushing through the skin. She yawned widely, and her yawn 
woke her up, with streaming eyes, to the light of the room, and 
her uncomfortable position on the floor. ‘1 must go and 
change,’ she said; but she remained where she was, feeling too 
lazy to get up. 

When she went to her room, Mrs Curtis moved to the chair 
next to the radio. vShe could sit there for hours, listening to 
anything - talks, music of all kinds, plays, documentary pro- 
grammes. Pamela heard the noise of the radio in her room. It 
followed her then* like a reproach. She was conscious of it in 
the excitement of dressing, in the curiosity with which she 
thought of spending the evening in her employer’s house. She 
knew that no one else from the otlice had been invited to the 
party, and was flattered at having been singled out especially. 
Drawing on her stockings, brushing her hair, putting lipstick on 
her mouth, she wished vaguely that she was taller and less shy; 
that she had more of a natural wave in her hair; that Miss 
Baker hadn't gone out and could have kept her mother com- 
pany; that her father was still alive. 

His photograph was on her dressing-table, but Pamela sel- 
dom really looked at it: the da\s when she had indulged her- 
self by kissing it and speaking to it, or by imagining it speaking 
to her, were long since over. Now she thought of her father for 
the most part as nothing but an absence: as the reason why the 
emptiness and loneliness of her mother's lite rested so heavily 
upon herself. 
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Jacobus sat squashed in his desk, a battered copy of one of the 
Beacon Readers in his hand, and stared at the picture of Rover 
the Dog. There was one unshaded light in the room, and the 
blackboard was pitted with holes; the corrugated iron walls 
were decorated with dance-band announcements. Wayside pul- 
pit posters, and a few political slogans. The thin, energetic 
Jewish girl who was taking the class wrote on the board, ‘See 
me, mother. 1 can see you,’ and elocuted the words with great 
care. Jacobus painfully transcribed them into his tickey exer- 
cise book. The class was all male, and every round black head 
was lowered to its work - but for one which wore an inane 
dagga-smoker's smile directed at the ceiling of buckled plaster- 
board, and another which was slumped forward in heavy sleep. 
There was the unmistakable rich smell of sweat in the room, 
and, more faintly, the smell of the mealies that some members 
of the class had eaten on their way to the ’<>chool. The girl lit a 
cigarette and wrote, ‘I see Rover. Rover sees me.* 

Their, next door, the Merry Blackbirds struck up; they were 
rehearsing for the ‘All-Star Jitterbug Nite\ about which Jaco- 
bus and the others had been given leaflets as they came in for 
class. There was a saxophonist, a pianist, a drummer and a 
guitarist. The iron walls magnified the noise intolerably. Each 
chord seemed to crash down and then vibrate lingeringly. ‘Oh 
God, those people!’ the girl exclaimed, and went outside to 
plead with them to be silent. There she was joined by three 
other teachers of the three other classes, Bertie Preiss among 
them. 

The leader of the Merry Blackbirds, a plump, very black, 
almost parsonical gentleman, treated them with a ceremonious, 
contemptuous politeness. ‘I have reserved this room for my 
own purposes,’ he explained, making a gesture of regret with 
one hand and bringing his cigarette to his lips with the other. 
Smoke seemed to envelop him for a moment; he emerged 
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from it, talking strongly - ‘If my purposes and your purposes 
are at cross-purposes, 1 regret it very much, but I can't help 
you.’ The teachers retired and consulted together. The leader of 
the Merry Blackbirds called out to them, ‘Silent reading is pos- 
sible. But silent playing . . .’ He shook his head at his own joke, 
then roared suddenly at it. The other members of his band 
nursed thcii instruments apprehensively, having greater respect 
than their leader for the complaining whites. But the leader 
knew that his position was a strong one. There were only four 
of these whites among a sea of Africans, within and around the 
Bantu Athletic Grounds; and in any case these whites were 
liberals, radicals, leftists, sentimentalists of some kind - or they 
wouldn't have been there at all - and thus easy to bully. 

Eventually, rra'^nanimously, the leader of the Merry Black- 
birds removed his band to the veranda of the pavilion, where 
the night school was held, and the classes were able to continue 
for the few minutes that remained. The teachers left together, 
in the car owned by the girl who taught .lacobus. Though none 
of the four in the car was able to admit it. they all felt anxious, 
when they emerged from the safety of the class-rooms into the 
dark, wide haphazard confusion of the Athletic Grounds and 
the waste spaces of sand around it, where, every evening, many 
hundreds of workers from the factories and ‘bachelor hostels’ 
nearby, having nt>thing else to do, gathered to mill about in a 
cloud of noise and dust. 

Jacobus spent a few minutes wandering around the area that 
his teachers had crossed so anxiously in their car. He bought 
some food at a stall; he listened to a pedlar selling various 
kinds of muti and patent medicines, and to a hoarse-voiced 
religious enthusiast who called on him to join the forthcoming 
march of all true black C hristians to Abyssinia; he bought a 
drink from a runner of illicit booze. He knew he had to be 
watchful all the time: there were bands of thugs who battled 
for the control of the area; there were or skokiaan- 

crazed individuals who v\erc always ready to start a fight; there 
were the armed police raids that took place without warning, 
when .scores of men were dragged away each time for not 
having their papers in order. But the fiares of light from the 
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stalls, the urgent voices he heard, the blasts of music from the 
pavilion, the trampled sand underfoot, the random encounters 
with bodies as cheaply dressed as his own, the distant view of 
the neon signs on the tall buildings away to the north - Jacobus 
was still new enough to the city to hunger for it all, to wonder 
at it, to feel himself enriched by it. 

Then he ran to the centre of town, and caught one of the 
‘non-white’ trams to Observatory. He too had to be at the 
Glickmans for the party that evening. When Benjamin had 
brought him from the factory to do some work in the garden, 
earlier in the week, he had heard about the party from Annie, 
and had offered to help her in the kitchen. She had agreed 
with an alacrity that Jacobus, whose wife and children were in 
distant Basutoland, flattered himself was not just due to her 
conviction that the houseboy was lazy and incompetent 
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In the living-room the chairs and tables were already pushed 
aside to make space for dancing; in the dining-room a table 
was laden with chicken and slices of cold beef, with salads, 
rolls, pickles, and bowls of fruit salad; the sideboard was 
burdened with bottles of beer, wine and soft drinks. But the 
family ate hurriedly, in the breakfast room, off scraps. ‘ColdP 
Benjamin complained, stirring the food on his plate. ‘And 
nobody sitting down. Sit down, we can't eat like wild 
animals.’ 

Meyer Glickman, who was already seated, ate steadily; 
Sarah and David sat down; Rachel said she couldn’t eat a 
thing; Joel stood against the wall with a plate in his hand, as 
though the party had already begun. ‘Sitl’ Benjamin com- 
manded him. 

‘Jake it easy, dad.* 

Sarah said to him, ‘You’re more excited than anyone else.* 
‘Excited? Me? Is the King of England coming tonight? 
General Smuts? You think all 1 have to worry about is a chil- 
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dren’s party?’ But it was true that he was shy of his children’s 
friends, and that he was unable to admit his shyness, even to 
himself. So in response to Sarah's remark he insulted her about 
the dress she had chosen to wear and the inadequacy of the 
arrangements she had made. Rachel cried, and then Benjamin 
felt penitent; though not towards his wife. 

By the time the party began he was in a more cheerful mood, 
partly because he, Joel and Meyer had had a couple of whiskies 
apiece beforehand. Benjamin and Sarah welcomed the young 
guests formally, and these guests, who were not nearly as easy 
in their manners as they appeared to be to Benjamin, shook 
hands and then went into the next room. There were some 
friends and relatives of the parents too, who came; and the 
party split immcvl' into two groups. The old people sat to- 
gether in the breakfast room, and the younger guests filled 
the front of the house, dancing in the living-room and on the 
stocp, and eating in the dining-room. The two house servants 
were in attendance, and so was Jacobus, who had arrived in 
good time; all three of them were dressed in starched whites, 
and they were kept busy passing around the trays of drink and 
food. Not much hard liquor had been provided for the young 
people, but several of them managed to get satisfactorily drunk 
on beer or wine. The girls, generally, stuck to orange squash or 
Coca Cola. 

IZmboldened by the beer he had drunk, Bertie Preiss danced 
with Rachel; he drew her as close to him as he dared to, feel- 
ing the warmth of her body against his. Under his fingers was 
the stiffness of the row of hidden hooks that held her dress to- 
gether. He felt he had never before touched anything that 
hinted at so much. He stared solemnly at her, with immense 
meaning. Rachel was embarra.ssed by his stare, yet moved by 
it, too; she was in a mood to be easily moved that evening, and 
the sight of Joel in his uniform (he was wearing it at her insist- 
ence) had already once brought tears to her eyes. But after 
dancing with him for some minutes, she told Bertie that she 
had to leave him; she had so much to look afte she said, be- 
ing the hostess. 

‘i'll wait for you.’ 


81 



*You might have to wait for a long time. Dance with some- 
one else.* 

‘I don't want to dance with anyone else.* 

‘But I do.’ 

The words were out of her mouth before she knew what she 
was saying. Immediately, she felt she had been cruel, and was 
ashamed of herself; she caught at his arm as he turned away. 
‘Bertie, I just meant that 1 have to dance with lots of people, 
just as I have to serve them with drinks and food and every- 
thing.’ 

He stood with his head turned to one side, his hands on his 
hip. Seeing how hurt he was, Rachel felt her power, within her 
guilt. She wanted to say, ‘1*11 dance with you later, as soon as 1 
can,* but because she had the power to say them, the words did 
not come out. She said merely, ‘Bertie, don*t look like that.* 

‘I can't help the way I look.* 

Rachel laughed, 'None of us can.* 

‘No.’ 

He walked away; Rachel watched him go, before running 
through into the kitchen to see how things were going there. 
Her taffeta dress was stiff around her, girdlhig her, making her 
feel impregnable. 

In the next room Adela Klein came forward eagerly, as .soon 
as Bertie entered it; she met him just a pace or two from the 
door. ‘Bertie, how are you?* she asked in a rush, smiling, lean- 
ing towards him. 

‘Hullo, Adela,* Bertie answered sombrely. 

The smile left Adela's lips and was replaced by an expression 
of concern; her body slowly straightened. ‘It's terrible, isn't it?’ 
she said in a tone as doleful as his own. 

‘What?’ Preiss asked, surprised. 

The way Smuts answered the NRC ultimatum He really 
doesn’t believe the Africans are human at alll And he's the 
great liberal world statesman t ’ 

‘Yes,* Preiss agreed, still much surprised, but flattered that 
his political interests should be so well known to this girl, 
whom he had spoken to only a few times before. ‘He's a kind 
of walking embodiment of the bankruptcy of liberalism.* 
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He was momentarily anxious lest his phrase should seem as 
high-falutin to the girl as it had sounded in his own ears. But 
she shook her head in delight at what he had said, so that her 
hair flew about her cheeks. ‘Exactly!’ she said. ‘That describes 
it perfectly.' And she waited for him to ask her to dance. 

When Rachel came back into the hall, she saw, among some 
guests she had already greeted, a girl whom she did not recog- 
nize. The girl was standing by herself, with her coat on; she 
obviously had just come in and did not know what to do. Then 
Rachel recognized her as Pamela Curtis. Remembering what 
her father had said, Rachel welcomed her with a special effu- 
siveness, and took her into one of the bedrooms to put her coat 
down. Pamela was wearing a white sleeveless cotton dress, 
with a patterii of violot irises j.rinted over it. Her lipstick was 
dark, to go with the dress. When they came out of the bedroom 
Rachel brought her a cool drink, and stood talking busily to 
her in the middle of the room. Pamela, flushing slightly, wore 
an uncertain smile and crumpled her handkerchief between her 
fingers. *I must go and say hullo to your father and mother,* 
she said; but Rachel did not respond, being reluctant to take 
Pamela, one of the very few Gentiles at the party, into the 
breakfast room, where so many Yiddish-speaking, sharp-eyed, 
cigarette-smoking elderly and middle-aged Jews were gathered. 
Yet Rachel made no effort to introduce Pamela to any of the 
other guests either : resenting having to save Pamela from one 
discomfort, she was forcing another upon her. 

Eventually, when Joel passed by, Rachel called him. ‘Joel, 
come here, come and meet Pamela.’ 

‘We have met,' Joel said, as he came up. ‘We met at the office 
the other day. How are you?’ 

‘E'ine,' Pamela said. 

‘Have you just come?’ 

‘About five minutes ago.’ 

‘Arc you having a nice time?' 

‘Very,’ Pamela said eagerly. This was so plainly not true that 
Joel felt sorry for her. 

‘From now on you're going to have an even nicer time. Come 
and meet some people. Come and dance.’ 
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Gratefully, Pamela smiled at Joel, and they went together into 
the living-room, the most crowded of the rooms. Several 
couples in it were jiving industriously, to the loud music of the 
gramophone, a few others were dancing conventionally, and 
others again were merely watching. As they went in Pamela 
glanced sideways at Joel: she saw him as a swarthy, thickset 
young man, with features too heavy and eyes too small to be 
handsome. But his eyes were clear and gentle, and his face 
expressed frankly what he was feeling - which at the moment 
was shyness mixed with anxiety to be a good host. His hair was 
close-cropped, straight and black; he had had it cut just the day 
before, and a distinct, pale line ran along his temple, above his 
car, and down the side of his neck, where the hair that had been 
cut off had protected his skin from the sun. The nakedness of 
this line made him look like a schooiboy;;^ and the bulk and 
clumsiness of his uniform added nothing to his age. He looked 
even younger than she did, Pamela felt. 

‘I can’t do that kind of stuff,’ Joel said pointing at the jiving 
couples, and looking doubtfully at her. 

Pamela confidently stretched out her arms towards him. ‘Nor 
can I. It doesn't matter.’ 

‘No,’ he said, ‘it doesn’t matter,’ and they laughed in sur- 
prise at their agreement, as though a great difficulty between 
them had been removed. While they foxtrotted sedately around 
the room, they made conversation about the weather and her 
work; when they were silent her tongue came out and moist- 
ened her lower lip with a quick, nervous gesture. Each time, 
her lip gleamed again. With a gentle pressure, Joel tried to 
bring her body clo.ser to his. He did not know whether or not 
she tioticed what he was trying to do; she did not respond to 
it, anyway, and held herself upright, away from him. She 
looked about her at the other couples, and Joel said, ‘Who do 
you want to meet? I’ll introduce you to everyone, if you like.* 
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•No - Fm sorry she laughed, catching her breath, apolo- 
gizing for not giving him all her attention. 

‘Oh yes!’ Joel insisted, partly for the sake of amusing him- 
self, partly to punish her for not dancing more closely to him. 
When the record ended, he announced loudly, before the next 
one could drop, ‘Pay attention everyone. I want you to meet 
Miss Pamela Curtis. There she is,’ he cried, retreating from 
Pamela and pointing to her; she stood alone in the middle of 
the room, shrinking, bowing her head, laughing with embar- 
rassment. ‘Pamela Curtis!’ He shouted the name out, like a 
showman introducing a vaudeville turn, and the others in the 
room responded by clapping and smiling, though they won- 
dered what had orovoked him to tease the girl in this way. He 
did not know himself. He went back to her, when the music 
came on again, and took her in his arms to begin dancing. 
They danced only a paces when he saw that there were tears 
in her eyes, brought on by her embarrassment and confusion. 

‘Fm sorry,’ he said. ‘That was a stupid thing to do.’ 

‘Yes,’ she replied, more calmly than he had expected. ‘It 
was.’ 

Joel had no reply to make. But when he tried to draw her 
closer to him, her body responded this time to the pressure. The 
strangeness of what they were doing occurred to Joel, as though 
he had never danced with anyone before in his life: that they 
should be moving, her soft breast against his, her legs against 
his, two fully-clothed conversing .strangers. He looked down at 
her, and saw with a tenderness that surprised him, how her 
lips curved, and how the fullness of her cheeks overhung them 
slightly. 

‘Don’t look so serious,’ Pamela said, breaking into his 
thoughts. 

‘Why not?’ Joel asked, a little taken aback. ‘Why shouldn’t 
1 look serious? 1 was thinking of you,’ he said, letting the half- 
truth go. 

‘Am I such a .serious matter?’ 

‘You’re going to be, for somebody.* 

Her eyes shone with pleasure at his answer. ‘So will you.’ 

They had stopped dancing abruptly. Joel felt himself forced 
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to the brink of a declaration it was absurd for him to make, so 
soon, out of nothing. *But not for each other?' he asked, 
stumbling slightly over the words. 

She shook her head lightly. ‘No, not for each other.’ 

It was the answer he had wanted her to make: any other 
would have been impossible. But now it had been made he 
wanted to deny it. ‘You think there's anyone here 1 could 
become involved with? Well, you're wrong.' Joel looked 
around the room, filled with Rachel's friends; embryo doctors 
and fledgling lawyers and their future wives. ‘You know what 
all these girls think about all the time?' he said maliciously. 
‘Just one thing - their own sex. Every one of them carries it 
about with her like a full glass of water -' he cupped his 
hands, curving his shoulders inwards - 'trying not to spill a 
drop, not one single drop, it's so precious, such a treasure 
they're guarding.' 

The moment he had finished it struck him that the self- 
conscious, self-admiring, carefully protected sexuality he had 
spoken of was a.ssociated in his mind with the fact that all the 
girls in the rooms were Jewish. And it sceqjpd to him disloyal, 
unchivalrous, to have described them like that to the only non- 
Jewish girl in the room. ‘I must find you another partner,’ he 
said suddenly. ‘You must be getting bored with me.’ 

Pamela frowned at his tone, puzzled to know why he had 
changed it so roughly. They both felt he had said too much or 
too little to her. They went on dancing, but the amity between 
them was broken; now they were simply strangers, their closc- 
ne.ss to each other was a mere physical constriction. Joel caught 
sight of a man standing alone whom he knew better than some 
of the others in the room, and steered Pamela in his direction. 
‘Pamela - Michael,' he said quickly, and asked them both if 
they wanted anything to drink; then retreated, leaving the two 
of them together. They were in a group with two or three 
others when he returned, carrying a glass of beer and an orange 
squash. The man, Ginsberg, a former bomber pilot, and at 
present a first-year medical student, was big, plump, heavily 
moustached, and suspicious of Joel's reasons for having intro- 
duced him off-handedly to the girl. He accepted the glass from 

86 



Joel with a murmur of thanks, as Pamela did; he went on 
speaking, to the others in the group rather than to Pamela or 
Joel, about his ‘Zoo paper’ and his ‘Bot paper’. Joel didn't 
know what he was talking about until a sinuous girl with long 
brown hair curling and cascading down to her bare shoulders, 
leaned forward and said, ‘Please, please, please don’t talk to 
me about exams.' But a moment later she asked Pamela ‘How 
did yours go?’ 

Pamela was put out by the question. ‘I didn’t have exams,* 
she said awkwardly. 

‘Lucky girl! Lucky girl!’ the others in the group said. But 
the girl with the long hair sensed that Pamela did not feel 
herself to be so lucky in her reply. She asked, with a twist of 
her neck that swung hti locket into the exposed hollow between 
her little, silk-swathed breasts, ‘Aren’t you at Wits? What do 
you do?’ 

‘I type. That's all,’ Pamela said. ‘I type for Mr Glickman.’ 

‘Oh,’ they all said, placing her at last. They turned to one 
another and continued talking about their exams; the long- 
haired girl was soon in the middle of a description of how her 
mind had gone ‘absolutely blank, like a wall’, when she had 
been confronted by her Psycho One paper. Joel and Pamela 
found themselves standing together again. 

‘I didn't write any exams cither,’ Joel said. 

Pamela nodded and smiled gratefully, sipping at her drink. 
While he had been out of the room Joel had been unable to 
remember what she looked like, he stared at her now, as if to 
memorize her features. She was looking a little fatigued, he 
thought; again he found the slight downward droop of her 
lips disturbing. 

The long-haired girl turned with a laugh, bringing up her 
hand to sweep back some of her curls. Pamela started, flinch- 
ing, and the movement brought the glass in her hand against 
the girl’s elbow. The contents oi the glass poured over the front 
of Joel’s tunic, staining the dark green khaki, splashing his 
shoes and trouser-legs. Everybody sprang back w h a cry and 
a laugh, except for Pamela who remained rigid, her eyes wide 
open, the glass in her hand still steeply tilted. 
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The othe s began brushing themselves down, and a girl 
went off to gt 'i cloth: but Joel came forward and tcK>k the 
glass out of Pamela’s hand. He v,iis smiling strangely. She did 
not seem to sec him, though she stared straight ahead, at the 
stain on his tunic. ‘It's all right,' Joel said, groping back with 
one hand, to find a place for the glass on the table He did not 
look at what he was doing He let the glass go, loo close to the 
edge, and it fell from the table on to the carpet, he kicked it 
away with one foot It slithered, then rolled, but did not break. 
‘All right,' he said once more, not knouing what he was saying. 
Yet he felt his words and actions to be filled with meaning and 
reassurance. 

‘I didn't want Pamela said, her mouth opening, her lips 
still stiff. 

‘You've spilt the lot - it doesn't matter,' Joel said, taking her 
hand in his A grimace crossed her features, and he realized 
that he was hurting her, he was holding her hand so tightly. 
Their eyes met Pamela's expression relaxed, became calm, 
almost sleepy She smiled, as if m recognition; and then Joel 
found himself pulled away from her, and someone brushing 
down the front of his tunic 

Pamela left the room. Joel watched her until the door closed 
behind her. 


15 

Later in the evening, while some guests still jived in one room, 
others played ‘Oranges and Lemons', and 'Musical Bumps', 
they danced ‘Looby-loo'. Whose idea it had been to start these 
nursery games, no one could remember, but those who were 
playing threw themselves energetically, half-drunkenly, into 
them, laughing at what they were doing, arguing fiercely when 
anyone was disqualified, clapping their hands to the rhythm of 
the <iongs they were singing. 

‘Prizes!’ someone shouted; and Rachel ran out of the room. 
She reappeared a few minutes later with a big sheet of paper on 
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which had been drawn in ink a crude picture of a donkey; she 
also had some strips of material and a box of drawing pins. 
‘Pin the tail on/ Rachel cried, waving the strips in the air. Soon 
blindfolded boys and girls were staggering around, shrieking, 
sticking pins into one another, collapsing into one another’s 
arms. ‘Arthur wins!' Rachel shouted, when she thought the 
game had gone on for long enough. 

‘He peeped I He cheated ! I saw him looking ! ’ 

‘Nonsense.’ Rachel was quite firm. A fair long-nosed youth 
stood blinking his blue eyes foolishly in the light, the handker- 
chief with which he had been blindfolded around his neck like a 
scarf. 

‘Prize-giving now,’ Rachel announced. ‘Come on everybody, 
stand around, irve Arthur a big hand.' She produced, from 
behind her back, a small roll of cloth, which Arthur held up so 
that the others could sec what it was. It was a scarlet armband, 
with a white circle in the middle of it; in the middle of the 
white circle was a black swastika. ‘The genuine horrible thing,’ 
Rachel cried. ‘From the battlefields of Italy.’ 

Joel, who had just come into the room, was not the only one 
to be taken aback to see what Rachel was displaying. The 
others crowded around to have a closer look at it. To show 
it off better Arthur slipped it on his arm. *Heil Hitler!' he 
yelled. 

Joel tore it roughly off his arm. ‘Are you crazy?' he said to 
Rachel, crumpling the cloth in his fist. 

‘Hey,’ Arthur called out, ‘throw das mann into Camp 
Seventy-five B. Raus, donner umi hlitzen, danke schonF 

Rachel's face burned with anger. Joel's was pale under the 
brown of his skin. ‘I thought you'd have more sense,’ he mut- 
tered, and walked out of the room, stuffing the armband into 
the pocket of his trousers. He left an embarrassed silence 
behind him. Rachel was the first to recover. 

‘On with the dance! ’ She ran into the next room and turned 
the radiogram to full volume. Soon people were dancing and 
talking again in both rooms. Rachel among them. But she 
imagined, while she danced, that everyone was gossiping about 
the scene. 
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When she judged that her absence wouldn't be noticed, she 
went quietly out of the room and made her way down the 
passage, into the bathroom. 1‘hcre she sat on the edge of the 
bath and cried. Why couldn't Joel have understood that she'd 
wanted to show people one of his souvenirs because she was so 
proud of him? That was the only reason. Why was he so 
stupid, so unfair to her? And why hadn't Jonathan come? He 
knew how much she had wanted him to be there. 

She had told herself that he would come at nine, at ten, at 
eleven. It was now a quarter to twelve, and there was still no 
sign of him. 


16 

Joel had gone out through the front door, after his altercation 
with Rachel. He stood on the stoep, with the open door 
behind him. Pamela hesitated at the door, and then came 
forward. 

‘Did you see what happened inside?’ 

‘Yes.' 

‘Do you think I was right?’ 

‘1 don't know ' Then she answered him directly. 'Yes, if it's 
what you wanted to do.’ 

‘It seems priggish now. Ach, I suppose T was just fed up with 
the whole party, and wanted to let Rachel know it.’ 

They stood side by side under the light, looking across the 
dark garden and the lamps in the street. 

‘Let’s go away,’ Joel said suddenly. ‘I've had enough of this. 
I’ll take my father's car and we'll go somewhere else.’ 

‘No, I couldn't. It wouldn't be right.* 

‘Why not?’ 

‘It would look so bad.’ 

‘So bad? Why?’ Then Joel understood. ‘Well -’ he said. He 
wondered if she would have the courage to give her reason 
explicitly. In the glance they exchanged, he saw that she was 
wondering if he had the same courage. He smiled, and she 
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smiled too. They had the courage, both of them, for what it 
was worth. 

‘Because I’m the boss’s son?’ 

‘And Tm the boss’s typist. And this is the first time I’ve ever 
been in the boss’s house. And it wouldn’t do for me to go off 
into the darkness with the boss's son.’ 

‘It makes me look bad, too,’ Joel said. ‘For suggesting it to 
you. As if I was trying to take advantage of your position.’ 

Pamela laughed; Joel saw her white teeth, dark lips, the 
strained frail tendons of her neck. ‘Victim of a rich man’s 
game,’ she sang softly. 

Amused by his own imaginings, Joel tried to picture to him- 
self the reaction his parents would have if he were to have an 
affair with this gVI He saw his father's round-eyed, incredulous 
anger, his mother's discreet, devious encouragement. He said 
aloud, ‘You’re going much too fast. All I suggested was that 
we get away from this party and go somewhere else - harm- 
lessly, innocently. Besides,’ he added, ‘I'm net rich.’ 

‘By my standards you are.’ 

‘What are your standards?' He was genuinely curious. 

‘Booysens,’ Pamela answered drily, naming the suburb in 
which she lived. Then, because she saw Joel did not treat her 
answer as a joke, she went on, ‘My mother’s on a pension from 
the War Fund, and 1 work as a typist. The hou.se is ours, at 
least. We paid off the last bit of the mortgage wiih my father's 
insurance. Those, sir, are my standards,’ she ended with a duck 
of her head. 

‘Are you satisfied with them?’ 

‘No. Are you with yours?' 

‘At the moment - after Helwan Transit Camp, in Egypt - 
thanks very much, I certainly am.' They were silent for a 
moment. Joel said, ‘God, 1 hate the thought of going back to 
camp, even if it is just for a few weeks, to wait around for my 
demob papers. You know, when I think about it now - now 
that it's just about over - I don't know how I ever put up 
with any of it. 1 suppose it's always like that: 'ou just go on 
from day to day. and because you're just going on you don't 
realize what you're doing, or what's being done to you. But 
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when you’re finished, when you see it behind you He shook 
his head. ‘Never again.* 

‘You hope.’ 

‘Whal? The army -7’ 

‘No, I mean, maybe it isn't just the army that’s like that.’ 

‘You're a cheerful girl ! ' 

She ignored his heavy irony. ‘What are you going to do when 
you've been demobbed?’ 

‘I'm going to university,’ Joel said, speaking firmly only 
because he wanted to appear firm to her. He was all the more 
surprised, therefore, to find that his decision seemed to have 
been made, now that he had announced it. 

‘What are you going to do there?' 

‘Probably a B. A. And then I'll sec. Law. perhaps.’ 

Presently he asked her, ‘How are you going to get home?’ 

‘1 don’t know. I suppose someone will give me a lift ’ 

‘I'm going to give you a lift. And you're going home right 
now. That solves all our problems It's a perfectly respectable 
reason for going oft with me. I promise you, 1 won’t lead you 
astray.’ 

‘Perhaps I’ll lead you astray.’ 

‘I'll take the risk.’ 

She hesitated still. Tf you're sure it would be all right - 

‘Of course.’ 

‘Then I'll go and say good-bye to your sister.’ 

Joel watched her go. Her shoulders were slender and she held 
them straight. He imagined himself putting his hands on the 
small of her back, just above the movement and width of her 
hips. When she turned and came back to him he felt guilty, as 
though she had guessed what he had been thinking of. 

‘What must I say if they ask me who’s taking me home?’ 

‘Tell them I'm taking you home.’ 

Again Pamela left him, and this time Joel did not turn to 
look after her. But she did not come back as .soon as he had 
expected; so eventually he followed her into the noisy, lit-up 
house. He found her standing by herself in the living-room, 
watching some of the dancing couples. 

‘What’s happened? I thought you were coming.* 
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‘I can’t find your sister.’ 

Just then Joel caught sight of his mother. 'She’ll do,’ he said, 
pointing at her. ’Mom,’ he called out, above the noise in the 
room. 

Sarah came over, with a plate in her hand. ‘What is it?’ 

‘Pamela's got to go. She wanted to say good-bye to Rachel, 
so I said that it would be all right if she said good-bye to you 
instead.’ 

‘Of course. I’ll give Rachel the message. Have you got some- 
one to take you home?’ 

Joel said, ‘Yes, me.’ 

‘Oh, good,' Sarah said, as if it were the most natural thing in 
the world that Joel should take her home. ‘I'm glad you came, 
Pamela, and I hop^ vou enjoyed yourself.’ 

‘I did. Thank you very much. And please say thank you to 
Rachel, and to Mr Glickman too.’ 

‘There’s nothing to thank us for, my dear.’ On an impulse 
Sarah thrust forward the plate she was carrying. There was 
one sardine roll on it. ‘Won’t you have this?’ 

‘Yes, 1 will.’ 

Joel had expected her to refuse the .sudden, silly offer of 
foixl; he found he was glad she hadn't. Sarah wandered off in 
the direction of the door, still carrying the empty plate. 

‘Your mother's very nice,' Pamela said, as she bit into the 
sardine roll. 

‘So are you,’ Joel replied, without flirtatiousness, almost off- 
handedly, his eyes still following his mother’s vague course 
across the room. A minute later Pamela had collected her coat, 
and she and Joel were walking down the garden path, towards 
the car parked outside. 
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In the breakfast room, Sarah's brother, Samuel, was talking 
loudly; most of the people in the room had their heads turned 
towards him. Benjamin, however, sat apart, making conversa- 
tion with a large, black-haired, bejewelled, bespectacled woman, 
and her inconspicuous husband. Benjamin spoke slowly, for it 
was difficult to talk to Mr and Mrs Ritstein (in order to show 
everyone that he wasn't interested in what .Samuel lalmon 
was saying), and at the same time to listen to what Samuel was 
saying. 

Samuel was as slight and as dry as a twig; the sleeves of his 
cream-coloured, soiled linen jacket hung loose on his arms, his 
wrinkled neck seemed to fit with inches to spare inside his 
collar. The lines around his mouth were so deeply etched into 
his hard red skin, his cheeks were so drawn, his nose was so 
prominent, his forehead was so high, bare and exposed, that his 
face seemed to have become what it was result of attrition 
rather than growth. One might have thought him an outdoor 
man - a farmer, a sportsman, a mountaineer - whom the sun 
and wind had weathered; but he was too tense, too quick, too 
eager to talk to be anything but urban, Jewish and unsuccess- 
ful. His voice was loud; his gestures were emphatic; his eyes 
shone brightly under the small black tufts of his eyebrows. He 
laughed often, with an open mouth, showing tobacco-stained 
teeth, and when he laughed he brought his hands together in his 
lap, as though catching some thing that had just been thrown to 
him. He called his audience ‘My good people' and ‘My dears’ 
and ‘Jews, Jews', and to almost everything they said he replied, 
’Of course, you're quite correct, a hundred per cent, but that 
isn’t the point.’ 

What was the point? As always with Samuel, there were 
many points, and most of them were disagreeable to the people 
to whom he was pre.senting them. His audience might have 
been offended by his points, had Samuel not laughed so often 
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and so loudly, and called them *My good people*; and if they 
had not known him to be not just a great talker anyway, but 
also, most mollifying of all, a failure. He was an unsuccessful 
lawyer, an unsuccessful business man, he had been an unsuc- 
cessful soldier in the first year of the war, so long ago now, 
when as a foolish volunteer of forty he had had a nervous 
breakdown in his first training camp and had been hastily 
invalided out of the service. He was a failure as a husband (his 
wife had run away with an RAF man during the war); he was 
a failure, it was agreed, as a father (his daughter was training 
to be a hairdresser, his son sold second-hand cars and talked 
of being an actor). No wonder, his audience felt, he saw 
everything upside-down, and tried so hard to persuade others 
to do the same 

‘In Palestine the Jews are putting their feet in a trap, their 
heads in a lion's mouth. The settlement of the Jews in Palestine 
is a disaster, an unmitigated disaster* - that was an example of 
the kind of point he offered to the people listening to him. Or, 
‘There'll be peace in vSouth Africa only when the Afrikaners 
get right on top and stay on top - on top of the Jews, on top of 
the English, on top of the blacks. Then the country will settle 
down and make progress.' Perennially hard up, living in a poky 
flat on top of a Greek shop in Jeppe, he told the gathering of 
middle-class well-to-do Jews in the Glickman's breakfast room, 
‘My dears, you are bankrupt, finished, there's no life left in you. 
You have no future at all.’ 

They had no future, he explained, because they were ration- 
alists, reasonable people, who calculated profits and losses and 
tried to maximize profits and minimize losses as much as 
possible, in every sphere of activity — in their businesses and 
their families, their politics and their personal relationships. 

‘In other words, my good people, I'll surprise you all,* 
Samuel said, with an excited smile on his face and a kind of 
strangled laugh in his voice, ‘by telling you that you are noth- 
ing but a collection of Jews, through and through, every one of 
you. And because you're Jews, you want to ms,'- e everything 
systematic, logical, sensible, subject to law. When you believed 
in God, he was a God of laws. Not a God of love or a God of 
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mercy, but a God of laws. What is Judaism, if not a system of 
laws, of rules how to live, from one day to the next - even 
from one meal to the next, if you please? And what do you 
call Moses, why was he the greatest Jew who ever lived? 
Because he was Moses the Lawgiver. And you try to carry on 
in the same spirit now, even though you're modern people, and 
don't believe in God any more. So you try to live by other 
laws: you still look for reasonable arrangements, orderly 
developments, clear understandings, settled, sensible ways of 
living. And as you are, so you believe everyone else must 
become, or should try to become. If only, you think, you 
could explain to people that if they do this or that or something 
else then they will live longer, in nicer houses, and eat more 
butter on their bread, and have finer clothes to wear - if only 
you could explain this to them, show it to them, then you think 
they will agree with you, they must agree, they'll want what you 
want. That's your politics, that's your philosophy of life, that’s 
how you try to bring up your children, and what you want the 
future to look like.’ 

‘1 hope so, 1 hope so,’ someone interjected, and Benjamin 
abandoned Mr and Mrs Ritstein to ask, 'What do you want the 
future to look like? ' 

‘It isi>'t the point, what I want. It's what the future is going to 
look like that matters. And what that is, I can tell you. It's 
what the past had just brought us, only more and more of it. 
Can't you see how right, how appropriate, it was for the Na/.is 
to kill the Jews? They were people without laws, without 
minds, hating anything rational, anything moderate - so of 
course they had to kill the Jews, they had to try to kill every- 
thing the Jews stood for. And the Nazis won! That's why you 
are nothing but survivors, why there's no hope for you in the 
future. You think people will ever forget how much more 
exciting losses can be than profits? That's the great lesson 
they've learned. So do you think they'll ever listen to your 
explanations again?' 

Meyer asked slowly, ‘Even if what you say is true he 
paused and leaned forward, ‘why are you so plca.sed about 
it?’ 
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Samuel did not answer immediately, and Benjamin said 
loudly and ironically, ‘Can’t you imagine 1 ’ 

However, Samuel made his recovery. ‘Always it’s the same 
thing. When I tell people the truth, they ask me: Who am 1 to 
tell them the truth? But that isn’t the point. What matters is 
whether or not the truth is the truth - that’s all.’ 

Sarah had come into the room while her brother had been 
saying this. At once, though she could not have known what 
he was talking about, she nodded her head. 

Her automatic, subservient nod was seen by Benjamin, and it 
enraged him. ‘If you hadn't been a Jew,’ he said furiously to 
Samuel, ‘you would have found a way to talk yourself into 
being a Nazi.’ 

‘Benjamin!’ Sd. h exclaimed 

‘A Nazi! A Nazi!' he repeated above her protest. ‘I know 
your kind, with your long view and your big sweep and your 
talk about things being not what you want them to be, but 
what they kre. There's a whole tribe of people like you in the 
world today, you run like jackals behind disaster, looking for 
what you can get out of it. Not materially - I mean psychologi- 
cally, in your minds. You'll make a treat for yourselves out of 
anything.’ 

‘And that shows I’m wrong in what I'm saying?’ Samuel 
asked, with the same half-laugh in his voice, the same tension 
on his face. 

‘It shows me that I don't need to pay any attention to you.’ 
And to prove that he meant what he said, Benjamin turned to 
Mr and Mrs Ritstein and said loudly. ‘So, as I was telling you 
. . But he couldn't remember what he had been telling them 
and fell silent, with one hand pressed against his brow. 

For a moment everyone waited for him to continue: then 
people turned to one another and the conversation became 
general. The display of family ill-will between Samuel and 
Benjamin had been watched with interest and satisfaction, but 
it was now felt that it would be better if Samuel were not given 
the floor again. Meyer began to talk to his nei^ hour, Ezreal 
Klein, about business. Dr Aarons, a man with large, innocent, 
light-blue eyes, and a pleasantly smooth, full voice, who was 
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several years younger than anyone else in the room, moved 
across to sit next to Samuel. "What you've said is very interest- 
ing/ he began mildly, 'and I think there's a lot in what you said 
about the Jews - about what the Jews have always been. After 
all, they developed a whole way of life around the attempt 
simply to avoid trouble at any cost. But they’re certainly going 
about things in a different way in Palestine. And you're wrong 
about the rest of the world too. People in Europe don't want 
any more blood to flow: they've had enough of it. 1 was there 
in Italy with the Sixth Div. and in Austria, afterwards. They’re 
dazed, that's all, and they're going to want to live quietly, for a 
long, long time.' 

‘Impossible! I don't believe it. How can people live quietly 
when they have bombs that can blow up half the world? Just 
the knowledge of it, don't you see, must do something to their 
minds - something we can't begin to guess at, yet. But it won’t 
make them peaceful, you can be sure of that.’ 

Some minutes later Meyer stood up and reached for his stick. 
‘Could you ask one of the children to phone for a taxi?’ 

It was the signal for everyone in the room, but for Samuel, to 
stand up. There was no need, several people insisted, for a taxi 
to be called: Meyer could have his choice of lifts back to his 
hotel in' town. But it took a little while before the group had 
finally dispersed. On the way to the front door they had to stop 
and look in all the rooms where the young people were dancing 
and talking: they had to nod at them and smile; parents had to 
tel) their children not to be too late and children had to reply 
good-humouredly or irritatedly; Mr and Mrs Ritstein had to 
surprise and embarrass everyone, not least Mr Ritstein, by 
suddenly dancing, at Mrs Ritstein's insistence, a little rumba. 

Before he left, Meyer said to Benjamin, ‘We'll settle the 
business tomorrow morning. I’ll go straight to the office.’ 
From the way he said it Benjamin knew that Meyer had already 
come to his decision, and that he would sell. 

There had never been any doubt, Benjamin felt immediately 
afterwards, but that he would sell. But it was Meyer’s policy 
never to let any other party in a transaction with him have his 
way,easily, or even seem to do so. Benjamin respected him for 



this, and envied it in him. In comparison, he felt himself to be 
too impulsive, too quick to anger and generosity. It did not 
occur to him that Meyer might envy him these qualities as 
much as he envied Meyer’s. 
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So, though he was pleased with what he had just deduced, the 
effect of it was to make Benjamin feel he should be harder, 
less yielding, more like Meyer. When he returned to the break- 
fast-room and found Samuel still sitting there, he said harshly, 
‘You’re waiting fui something?’ 

‘Yes, for your wife.' 

‘What do >ou want with her?’ 

‘I want to ask her about mother.’ 

The vitality seemed to have gone out of vSamuel, now that 
his audience had left him. Yet he remained unrelaxed. He sat 
sideways to the table, with one thin elbow on it, in an awkward, 
half-hunched position. 

‘Your mother's well, w'e see her regularly. You could try 
doing it, too.' 

Samuel ignored the reproach. ‘Yes,’ he said absently. 

Benjamin was still at the door. Ho hesitated, and took a pace 
into the room, ‘I've told Sarah not to give you any more 
money.’ He tried to speak calmly, as Meyer might have 
spoken, making such an announcement. ‘If you want anything 
you must come to me, and then I'll see what to do.’ 

‘Thank you,' Samuel answered, without moving. ‘You’re 
very kind.’ 

‘Are you trying to be funny?’ 

‘As much as you're trying to be kind.’ 

‘I mean what I said,' Benjamin said warningly. ‘You go to 
vSarah once more, and that's the end.' Samuel stood up, and the 
two men faced each other. Sarah came into the roo.... 

‘Your brother wants to speak to you,’ Benjamin said, turning 
aside. 
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*What about?* 

‘Money. What else?’ Benjamin answered. 

‘Benjamin I ’ 

‘Benjamin!’ He mimicked her. ‘Why don’t you say, 
“Samuel!” like that?’ But he was suddenly weary, weary of 
them all, of everything. The children were dancing, his wife 
was already cringing in front of her rubbishy brother. Was 
this what he worked for? Who cared whether or not he owned 
all the shares in the Central Creamery (Pty) Ltd? Did he care 
himself? His anger, fatigue and self-pity dried out his throat. 
He felt if he tried to speak he wouldn't be able to do more than 
whisper. He crossed the room to the sideboard, squirted some 
soda from a siphon into a glass and drank from it. ‘How much 
do you want?' he asked Samuel, with his back to the room. 

When Samuel left the house shortly afterwards there was a 
cheque for twenty-five pounds in his pocket. 

‘Let's not talk about it,' Benjamin said to his wife. ‘Let’s go 
to sleep, if the children will let us.’ 
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Outside, the garden creaked and stirred with the noises of 
insects, rustled with the whispers of couples who had gone out 
into it. From the house there came snatches of talk and laugh- 
ter, the clatter of dishes, the music of the radiogram, the hiss- 
ing, scraping sound of feet moving in time to the music. David 
and Bertie Preiss were sitting to the side of the house, on the 
low parapet that ran around the edge of the stoep. It was dark 
there, and the summer sky, dusted with stars, was warm and 
close, tangled with the branches of the trees. Bertie had a bottle 
of beer and so did David; both boys felt drunker and much 
wiser than they were. 

‘What’s the trouble?’ David a.sked. 

‘Trouble? There’s no trouble.' Then wretchedly, Bertie con- 
fessed the slight he had suffered hours before. ‘Rachel says she 
doesn’t want to dance with me.* 
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What could be more manly than for the two of them to sit 
over their bottles, discussing women? David’s reply was suit- 
ably embittered, without illusions or tenderness. ‘Don’t you 
bother about her. You’re well out of it. I’ll tell you something 
about my sister - she’s a bitch. Nobody knows this except me. 
Or nobody will admit it. That's the worst thing about this 
family of mine. Nobody ever admits for a minute what they 
really feel about each other. Perhaps all families are like that.’ 

‘No,’ Bertie .said, paying no attention to David’s generaliza- 
tion.s, ‘I know I'm unattractive.’ 

‘Christ, what makes you say a thing like that?’ David spoke 
vehemently, to smother not only the pity he felt for his friend, 
but also his .suspicion that Bertie had spoken the truth. 

‘What do y^'h I'-'-ik makes me say it?' 

In the darkness David saw the round frames of Bertie’s 
spectacles turned towards him. ‘You should have another 
drink,’ he said. 

‘Or I should have had one less.’ 

‘Well, it's too late now, so >ou might as well go oii.’ 

Bertie did go on, too eagerly. Later, he was sick in a corner 
of the garden. F:ven while he retched and gasped, he w'as hoping 
desperately that no one would oveihear him; that every one 
else by now was inside the house. 

But he was overheard, by Jacobus. 

‘Baas?’ 

‘Nothing. Go away.’ Bertie’s eyes were running, and he 
pushed his glasses on to his forehead, to wipe the moistu-e 
away. But he felt better than he had before he had vomited: 
the garden, with its burden of trees and bushes, had stopped 
wheeling and plunging around him, and seemed to rest where it 
had last fallen. And he was standing firmly on it, under a tree, 
with a kindly, inquiring black face leaning towards him. 

‘Baas W'as drinking too much?’ 

That’s right.’ 

‘Just a little is enough for the young baas,’ Jacobus said 
matter-of-factly, without censoriousness or scorn. 

‘That's right too. What's your name?' Bertie asked, after a 
pause, to show that he had recovered. 


101 



^Jacobus, baas.* 

‘My name is Albert* 

‘Yes, baas.’ 

‘My name’s not baas. It’s just Albert, do you hear?’ 

Jacobus laughed. ‘I often see the young baas,’ he said. 

‘Where? What do you mean?’ 

‘There by the night school, baas. By the Bantu Sports 
Ground. I’m a beginner, in the beginner class.’ Jacobus spoke 
proudly, as though the name of the class conferred a status on 
him. 

‘You go to the school?* 

‘Always, baas. Monday and Friday.’ 

The earth seemed to lurch away again from Bertie, as it had 
more violently earlier. He stretched out his hand for .support, 
and touched the stiff, starched sleeve of the man's arm; then, 
beneath it, with a pleasant shock, he felt the hardness of 
Jacobus’ swelling muscle. Bertie found the man’s hand, and 
grasped it unsteadily with his own. Jacobus smiled, his teeth 
showing up vividly in the circular darkness of his face. ‘I’ll 
look out for you,’ Bertie said, sobered by the encounter. ‘Thank 
you for helping me.’ His words seemed to Kim more meaning- 
ful than Jacobus would ever know. Pampered, fed, wined, 
miseratfle, the teacher got drunk; to his aid came the outcast, 
despised, cheerful pupil. 

Bertie went to the front of the house. Jacobus to the back. In 
the hall Rachel seized on him. ‘Bertie! I've been looking all 
over for you. What have you been doing? Where have you 
been?’ 

He shrank away from her, not out of the scorn he had felt for 
her and her party a moment before, but because he was afraid 
he might smell of vomit. ‘I’ve been around,’ he said vaguely. 
‘Why do you want me?’ 

Rachel’s eyes were large and dark, in the pallor of her face. 
‘A whole lot of us are going to the Doll's House for a cup of 
coffee. I wondered if you wanted to come along.* 

‘Do you want me to come?’ 

She put her hands on her hips and her head to one side. 
‘What does it sound like, Bertie?’ 
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‘I must go to the bathroom, then I’ll be ready. The party’s 
over?’ 

Tt looks like it.’ 

The rooms were suddenly empty. A few young people were 
hanging around, some of the girls already wearing their coats. 
The only couple still dancing were David Glickman and a thin, 
rather plain freckled girl, much shorter than he was, who 
squirmed against him. The servants were clearing things away 
from the dining-room. 

In the bathroom Bertie avoided looking at himself in the 
mirror, but he did scan the toothbrushes in plastic mugs and 
the face-cloths hanging on hooks, wondering which of them 
were Rachel’s. He washed his face, then he took a tube of 
toothpaste, sqi.cc2wv! »‘»mc of the stuff on to his finger, rubbed 
his teeth with it, rinsed his mouth, and came out, looking 
around for Rachel. When he passed Jacobus, who was carrying 
a tray of dirty dishes towards the kitchen, he paused guiltily, 
smiling and not knowing v\hat to say, before hurrying on. In 
the living-room David lifted his hand from around the neck of 
the girl he was dancing with and waved to him, but Bertie did 
not respond. He regretted what he had said about himself to 
David earlier in the evening, and he positively disliked David 
for having heard it. 

His own weakness suddenly disgusted him. When Rachel 
came up to him he said abruptly to her. T’m sorry, Rachel, but 
I've changed my mind. 1 won't go with you. 1 think I'll go 
straight h<ime.’ 

‘Bertie! Why?’ 

‘It's best, for everybcKly's sake. My own especially.’ 

His answer exasperated her. ‘We're just talking about going 
to have a cup ot coflee at the Doll's House. What's the mutter 
with you? Why 're you making such a fuss about it?' 

‘You're just talking about having a cup of coffee at the Doll's 
House. I'm not.’ 

‘So what are you talking about?’ 

Bertie looked steadily at her, his expression c >wing both 
graver and softer. Then he .said, ‘You know.' 

His gaze frightened her; then she felt proud of having 
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provoked it. *AI] right, Bertie,* she answered him quietly, when 
she saw he would say no more. ‘Just as you wish.* 

She came closer to him, she brought up her arms and put 
her hands on his shoulders. ‘Thank you for coming to my 
party.* 

‘Ach, Rachel -* It was all he could manage to say. They 
kissed, someone whistled, and Bertie walked away blindly. 

He found himself out on the pavement. There were cars 
parked alongside it, trees planted at intervals on it. He lived 
near the Glickmans and set off briskly to walk home where his 
widowed mother was still awake, waiting anxiously for him. 
But he did not think of her. He was waving his arms, talking 
to himself. The people must be free,’ he declaimed, in a fierce 
whisper. ‘There is a new spirit abroad among the people of 
South Africa. They are no longer content to be exploited, 
abused, cheated, deprived of what is rightfully theirs.’ He 
clenched his fist and shook it in the air. He imagined himself 
addressing a mass meeting, with Rachel at his side, and many 
eminent, shadowy figures beside her on the platform. ‘You 
think ]’m joking?' he demanded of the piebald trunk of a 
plane tree, which came suddenly into his ^sion. ‘You'll see,' he 
told it, staring at its patches of green and white, lit vividly by a 
street-lamp. He began declaiming once more, still in a whisper, 
leaving the tree behind him. 'It can be done. We have history 
on our side, justice, and our own strength. Opposing us there 
is only greed, obscurantism, prejudice and inertia. Away with 
them! Away with them!' 

The world could be a place of justice, Bertie was sure; he 
could win fame, applause and power within such a world. 
Rachel could love him and he love her; every darkened house 
he passed could be filled with the peace and brotherhood he 
had felt when he had grasped Jacobus's hand in the garden, the 
pride and delight he had felt when Rachel had kissed him. 
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David knew about the girl he was dancing with only what she 
had told him. She was a cousin of one of Rachels friends,. 
Milly. She was from Cape Town and she was staying with 
Milly for a couple of weeks' holiday. Milly had said that she 
must come to the party, but she had thought it a cheek to 
come to a party to which she hadn't been invited. But she was 
glad she’d come, though she'd felt a bit ‘spare’ at first because 
she was younger than most of the other girls there. But Rachel 
had been joll., nic^ m» hei. all the same. 

‘And me?' David asked. 

‘You too,' the girl said, and squirmed more closely against 
him. Hci name was Mavis. 

David found out that Mavis and Milly were planning to 
go home in Jack’s car. Jack was a thin, retiring, blinking 
medical student who said, when David suggested it to him, that 
he didn't mind going to the C asablanca roadhouse. So they 
went to the C asablanca ; Jack and Milly in the front seat. Mavis 
and David in the back. Before the car had travelled a block, 
David and Mavis had sunk into one another's arms, low on the 
seat. 

By the time they had had coffee and a fried-egg sandwich at 
the C'asablanca, and had driven to Prospect Drive, and h'^d 
parked there, on a ridge high above the soft distant swarms of 
lights lar below to the south, David had undone Mavis' bras- 
siere and had got his hand well between her knees; what his 
tongue had done inside her mouth had made it ache at its 
root. The couple in the front seat talked, and Jack smoked; 
but they were patient, and, observing the etiquette of such 
occasions, did not comment on or interfere with the two iu 
the back. 

At last David managed to touch, to stroke Mavis on the 
moist, secret place he had been seeking throughout. She gave a 
single, stilled little cry, and arched her body towards him and 
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away from him, in hunger and shame. It was the first time 
David had wrung such a cry out of anyone, and he was shaken 
by it, impressed with what he had done. 

He did not object when Mavis, a little later, whispered to the 
couple in the front, ‘1 think we should go.’ Jack started the car 
promptly. After he had dropped the two girls - David and 
Mavis parting with many lingering kisses, and Milly and Jack 
with just one obligatory peck - Jack still had to take David 
home. To placate and flatter him, David asked him questions 
about medical school; but listened to none of the answers. In 
his ears there was another sound. He wondered when he would 
hear it again; the time that would have to pass before he did 
seemed to him utterly dreary, without interest of any kind. 
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Pamela slept badly and woke early. As soon as she opened 
her eyes she was convinced, without knowing why, that some- 
thing pleasant and important had happeneS to her; the con- 
viction was as indubitable and soothing as the touch on her 
skin of the cool morning air. Years later she was to remember 
that moment of waking, and the peace and reassurance it 
brought, after so many obscure, excited dreams, in which, 
aware intermittently that she was lying and turning on her bed, 
she had nevertheless found heiself in rooms full of people 
she did not recognize, had obsessively repeated in her mind 
meaningless words that became shapes and textures as she 
uttered them, had made exhausting journeys across rooms, 
across roads, across waste grounds, to retrieve what she could 
not remember having lost, and was unable ever to find. 

Now she was awake. Everything around her was quite still. 
The sheets, which had been so much a part of the night’s tor- 
men^ and uncase, like living things, lay inni)ccntly on the bed; 
the curtains drawn acro.ss the window hung down in straight 
folds with a blur of light showing through the weave of the 
cloth. From outside she heard someone hammering, a bird 
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singing, a car passing. That she should be lying placidly in 
bed, hearing, feeling, seeing, seemed to her somehow even more 
strange than the wild distortions of sense and image she had 
suffered during the night; yet in this strangeness there was no 
alarm, no pressure, no fear. Only one phrase was in her mind 
now: ‘So that's how it is' - as though the strangeness of things 
was their only explanation, and one with which her mind and 
heart were altogether content. Soon she fell asleep again, and 
slept undisturbed, dreamlessly. 

She was wakened by her mother, who brought her a cup of 
tea. 

‘Well, what sort of a time did you have last night?’ 

‘Super. It really was, mom.' 

‘Tell me abi/ui u. 

Sitting up in bed, drinking from her cup, Pamela told her 
mother all about it. leaving (>ut only the kisses Joel had given 
her when he had said good night at her front door. 
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Pamela's father had enlisted largely because he had wanted to 
get away from his family; and though Pamela b 'd been only 
twelve at the time of his enlistment, and fourteen at the time of 
his death, this was something she had understood very well. So 
too had Mrs ( urtis, w ho.se bitterness against her husband fo. 
leaving her had become, as it were, permanent upon hearing the 
news of his death. ‘I told him, she said to Pamela, many times, 
‘I told him not to go. But anything was better than staying at 
home and taking care of us. You remember what he looked like 
in his uniform, so pleased with himself? Now we re the ones 
who're still suffering - not him, not him ! ' 

Pamela, an only daughter, attempted to console her mother 
without being disloyal to the memory of her father. Pamela had 
always been loyal to her mother instinctively, i ling that it 
was her duty to stand by the other woman in the family, and, 
while he had been with them, to resist the charm and attraction 
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of her father. Charming and attractive he had been, clever and 
sweet-voiced, but foolish loo. He had been nothing grand, just 
a primary schocrl teacher, whose education had ended - much 
to his regret - after two years in a training-college in the Cape. 
It had been during his very first spell of teaching in Kraankuil, 
a small town in the northern Free State, that he had met 
Pamela s mother. 

He had just celebrated his twenty-first birthday, at the time; 
Kathy Stonier, the daughter of a wealthy dairy farmer in the 
town, was then approaching her thirtieth. She was still quite 
handsome, having thick dark hair w'hich she wore severely 
compressed into place, dark eyes, and small neat bones. But her 
skin was altogether without lustre, her slight figure was without 
sap, and her father was quite without scruple in his attempts 
to get her mairied off to someone respectable and English- 
speaking: he wouldn't consider having a Boer for a son-in-law. 
Young Curtis was poor, handsome and talked wistfully of the 
university education he had missed; so Mi Stonier shook his 
head sympathetically and said that he wished, how he wished, 
he could do something to help Curtis to get to the university. 
‘But a man's family must come first,' he told him. ‘1 must 
think of Kathy. Everything Fve got must go to her.' 

Curtis was desperately eager to go to university and take up 
an academic career; he was also full of romantic notions 
about women and love. Kathy was fragile, her manners and her 
voice were refined (she had been educated at an expensive 
girls’ school in Natal), and there was a hungry curiosity in her 
dark eyes that frightened and attracted him. The fact that she 
was so much older than himself worried him a great deal, but 
in the end his romanticism managed to overcome the misgiv- 
ings he felt. He would rescue her, he told himself - he did not 
say from what; he did not think that he would be rescuing her 
merely from spinisterhood - he would save her, he would 
restore her girlhood to her. At the same time, with a cynicism 
that was quite as unreal as his chivalry, he told himself he 
wasn't just being foolish or sentimental, he wasn't just carried 
off his feet. Far from it. He knew, he had calculated, just how 
well he would be doing out of the marriage. As a result of it he 
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would be able to go to university and take up his studies 
seriously; he would take a degree or two in South Africa and 
then go to Oxford or Cambridge or some ‘walled, cobbled, 
timbered German university town; he would be a man with 
backing and resources behind him. Picturing all this to him- 
self, Curtis would feel sure that he was a great man of the 
world, a fellow who knew very well on which side his bread 
was buttered. 

And Kathy was in love with him; there was no doubt 
about that. She adored him, as his daughter was to adore him 
later, for his flat, handsome, suntanned face, with its very 
white teeth, for his mellow voice, for his tall figure and slightly 
stooped, scholarlv shoulders. She spoke in awed tones of his 
books and his studies; she told him how proud she would be of 
him when he became a professor. But just a few weeks after 
their marriage Kathy's father died; and it was discovered that 
he had been all but bankrupt, having taken to gambling un- 
successfully on the st(Kk exchange in the last few ''ears of his 
life. So poor Curtis was still nothing but a primary school 
teacher, married to a woman he thought of as middle-aged, 
with no hope of ever going to the university and becoming 
any kind of professor. 

He never forgave his wife for having trapped him into the 
marriage, though in fact she had been quite ignorant of the 
truth about her father's financial position. Nor did he ever 
forgive himself his own intellectual ambitions, for the sake of 
which he had let himself be hurried into marriage: he de- 
veloped something of a hatred of his own inclination towards 
books. Yet that inclination had been serious enough. Quite on 
his own, without much encouragement from any one he had 
ever met, he had chosen to study the languages and customs of 
the tribes of Southern Africa, he had learned to speak and to 
read Zulu and Tswana, he had read books on anthropology 
and translated African Folk-tales and verses for his own 
amusement. He had dreamt of holding a chair in ■'ocial anthro- 
pology or enthnology; he never forgave himseh for having 
indulged in such dreams. 

So - though he kept up with his reading when all his hopes of 
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‘doing something’ with it were gone ~ he never spoke of books 
among the little boys he taught. Instead he tried to pass himself 
off among them as a man's man, a hearty, an athlete, a despiser 
of women. He joined in with the little boys when they mocked 
the 'swots' in the class; he told them stories of hunting expedi- 
tions he had never been on. of games of rugby he had never 
played in. Once he was in the army he always made a point of 
going to the school during his leaves, where he showed off in 
his uniform, and told the boys fictitious stories about the tradi- 
tions of the regiment in which he held his commission. 

By that time he and his family had made their home in 
Johannesburg. He had enlisted on the very day South Africa 
had entered the war, joining a ragged, spontaneous recruiting 
parade that made its way through the city centre to the Drill 
Hall, while people cheered hesitantly from the pavements and 
waved from the windows of halted trams. Gladly, he marched 
off to the war, leaving behind his wife and child in the shabby 
little house in Booysens, with a white mine-dump at the end of 
the street. He came back on his leaves, thinner, more handsome 
than before in his uniform. Sometimes, sentimentally, he would 
tell Pamela that she must look after her mother when he was 
Up North, because she was all she would have then : he kissed 
her and told her he wanted her to grow up straight and true, 
proud of her father. He might never come back, he said to the 
little girl, but at least she would remember him as a man, as a 
soldier, a fighter. 

Pamela did remember him, but she preferred not to think of 
him as the soldier whom her mother fiercely, repeatedly, ac- 
cused of selfishness, treachery, irresponsibility. Pamela pre- 
ferred - out of loyalty to them both to think of her father as 
the gentle, scholarly, kindly man he might have become, had 
his means been greater, his folly and misfortune less. vShe 
remembered him reading at night, in the years before the war, 
in the room he had grandly called his ‘study'; she remembered 
him 'Speaking and listening to Africans with a curiosity and 
respect she had seen no other white man show towards blacks; 
she remembered him telling her African legends and fairy-tales, 
acting out all the parts and revelling in each one. His gaiety 
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and wistfulness, his wry admissions of failure, his sad con- 
fessions to her that he sometimes told the boys in his class 
things about himself which were not true, his frustrated curi- 
osities and ambitions were the memories of him which Pamela 
cherished. 


23 

Of Pamela’s grandfather’s estate there had remained in the 
possession of her mt^ther only one small piece of ground outside 
Kraankuil. This piece of ground, about a hundred morgen in 
size, had been I'.'f manv >s ars to a neighbouring farmer, 

who used it to graze his cattle on, and who had repeatedly 
made offers to buv it. But, though she could have used the 
cash, and though the return on the ground was nominal, Mrs 
Curtis had refused these oflcrs. ‘If I sell it, then there'll be 
nothing left,' she said, invariably. Her husband hau jeered at 
her irrational attachment to those ‘ancestral acres', as he had 
mockingly called that barren, brown, unbuilt-upon .stretch of 
veld: and Pamela, too, had urged her mother to sell, when the 
two of them had been faced with the prospect of living together 
on Mrs Curtis's pension and Pamela's earnings. But Mrs Curtis 
had remained obdiuate. 

In 1946 a scries of the richest gold strikes in vSouth African 
history were made in the northern I rce State. Kraankuil was 
among the places where gold was found. 

When Pamela came home from work that day, bringing 
with her a newspaper that earned immense headlines about the 
Kraankuil stiike, she found that her mother had already heard 
the news on the radio. She found also that Mrs Curtis already 
believed firmly that she had relused to sell her land precisely 
because she had always had an Intuition of the value it might 
•one day have. Under the circumstances it would have taken a 
stronger woman than Mrs C urtis to believe otherwi^ 

‘I knew it - I knew it - I knew' there must be something 
there’ - these were her first words to Pamela, as they stood 
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staring incredulously at each other, Pamela still clutching the 
newspaper in her hand. They've been drilling in the Free State 
for years. 1 knew they'd have to find something there.’ 

Mrs Curtis managed to bring these sentences out almost 
calmly; then she laughed, she cried, she clapped her hands and 
waved them in the air; she poured out glasses of brandy for 
herself and Pamela and Miss Baker; she even called the servant 
from the kitchen and poured some brandy into her enamel 
mug. 

Though no one (least of all Mrs Curtis herself) knew exactly 
how the news of the strike would aflcct the value of her land, 
rumours that the Curtis's had become suddenly rich had 
already gone up and down the street Soon neighbours were 
coming in to congratulate Pamela and hci mother on their 
good fortune, to console themselves for their own unchanged 
circumstances with Mrs C'urtis's brandy, and jokingly to ofter 
their sons in m.irriage to Pamela. 'There were the van Reenen's 
from next door, Pamela's special friend, Maisie, among them: 
a boi.sterous, blonde, tat girl, with her haii in a bedr^iggled 
permanent wave and the rings of all her boy friends on dif- 
ferent fingers. There were the ( olemans from across the road; 
Mr Coleman was a hard-faced, embittered man. a p.incl- 
beater by trade, who had been feuding with the van Recnens 
for years. But on this festive occasum he took Maisie on his 
lap and fed her brandy from his glass, while his freckled flesh- 
less wife shrieked loudly and proudly in protest. Mr Stavros 
came from his shop, bringing a tray of peaches as a present; 
he kissed Pamela and shook hands with her mother Pamela 
was also kissed by Maisie, by Mrs C oleman, by Mr van 
Reenen, and by Mr van Reenen's son, Jimmy, who had kissed 
her many times before, and much more earnestly, in cinemas 
and on his back stocp and hers. Old Mr Parker came in, with 
his yellow, trembling hands and his heavy smell of pipc- 
tobacco, and prophesied that one day, there in Kraankuil, 
you’d see a city as big as Johannesburg. ‘Curtisville, they'll 
call it,’ someone said; and Mrs Curtis, who was drunk, dazed 
and triumphant, answered, ‘Stoniersvillc, not C'urtisville. It's 
what my father deserves. It's all his doing ’ Then she broke 
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down completely, and was escorted with exaggerated solicitude» 
by most of the women present, to her bedroom. 

It was dark by the time the last of the guests left the house. 
Mrs Curtis lay in her bedroom with the lights off. Pamela 
walked with the van Reenens to the gate. Maisie was lachry- 
mose. ‘J suppose you'll be moving soon. 1 suppose you’ll forget 
all about Maisie.’ 

‘1 won't, Maisie, I'll never forget any of you. Besides, it’s 
probably all a fuss about nothing.’ 

But as she said the words Pamela shivered. She prayed that it 
wasn't a fuss about nothing; that her life would be altogether 
changed by the fortune that everyone was sure had been tossed 
overnight into her lap. 
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On her way to work the next morning, Pamela looked out of 
the bus window at the immense, glittering mine-dumps that 
reared their bulk here and Iheie along her route to town, each 
one covering tens of acres of ground, separating road from 
road, suburb from suburb. Previously she had taken them for 
granted; they were to be seen all over the southern suburbs 
and beyond, along the entiie Rand: they were as much a part 
of the city's scenery as its houses, blocks of Hats or railway 
lines. Now she m.irvelled at the cllort that had gone into th#* 
raising of these lifeless, n.ikcd demi-moimtains; she examined 
their wrinkled surfaces, from which nothing grew and otT which 
the light sparked in a hundred sharp glints of white, brown, 
cream, yellow, green. 

What had been done here would be done in the fields of the 
northern Free State: the dumps w'ould rise out of the ground, 
streets and buildings would grow around them, people Wi»L.id 
walk and drive through the streets. And all for gold! Gold 
which no one could eat, or make clothes of, or •'‘elter under, 
which could only be extracted from the earth, sent overseas, 
and then be buried again in vaults. Thei'c was something brutal 
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about the irrationality of it: strangely, for this very reason, the 
processes seemed to Pamela almost to have the appearance of 
being natural or inevitable, like birth or death. 

Pamela said nothing at work about her own interest in the 
latest strike, though it was the topic of conveisation of every- 
one in the office, from Benjamin Glickman down to the Afri- 
can youth who made the tea. 
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At Pamela's insistence, she and her mother went down to 
Kraankuil one weekend, some months later Pamela had never 
seen the place, and wanted to do so befoie the giound was 
finally sold to a firm of speculators who had ottered Mis C iirlis 
forty thousand pounds for it - it was their intention to cut the 
ground up and sell it in half-acre plots to potential house- 
owners. They N^cnl down by tiain, on a bitingly chill late- 
winter night in August 

As it made its wav through the darkness, the train momen- 
tarily illumined bristling rocks ami spikes of glass alongside 
the track, in the morning, peering from her bunk, Pamela saw 
the sun rising over a brown, treeless country, where dry mass 
alternated with the great squares of the stubble of mealic- 
helds, paler in colour than the grass Dusty double-tracks ran 
off at intervals from the railway, to isolated farmhouses around 
which no one stirred Tracks, wire fences, iron windmills all 
pointed away into the blue distances of the hori/on which 
averted itself slightly with the motion of the tram, but drew no 
nearer. 

Kraankuil was a dorp of small, iron-roofed buildings and 
disproportionately wide earth roads. F.very road ran straight 
towards the veld, the place was sunk into a pouch of the 
ground, and beyond it the veld lifted and sank in great shallow 
surges, with a momentum which it was impossible to believe 
had been stilled for ever. Of KraankuiPs new-found wealth 
there was as yet little sign, other than a rash of notices an- 
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nouncing ‘future developments on this site’, and the tall der- 
ricks of the drilling-teams at varying distances around the vil- 
lage. The derricks lifted themselves towards the sky, but failed 
to touch its hard, high, wintry surface, a single blue from hori- 
zon to horizon. 

No one in the dorp appeared to remember Mrs Curtis. She 
and Pamela had lunch in the little hotel, which was Afrikaans- 
owned, like almost everything else in the place, but which 
served the dreariest kind of English food: mulligatawny soup 
and watery steak and kidney pie. Then a taxi took them out to 
the ground, which was hardly more than a mile from the out- 
skirts of the dorp. 

When the taxi stopped Pamela jumped out of it and began to 
run. Her mothv.* moihJ hy the fence to the side of the road, with 
the taxi-driver, and shouted after her ‘Pam-e-la!' but the girl 
ran on through the veld, feeling on her cheeks and hands the 
coolness of the air, hearing the dry grass breaking under her 
feet, seeing the lemon-coloured sun jump and swing in the sky 
as her feet stumbled on stones and tusscKks. Spikes of grass 
thrust them.selves between her shoe and her instep, they tore at 
her sttKkings. She startled a bird from a bush, a few insects 
whirred away from her feet. She sang and shouted scraps of 
words, her mother's name, her father's; she called out ‘Who 
wants my gold?' and 'Forty thousand pounds!' I^ke a mad- 
W'oman. By the time she reached the top of the first slow rise 
away from the road she was quite out of breath; when she 
glanced back the car and the two figures standing by it looked 
tiny and forlorn. Behind them, at a distance, were a few of the 
low rooftops of Kraankuil, like abandoned shells on a shore; 
in front of her the veld sloped and rose, sloped and rose to the 
remote, gleaming horizon. The one or two isolated farmhouses 
that were visible appeared as small, as haphazard, as in.secure, 
as ships at sea. A wire fence »an into the distance, its strands 
and droppers dark in the sun. 

Then she saw an African herdsman’s hut, a few hundred 
yards away; a low building of mud walls with a | tched iron 
roof. Cautiously, she began to walk towards it. She hadn't gone 
far when a yellow, bony, long-tailed dog rose out of the grass 
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near the hut and began barking at her. She halted, afraid to 
come closer to it, afraid to turn her back on it. In the end, the 
dog turned its back on her; she saw the lip of its tail moving 
above the grass, back to the hut. She followed it, and when she 
was a little distance from the hut she called out, *Hullo, is any- 
body there?' 

The dog barked again: it was sitting on its haunches in the 
cleared space of reddish earth in front of the hut. A piece of 
sacking nailed to a cross-beam served as a door to the hut; this 
was pushed aside and an African woman came out, carrying a 
child slung on her back by a blanket. 

Pamela was relieved to see that it was a woman who had 
come out, and drev\ closer. The woman was very old: her 
cheeks W'ere deeply sunken, her body was bowed and frail, her 
ankle-length dress was filthy and torn. There were no shoes on 
her broad, hardened feel. She was moving her head in a strange 
way, from side to side, with an almost animtil-like weariness, as 
if sniffing the air, looking at Pamela and then past her, scan- 
ning a wide arc of the void. Pamela came to a stop abruptly. 
The woman was blind. 

Pamela simply wanted to run away, lolRee back to the road 
and the car. But the woman called out in a frightened, pene- 
trating voice, daar^* 

*Mdre/ Pamela answered, as she approached. Her Afrikaans 
was poor, but she went on haltingly, ‘Don't be afraid.’ 

'More, missus,' the woman answered, rcct)gni/ing Pamela as a 
white woman from hci voice ‘What d(x:s the missus look for?’ 

‘Nothing. I'm just walking past.’ 

They stood together in front of the hut. The baby was fast 
asleep, its head lolling back over the edge of the blanket that 
supported it. 

‘Is that your baby?’ 

‘No, missus, it’s my daughter's. I'm just looking after it while 
she's in the dorp." 

i‘Are you alone?’ 

‘Yes, missus, they’ve ail gone to the dorp' 

The woman’s eyes were a pale, clouded blue; iris and pupil 
were indistinguishable. At intervals she still moved her head 
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from side to side in the uncertain, searching movement that 
Pamela had noticed from a distance. Pamela stepped forward 
and took the woman's hand in her own. 

‘Here I am,' she said. 

The surprise of her touch ran through the woman’s body; 
her fingers struggled for a moment in Pamela's grasp, before 
they relaxed. ‘Ja, missus,’ she said calmly, reassured. She made 
no move to disengage her hand. 

Pamela asked, ‘Who does your family work for?’ 

‘Baas F.riksen, missus. He's the baas of this ground.’ The 
name was familiar to Pamela: it was that of the farmer who 
had rented the land from her mother. ‘His house is there, over 
the hull.' 

‘Have you lived here long?’ 

‘Many years, missus. 1 was living here in Baas Stonier’s 
time.’ 

Pamela withdrew her hand from the blind woman’s. She 
said quietly, ‘He was my grandfather.’ 

The woman did not seem to find this remarkable. Shaking 
her head ruefully, she told Pamela, ‘He was a very cross baas.’ 

The simplicity and directness of the recollection brought her 
grandfather closer to Pamela than anything else in the trip had 
done. ‘I never knew him He died before 1 was born.’ 

‘It is a long time, missus. I was young, like the iia:»sus. I can 
hear the missus is young.’ 

Pamela was intensely aware of the stillness of the air, of the 
strength of the sunliuht and its lack of warmth; with an inex- 
plicable vividness she saw the pale sticks of grass lying loose on 
the cleared patch of earth in front of the hut. It seemed to her 
that minutes passed before she spoke again. 

‘You've heard about the gold in Kraankuil?’ 

‘Ja, missus, I have heaid about it. They say there’s a lot of 
gold under the ground here.' 

‘They want to build houses here. You'll have to trek if they 
do.’ 

The woman shook her head. ‘I won't mind, missus.’ She 
laughed, show'ing two yellow teeth set in pink and blue gums. 
‘All places look the same to me.’ 
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Pamela laughed too, surprised by the joke and amused at 
it, admiring the woman for being able to make it. ‘Tm sorry 
my grandfather was so cross/ she said. Then, ‘I must go 
now.' She began to walk away, paused, and called out, 
‘Good-bye.’ 

‘Good-bye, missus.’ 

When Pamela began running the dog barked, but it did not 
follow her. At the top of the rise she saw that her mother and 
the taxi-driver had come through the wire fence and were look- 
ing for her. She turned and stared at the hut for the last time. 
There was no sign of the old woman. 

That night, as the train rattled and jogged back to Johannes- 
burg, Pamela, cr>ing and laughing at the same time, talking 
wildly, striking dramatic attitudes and abandoning them to sit 
in a heap in the corner of the compartment, told her mother 
that she wanted to go to university and take the degree in an- 
thropology that her father had never been able to take; she 
wanted to go and live in Cape Town, which was so much more 
beautiful than awful, stark Johannesburg; when she had taken 
her degree she wanted to travel abroad - ^o go to Lngland, to 
America, to Spain, everywhere; she wanted to buy dresses and 
jewels and horses and biH)ks; she wanted - she didn't know 
what she wanted, she was to4) stupid to know what she wanted. 
She was stupid, she was afraid, she hoped everything would be 
all right, she wished thev'd never found gold at Kraankuil, she 
was glad she would never see the place again. And why did 
that poor blind old woman have to move? 'I hey should give all 
their money to a charity - to a fund to help the Africans, or to 
stop all wars and injustice. 

Mrs Curtis listened to her patiently at first, nodding her 
head at some of Pamela's schemes and shaking it at others. But 
eventually she told the girl to pull herself togethci, that really 
she was just being childish and hysterical. There was nothing 
for her to worry about; everything was being looked after. 
MiS Curtis spoke confidently, feeling sorry for Pamela and yet 
finding something gratifying in her hysteria; it compared so 
unfavourably, she felt, with her own firmness and common- 
sense, her own strong grasp of their situation. 
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Since the news of the strike she had become much younger 
and brighter in appearance, and much more sure of herself, 
than she had been for many years. She had dealt competently 
and authoritatively with the lawyers, real estate men and 
vestment advisers she had had to consult; she had even put on 
weight. Pamela had seen the change and was grateful for it; 
sometimes she felt that that was by far the best thing their good 
fortune had yet done for them. 

When they were both lying in the beds that had been made 
up on their bunks, Mrs Curtis said decisively, ‘I think it’s a 
goixi idea for us to live in Cape Town. I've always loved the 
Cape. And you can go to the university.' Then she switched off 
the light. 

The next week Pamela handed in her notice to Mr Glick- 
man. She still had not told him or anyone else in the oflice of 
the change in her position, and she did not do so now. 


26 

F.ven b€ft)rc he recognized her, loel's attention had been drawn 
by the quickness of the gitl's siiide and the eagerness of her 
expression; her brow was open, her eves were bngiii, her lips 
were set in a faint, abstract cuive of contentment. He called 
out, ‘Pamela’. When she turned to sec who had called her, he 
stood back on the thri)nged pavement, looking at her, before 
coming forward. 

The puzzlement left her face as soon as she saw him. T 
thought I might have made a mistake.' she said. ‘Sometimes 
ymi think you hear people calling you, and it's just your imagi- 
nation.' Only then did she sa>. ‘Hullo, how are you?’ 

‘I'm very well. And I can sec that you're very well too 
You're looking -' Joel made a little gesture with his hands, and 
shook his head in admiration. He leaned forwar^^ and kissed 
her on the lips. 

Pamela did not move her head; she was still smiling ab- 
stractedly. Despite her smile, Joel apologized for what he had 
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just done. ‘I’m sorry. It’s just because you looked so happy and 
pretty.’ 

Then, because Joel had kissed her. and because she was leav- 
ing Johannesburg in a few weeks' time and so had nothing to 
lose, Pamela asked him, ‘Why haven't you phoned me all this 
time? Or come to see me? I was sure you would. 1 wanted you 
to, I was waiting for you to do it. 1 really was. And instead - 
nothing! Even when you came to the oflice those times you 
just said hullo and good-bye to me, and that was all. Why? 
Didn't you care about me at all? I was sure you did.’ 

Once she had spoken, it seemed natural and inevitable that 
they should be talking so dircctl> to one another. 

‘I have thought about you - often.' he answered. 

‘But not enough to make you do anything?* 

‘The more I think, the less 1 do.’ 

‘What do you mean? Because I'm not Jewish? Because I 
worked for your father? That's what I decided, in the end. I 
didn't think much of them as reasons, 1 must say. 1 don't mind 
because you're Jewish, why should you mind if I'm not? And I 
didn't have to keep on working for your fajjier, there arc plenty 
of other jobs.’ 

‘And^ you'd have changed your job for my sake?’ 

‘If you'd - if w'e'd decided that I should.' It was the first time 
she had hesitated. But she looked steadily at him, more steadily 
than he at her. 

He said, his voice jerking in mid-sentence, ‘It's difficult for 
me to explain.’ 

‘It must be,' she answered wryly. 

Neither of them spoke. People were passing continually, with 
a slap and click of feet on the pavement, a murmur of voices, a 
thrusting of bodies. Joel and Pamela fell themselves to be 
pushed, driven apart from tme another, an obstruction to 
others. But they did not move. 

‘I’m ashamed of myself.' Joel said. 

•Why?’ 

‘Because of the state I've been in. Because everything seems 
to me petty and useless and up to shit, and I never give it a 
chance to become anything else. Do you know what I mean? 
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Even you : I mean the prospect of having anything to do with 
you. I thought to myself, what’s the use of it? Leave the girl 
alone, don’t drag her into the mess you’re in. E.specially as 
there 'd be so much additional mess and complication, anyway, 
what with you being a xhiksa, and my father’s typist, and all 
that. You have to have conviction to deal with that kind of 
thing, and conviction's just what 1 haven't got. And not only 
about you: about everything.' 

Joel had raised his voice at first, so much so that one or two 
passers-by had turned to look at him. But by the end he was 
muttering; when he had finished he looked at Pamela with 
such an unhappy, self-absorbed, fixed stare that she felt almost 
alarmed for him. Yet she was angered, too, by his words. She 
had spoken •»» him nov about his refu.sal to have any- 

thing to do with her after Rachel's party, but there had been 
nothing bold about her feelings at the time. She had felt hurt, 
rebuffed, snubbed, even betrayed. She had not forgiven him for 
it; and nothing he had just said had made her feel she should 
do so now. 
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‘1 don't know what it is,' Joel said to her later. ‘I don't even 
know the words to describe it. It's as though 1 can't do any- 
thing, 1 can't give m>self to anything, identify myself with any 
thing. Anything at all. 1 don’t know what's the matter with me. 
Half the time 1 walk around thinking I must be sick up here.’ 
He tapped himself on the forehead, mockingly. Yet he went on, 
‘Honestly. I'm not being funny. I'm not even trying to be in- 
teresting. Interesting! 1 can't think of anything more bloody 
boring.’ 

‘Look, everywhere you go you see people committed lo 
something or other. Look at my family. My father, he's com- 
mitted lo making a living, and being a respectafc member of 
the community, and a big-shot on his Zionist committees. 
Rachel, she's committed to all kinds of contradictory things - 
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to marrying someone and settling down in a nice bourgeois 
way, and to being keen on my cousin Jonathan, and to making 
everyone think that she's really very perceptive and sensitive 
underneath. My mother, she's committed to seeing her children 
happy, or pretending that they're happy, and to helping her 
hopeless brother along. So that's my family. And at the univer- 
sity there are hundreds of people who're committed to having 
a gay time, or to getting installed into their careers, and there 
are a couple of dozen who're committed to big radical politics. 
And me? Nothing. Nothing! Just to making a nuisance of my- 
self.' He unclasped his hands and sat back from the table, on 
which stood a teapot, a plate of cakes, and their empty cups. 
‘What about you? What are you committed to? Typing?’ 

Pamela thought for a moment before answering. Then, apo- 
logetically, she said, T suppose I'm just committed to whatever 
happens to me.’ 

‘But you make things happen to you, don’t you? Everyone 
does.’ 

‘Not everyone,’ she answered, thinking of what had recently 
happened to her. ‘Not eveiything. 1 just want to take advantage 
of what does happen.’ 

‘And when it's unpleasant?’ 

‘That'too. I'd hate to miss anything because I was afraid it 
might be unpleasant.’ 

‘And when it's trivial?’ 

Pamela shrugged, smiling at the question. ‘I'd hate more to 
miss anything because I was afraid it might be trivial. How can 
you tell? How do you know what a whole lot of trivialities put 
on top of each other might amount to?’ 

They might amount to a life,’ Joel answered. ‘That’s what 
I'm afraid of. Look at the careers people want to take up. Law 
- all right, law - so they work, work, work, and one day they’ll 
be able to put KC behind their names, or even be judges. And 
the academic ones - they work, work, work, so that one day 
they^ll be professors. And the Dram Soc ones work, work, 
work, so that one day they might be actors with their names in 
lights. And the others, work, work, work, so that one day they'll 
be heads of waterworks departments, or engineers on the gold 
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mines, or doctors in Lister Buildings charging five guineas a 
time. And that's all. That's it. That’s the best you can hope for, 
until finally you drop dead. And these are the lucky ones, the 
rich ones, the ones at university,. with opportunities and privi- 
leges. And all the others? It all seems so mean and pointless, 
it's all on such a petty, trivial scale, it drives me mad.’ 

Pamela listened attentively. His words did not seem so un- 
reasonable to her - though she thought he was leaving out 
more than she could begin to explain - but his manner did. It 
was both frantic and lifeless; it was absorbed and yet restless, 
almost shifty. He took a cake from the plate in front of him 
and went on talking, through a mouthful of crumbs. Pamela 
watched that too. 

‘And ihat'^j nul :I.c worst of it,' he .said. The worst is that I 
simply can't imagine anything being on any other scale. Do 
you knov/ what 1 mean? And this is where I fall out with the 
politicals, the radicals and ('ommunists at any rate - I mean, 
quite apart from what Stalin is actually doing in Russia, which 
I just start swearing about whenever 1 argue with ihem. No, 1 
mean when they talk generally, when they start coming with 
their ideas as such, when they talk about moulding the future, 
changing the world, making history. 'I hen 1 ask myself what I 
will be, what will m\ life be like when they're finished with 
their moulding and making. And the answer K' ^hat I'll still 
be me; 1 can't become anyone else: 1 may be richer or poorer, 
or 1 may be in a concentration camp, or 1 may be dead. But 
if I'm alive I'll still be bound by the things that bind me now, 
becau.se they're not just out there in society or the economic 
system; they're right in me, they're part of me. 

‘When I say this people tell me to stop thinking about myself 
for a minute or two, if I can. But everybody is a self to himself, 
if you get what 1 mean. And the radicals hate that, really; they 
can't stand it; they want cvei>biMjy to be agglomerated with 
every one el.se in one big thing which they can call history oi 
the future. That's their way out. But 1 had enough of being 
agglomerated in the army, thank you very mu 'u And any 
other kind is just a delusion - there i.sn't any other kind — there 
are only doctors and lawyers and chairmen of waterworks 
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commissions and the poor devils minding the machines in my 
old man's factory. 

‘No,’ Joel said, ‘the only way we can be enlarged - if that’s 
the word - is through religion. Not through politics or careers. 
And I've got no religion. I've never had one, and I don't believe 
I ever will. I'm even more incapable of believing in God than I 
am of walking on my hands across the Kalahari. So what do 1 
do? How do I get out? How do I escape?’ 

Pamela waited until it was clear that he had at last finished; 
then she said, as off<handedly and insultingly as she could, 
‘Don't ask me.’ 

Joel looked angrily at her: they stared at each other like two 
people who had just had a quarrel. ‘Who do you think you are, 
anyway?' Pamela demanded fiercely. ‘Why should you escape? 
Why should you complain and hide away from everything be- 
cause it isn't big enough or good enough for you? Perhaps 
you’re the one who isn't big enough or good enough to find 
anything worthwhile. Has that ever occurred to you? I don't 
suppose you've ever thought that some people do what they do 

- whatever it is - for the sake of what they're doing, and do it 
as well as they can because that’s exactly thfi* way to make it 
worthwhile. You're just afraid of being ordinary, that's the 
trouble whh you - and because you're afraid, you're less than 
ordinary, you're nothing at all. I haven’t got any sympathy 
with you, really I haven't.’ 

She had spoken so violently that a heavy tress of hair had 
sagged half-way down her forehead. Joel watched her fingers 
pushing back the curve of it. It was only when she lowered her 
hand that he answered her. ‘I don't know why you're .shouting 
at me. I told you I was ashamed of myself. I’ve always thought 

- what I’ve been saying - is my failure, not just -’ he gestured 
ironically - ‘the world’s.’ 

‘I’m no? shouting. And I do feel .sorry for you,’ Pamela ad- 
mitted. ‘But I'm sure I'm right - to be afraid of being ordinary 
is worie than being ordinary.’ 

‘Aren’t you afraid of it? Of being ordinary?’ 

‘I know I'm not.' She blu.shed at the boast, then, in extenua- 
tion of it, she said, ‘To myself I'm not, 1 can't be.’ 
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'Actually, I don’t think you are. At all.’ Deflatingly, he 
added, ‘My father's not going to find another typist like you 
again.’ 

Pamela took no offence at the remark. ‘Who has he got?’ she 
asked. 

Joel smiled at her immediate quick curiosity about her suc- 
cessor in the office. ‘Some Afrikaans girl. Married. Mous- 
tached.’ 

‘She sounds attractive.’ 

‘Oh, she is. I’m phoning her this evening.’ He picked up his 
spoon, stirred it m his empty cup, and let it lie against the side 
of the cup. ‘Tell me, Pamela, is it loo late to phone you now?’ 

She did not answer. He looked up at her, met her eyes for a 
moment, then ! despondently away. 

‘Have you got someone else?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘But you don't fancy me.’ 

‘Not any more. It doesn’t matter anvway.' .She paused, won- 
dering whether or not to tell him about what had happened to 
her, of the money that had come to her mother, and how' it had 
come, and of their impending move to Cape I'own. Her im- 
pulse to remain silent was vindictive: after the way he had 
treated her and just spoken to her, she wanted him to think her 
as simply living m Johannesbuig. poor, available, and yet de- 
termined to have nothing to do with him. for sufficient reasons. 
But her impulse it) speak was vindictive, too: she wanted him 
to know, before she finally left him, left his town, that she was 
no longer just a tvpist. Neither impulse distressed her at all; 
she smiled, thinking of choosing between them. 

‘What's the joke?' 

Still she hesitated. Then she chose. 

He listened with great cuiiosiiv to her story, and when she 
had finished he said wholeheartedly. ‘What a wonderful thing 
to have happened! Onlv in Soulli Africa - as they always say. 
When my father told me you w'erc leaving 1 thought that it was 
just because you were bored, or had been offered more money 
el.sewherc, or something. But this i.s special, a bit of fortune, it 
really is.' 
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•Thank 3 tou,* Pamela said, gratified by his response. *1 want 
to make it really fortunate. I don’t know how - yet.* 

‘Perhaps someone will show you. I’ve certainly missed my 
chance.* 

'Don't miss any more. Joel. I’ve hated seeing you like this, 
and hearing you complain and look so miserable. It seems such 
a waste. You can do as much with yourself as anyone else can; 
you can be as happy as anyone else. And it doesn’t matter if 
that isn’t very much, or isn’t very happy.’ She stood up; be- 
fore he had managed to get to his feet she leaned over the 
table and kissed him quickly. ‘Good-bye. Joel.’ 

He was standing now. Very slightly, as if warning him not to 
follow her. she shook her head. She made her way between the 
glass-topped tables and the wicker chairs around them, past the 
counter and display shelves of sweets and cigarettes, and into 
the bright strip of sunlight that lay at the door of the caf6. 
The sunlight diminished her in an instant, turned her into a 
shadow. Then she was gone. 


28 ' 

Joel did ifot move from the place for almost another hour He 
ordered some more tea and let it grow cold, he sipped at it 
and put it aside with disgust, ten minutes later he absent- 
mindedly drank it down. 

What he had said to Pamela of his state of mind was true; 
the recoil or paralysis of will he was sulfenng from had atlected 
in greater or lesser degree everything he had done, or tried to 
do, or failed to do, since he had last seen her He had enrolled 
at the Witwatersrand University to do a B A , ostensibly as a 
preparation for taking law. Flush with government money he 
had left home and rented a single-roomed flat on Hospital 
Hill; he had bought a second-hand car from Jonathan, as well 
as a record-player, some clothing, some prints to hang on his 
wall, and many books. His work - he was majoring in politics 
and philosophy - was interesting enough and never arduous; 
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there were films and occasionally plays to watch, there were 
parties to go to, plenty of opportunities for drinking, swim- 
ming, picnicking, tennis-playing. When he put himself out he 
was as successful with girls he could reasonably expect to 
be, and he had made a few friends among his fellow-students 
and some of the younger members of the university staff. 

Every day should have been restless with possibilities; every 
evening should have gleamed with chance. Instead, his days 
were tedious, his evenings anxious; he slept too heavily at night 
and woke with difficulty in the mornings. He did not know 
what to do with himself. 

Sometimes he worked hard, driving himself through his 
books, attending lectures and tutorials regularly, winning 
alphas for his essay*- At other times, for vseeks. he did no work 
at all; he let whole mornings go b> while he idled in the sun- 
shine on the steps of the universit\\ C entral Block, or played 
penny-penny, like a child, with i>thcr loafers, on the flat con- 
crete roof of the changing-rooms of the university swimming 
bath. He got violently drunk at the parties he went to; he sat 
for hours in the Plaza cinema, where there were continuous 
performances frc'im ten in the morning, and where thc> showed 
old pictures like Kini: Konn and Roman St andiils\ he read the 
local newspapers and the journals from England with a minute 
obsessive attention and mans fierce useless opinions - follow- 
ing especially, as if condemned to do so. the bloody course of 
events in Palestine, and the development of the (Opening stages 
of the cold war; he went home and had short loud arguments 
with his brother and sister, or with his father, on ans topic that 
presented itself; he drove endlcssls in his car, on his own, 
among the hills around the city, usually at speeds which he 
knew neither the brakes nor the steering of the car could con- 
tend with. 

All the time he was chafed by a barren exasperated self- 
doubt, an inflamed sense of his own puniness and isolation 
which his way of life could only exacerbate, and which yet 
made him feel totally incapable of adopting with conviction 
any other. Nor was it just his family or the people at the uni- 
versity from whom he fell himself sundered, among whom he 
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felt himself estranged and powerless. If, in the course of his 
reading, he came across a reconstruction of the wanderings of 
the Bushmen and Bantu tribes of Southern Africa, hundreds of 
years before; if he happened to look up at the sky and see 
there the dark blue and white vistas of the summer storm- 
clouds calmly forming and dissolving: if he remembered 
vividly scenes from Egypt and Italy, and thought of the armies 
of men and machines he had seen assembled there, all now 
dispersed: if he studied a leaf he had casually plucked from a 
tree or an insect that jumped out of the grass on to his hand; 
if he passed the noisy queues of Africans waiting for their 
buses in Noord Street every morning - then he felt himself to 
be a mere disconnected, irritated pinpoint of consciousness; 
nothing but a speck, a dot, a superfluity. 
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For some days, some weeks even, after meeting Pamela, Joel 
expected, irrationally but confidently, to sec her again. The ex- 
pectation was so strong that there were limes when, in some 
arbitrarily .chosen, nondescript street, he would linger in the 
hope of seeing her come out of a shop or gelling off a bus; 
when he bought a ticket for the cinema he turned and looked 
back along the queue, with a greeting for her ready on his lips. 
He imagined clearly what she would look like, with her high 
colour, black hair and slender neck, how she would smile, 
showing her large, white teeth. He even told himself that in 
the future, because they had met there, that street, this park 
bench, the foyer of that cinema, would always be associated for 
him with her presence. 

Invariably, he was disappointed. Pamela did not appear in 
front of him; afterwards those arbitrarily chosen places re- 
minded him only of the faint sweet image of her in his mind, 
Sind of his own desire to see her again, growing fainter with 
every week that passed. 



Part Four 


1 

Professor Viljoen was a small, bald, lined, ill-shaven man, with 
a few wisps of brown hair trailing untidily over the crown of 
his head and over the shafts of his metal-rimmed glasses. He 
walked w'ith a slight limp; he dressed invariably in a faded 
sports coat and a pair of creased flannels. He was so dim a 
figure that in the n** ‘»-noons. when the curtains of the lecture- 
room were draw'n against the brightness of the sun, his outline 
seemed almost blurred against the wall behind him. He spoke 
in a high hesitant voice with a strong Afrikaans accent, and he 
sneezed often. There v\as nothing in the least impressive in his 
outward manner and appearance; but Joel, having gone more 
or less b> chance at the beginning of his second year to one of 
Viljt^en's tutorials, went by choice to those that followed. 

Viljoen was giving a seminar on the ‘scramble for Africa’. 
Painstakingly, implacably, he explained and analyzed the 
effects of the ancient national enmities of fuiropc. of the power 
of new methods of productiim, communication and warfare, of 
fantasies of wealth greater than an> which Kimberley and the 
Witwatersrand had alreadx revealed, of debased Darwinian 
notions of race and blomi, of missionary zeal, of wild dreams 
of personal and imperial aggrandizement. Joel. Peter Dewes, 
who was his special friend in the group and whose admiration 
b)r Viljoen had first drawn Joel into it, and several other young 
men and women sat and listened, made notes, leaned back in 
their creaking chairs, asked questions, glanced out of the win- 
dows at the blue sky and at pigeons strutting and mating on the 
ledges of adjoining buildings, and looked again with curiosity 
at the grey, hesitating Afrikaner who spoke with a*' intensity 
that seemed always to demand from the cla.ss a response to the 
subject as passionate and as precise as his own. 


129 



One thing that disappointed Joel was that his essays did not 
win him higher marks. The amount of work he did for Vil- 
joen would have won him better grades, he knew, in the 
other subjects he was still taking in a desultory, high school 
fashion. 

In class, Joel was usually silent and often puzzled - puzzled 
especially that the zeal Viljoen brought to his subject should 
have had so little that was in any obvious way reformist or 
hortatory about it. How was it possible, Joel wondered, to have 
so little faith in the capacity of men to order their lives ration- 
ally, and yet to care so much that what they did should be 
understood as fully as possible? One Friday afternoon, how- 
ever, it seemed to Joel that he at last came close to grasping 
the kind of demand Viljoen made of his subject, and the de- 
mand he let it make of him. It was an afternoon which changed 
his life, Joel used to say wryly, later - though in a way he had 
never anticipated and of which Viljoen would probably have 
disapproved, had he known of it. 

The lecture itself was not a particularly interesting one. Vil- 
joen was distracted and irritable; he cut questioners short; 
several times he referred the class to his ow'h books, as if to 
indicate to them that he found what he was saying boring and 
repetitive.' In turn, the class was listless and querulous: Joel 
felt irritated with himself for having looked forward so eagerly 
to this dry, unengaging period of time He sat and scratched 
with his pen at the blank open page in front of him, drawing 
squares and faces. For the third or fourth time he heard Vil- 
joen say, ‘Fve dealt fully with that j>oint in the second volume 
of my Backfiround. I beg those of you wht) haven't rca<l the 
book yet please to do so. It will save me a great deal of lime.’ 
Of course everyone in the class claimed to have read the study, 
and Viljoen knew this; so the remark was intended to be in- 
sulting, and everyone knew that, too. 

Joel put down his pen, looked up, and found himself staring 
into Viljoen’s eyes. The professor blinked. ‘Have you read the 
book, Mr Glickman?' 

The question startled Joel. What had his expression be- 
trayed? He felt himself flushing, and settling into a ponderous, 
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inert obstinacy, *No,* he said like a child, spiting himself in 
order to spite the others. 

Viljoen looked away. ‘No? You’ve mentioned it often 
enough in your essays.’ 

‘I mean, I haven’t read all of it,’ Joel mumbled, like a child 
caught out. 

‘I’m sorry that I failed to hold your attention to the end.’ 
Viljoen’s voice seemed to curve elaborately around its own un- 
necessary ironies. ‘But I suppose I should be grateful if you’ve 
taken the trouble to read the parts you've referred to.’ 

The class tittered; Joel grinned stupidly at his desk. Viljoen 
went on with what he had been speaking about before: he 
spoke with a little more vigour. Joel hardly attended to what he 
was .saying. But he .u., aware that the personal quality of the 
exchange between them had affected the temper of the class: it 
was roused now, but irresponsible. He heard Viljoen saying, in 
response to some interruption, ‘Yes, it is awful - if that's the 
word you want to use - that the past is irreviKable. It would be 
even more awful if it weren't.' Again Joel's attention lapsed. 
Then one of the students at the back said grumblingly, ‘The 
trouble with history is that there's just too much of it.' 

Viljoen answered, ‘Not in your head, there isn't, Mr Powell.* 

This time the class shouted with laughter, like so many 
school children. Powell was the sullen clown of the class: a 
moustached, balding, long-legged ex-soldier, who always sat 
slumped and impatient at the back of the room, never taking 
a note; instead he passed his time slowly revolving his green 
trilby hat upside down on his desk in front of him, as if it were 
some kind of steering wheel.' 

Viljoen waited until the laughter had subsided, then w’ent on, 
as if in apology for his retort, ‘Actually there's something you 
should never forget about the subject you're supposed to be 
studying. Mr Powell. It is this: If the past really does oppress 
you becau.se there's so much of it. if - if,' he repeated, with 
ironic emphasis, ‘you feel yourself crushed and insignificant in 
comparison with it, it’s there to crush you. after a. only be- 
cause you have the power to remember it. And what's true of 
of the human past,’ he went on, after a pau.se, ‘is also true of 
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the natural world, in a way. There's a sense in which we can 
say that we actually call it into being by our consciousness of 
it, even though it exists beyond us.* 

He was speaking earnestly, though he had begun as if he 
were doing no more than continue the joking, informal ex- 
change with the students into which the lesson had lapsed. 
‘You'll have realized, of course, that I've merely been para- 
phrasing Pascal on the subject of the thinking reed. How docs 
the passage go?' He looked up hopefully. If it was one peda- 
gogic trick of his to speak at times as if his class were com- 
posed entirely of dunces, it was another on other (xrcasions to 
pretend that his listeners had read and could recall fully as 
much as himself. 

No one in the class offered to help him with the quotation, 
so, with a duck of his head, he gave it to them. ‘“If the uni- 
verse were to crush him. man would still be nobler than his 
killer. For he knows that he is dying, and that the universe has 
the advantage over him; the universe knows nothing of this." ' 

The class was silent. Slightly embarrassed by his interpola- 
tion, and yet pleased with the effect of it, Viljjocn went back to 
the subject of the lesson. Joel sat with his face lifted, wondering 
and grateful. The words he had just heard seemed to have been 
spoken straight to him. He, too, was just such another point of 
con.sciousness : that was what he had fretted and complained 
against. But he was a centre, a source of power, a focus of 
understanding; his was the force that drew the wt)rld into a 
constellation around him, now, even as he sat there Buildings 
and voices, pigeons and blue sky, the creaking of chairs and the 
sight of Viljoen’s tense, frail face, the dead Germans and 
Hereros in South West Africa of whom Viljocn was speaking - 
as if the movement of his mind were a physical one, Joel felt it 
darting and swerving, picking up w(>rds and images, letting 
them drop, diverted, then returning again. All, everything was 
his; everything that was thrust against him he could make his 
own. 

Yet everything existed beyond him, indifferent to him, un- 
alterable and irreversible. How were the two truths, the two 
visions, to be reconciled? 
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With Viljocn before him it seemed to Joel that the professor 
himself provided a living answer to the question Surely in his 
work Viljoen used to the utmost his awareness and understand- 
ing not just because they belonged to him, because they re- 
flected credit upon him, because they gave him power and 
position, but because at some level they, loo, simply belonged 
to the world, were a part of it like the pigeons and the build- 
ings and the blue sky over them It was at that level that the 
inner and outer worlds could meet and coalesce, at that level 
only, that private effort could become part of a shared, public 
truth 

Joel waited impatiently for the session to end, as if imme- 
diately It were over he would be able to rush out and begin a 
new extraordin try one filled with a personal involvement 
so total as to be dispassionate and disinterested, so unregard- 
ing of self as to be fully expressive of everything within him At 
last the class came to its end Viljoen made for the door, with 
his quick limping stnde In the corridor outside Joel overtook 
him He did not know what he was going to say uruil he had 
said it ‘I 11 try to do better 

Viljoen did not seem surprised at this sudden absurd avowal. 
‘I ve ilways thought you could do better I haven t been satis- 
fied with vour written work Not in the least He limped away, 
leaving Joel staring after him 
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In spite of Viljoen s schoolni istcrlv rebuke, Joel was still 
vaguely exilted a he walked with Dewes towards the tea- 
room, after the Ice lure Peter Devses was short, plump, fair- 
haired and heavily freckled, ev n the backs of his hands were 
blotched with rust coloured freckles His eyebrows were hardly 
visible on his forehead his eves were pale blue, his mouth was 
pink and moist When he spoke he fluttered his hat , when he 
listened he cocked his head to one side He looked effete, 
schoolboy ish and sly, but Ji>cl, who had met him for the first 
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time in Helwan Transit Camp, in Egypt, respected and even 
envied him in many ways. One of the things for which Joel 
envied him was that he had established himself, without much 
apparent difficulty, as Viljocn's best student of the year. 

Joel was silent, trying to preserve his uplifted spirit from 
contamination by the ordinariness of the afternoon; Peter was 
grumbling about the weekend he would be spending with his 
mother, who was up from Port Elizabeth on a visit. 

He went on grumbling almost all the way to the tearoom. 
•One damn uncle and aunt after another. Lots of talk about the 
stock exchange. Endless complaints about how cheeky the 
kaffirs are getting nowadays. Reminiscences of great booze-ups 
during the war. when my Uncle Arthur was a major in the 
Sappers and my Aunt Mattie did great work in the SAWAS. 
Small cousins dancing and reciting and asking for lucky- 
packets. Respectful reference to my “studies'*, and remarks on 
how I get it from my father, who, being the headmaster of 
Lady Cranbourne Junior School, must clearly be a man of pro- 
found intellect. Oh Gtxi!' Peter wailed comically, ‘I suppose all 
middle-classes are awful But the South African bourgeoisie!’ 
He turned his beseeching, mischievous blue eyes on Joel. 'Do 
you think they have such small vocabularies because there arc 
so few things for them to talk about, or do they have so few 
things to talk about because their vix:abularies are so small?’ 

Joel laughed. ‘Ask for a grant to do some research on it.’ 

‘I wish I could - it's a real subject. You should hear my 
Aunt Mattie!’ 

He led the way into the tearoom, a long, low prefabricated 
wooden hut, with large windows through w'hich the sun came 
in on one side. The place was almost empty. Only a few of the 
tables were occupied by groups of students talking quietly, 
though many of the other tables, rangc'd in rows, were littered 
with used cups, Coca Cola bottles, dirty plates. The warm still 
air was laden with the smell of the lunches that had been served 
a couple of hours earlier. At one end of the self-service counter 
a .silver tea-urn hissed somnolently to it.scif; at the other, be- 
hind the cash register, an elderly woman sat as immobile as the 
Pekinese puppy asleep on the counter beside her. 
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Dewes grimaced as they stepped into the room. 'Let’s take 
our stuff outside, for heaven’s sake.’ 

But Joel said, ‘Hey, there's Leon Friedbcrg. Do you know 
him? And look who he's talking to.’ 

‘I don't like that man, Preiss,' Peter muttered. ‘And as for his 
little Rosa Luxembourg!’ His hands wriggled at the ends of his 
cuffs, but he restrained the gesture, in case the others might 
guess he was talking of them. 

‘I must go and talk to Leon,’ Joel said. ‘1 haven't seen him 
for months.' 

He and Peter went to the counter, helped themselves to Coca 
Cola and sandwiches, and paid the woman, who blinked resent- 
fully at them for disturbing her. 1 hen they carried their trays 
to the table, at wh‘ >> were sitting Bertie Preiss, Adela Klein, 
Leon Lriedbcrg, and a slight, bare-armed, black-haired girl 
with a strikingly smooth, tanned complexion, >^hom Joel had 
never seen before. She glanced up as he approached - her eyes 
were a light, sharp brown in colour, like a stone seen through 
sunlit water - and in the glint of that glance Joel's exaltation 
and confidence suddenly fused in his breast, almost painfully, 
around a hard bead of attention. 

He and Peter sat down ‘What you doing here?* Joel asked 
Leon Blusteringly, boisterously, he turned to Bertie. ‘And what 
are you doing - talking to a bourgeois nationalist bke Leon? 
Leave the Zionists alone, they’re no gotxi to you. Go and nag 
the Africans!’ 

‘You’re in a blocxly go(xl humour,’ Adela said, offended, 
shifting with a display of much effort her chair, her books and 
her files to make room for the newcomers. But Bertie was 
merely amused by the jeer: he took it as a tribute to 
the reputation he had already managed to establish for 
himself on the campus, though he had been there for only a few 
months. 

‘Leon, you don't know Peter Dewes?' loel siiid. ‘Peter, this is 
Leon Priedberg, an old school chum of mine, now a Zionist.’ 

Leon and Peter nodded at one another Leon po. ed to the 
girl at his side. ‘Her name's Natalie. She woiks in our office in 
town.’ 
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‘Natalie,’ Joel repeated. 

He and the girl exchanged another glance; slowly, her full 
lips parted in a smile, revealing a gleam of gold in one of her 
front teeth. She sat with her elbows on the table and her chin 
propped on her clasped hands: a posture that was half-indo- 
lent, half-aggressive. Her head was small and round; her hair 
neatly followed the curve of her skull, the ends coming forward 
a little, to touch her neck just below her ears. The grain of her 
skin showed up most clearly there, Joel saw; then he was 
afraid to look longer at her. ‘So what are you doing here?' he 
asked Leon, again. 

‘I was talking to the SZA, at their lunch-hour meeting.’ 

‘Oh, I'm sorry I didn't know about it - I'd have come to hear 
you. Was it a success?’ 

‘It was all right.’ 

‘Leon spoke very well,' the girl put in. Her voice was high. 
She sat back, laying her small, brown hands Hat on the table. 
Their nails were bitten close; when she became aware that 
Joel was looking at them she quickly drew her fingers m, half- 
clenching her fists. Again their eyes met .She looked mutinous- 
ly at him, her jaw set firmly. He saw the di<tonccrting light- 
ness of her eyes, her clenched fingers on the table, the swell of 
her breast'in her white short-sleeved blouse. He wanted to tell 
her that he didn't mind if she bit her nails: w'hy shouldn't she? 
Instead he turned to Leon. 

‘Did you make any recruits?' 

‘I don't know yet,' Leon laughed. 

‘I hope not,' Adela said shortly. 

Natalie transferred her ga/e to AdeJa, looking at her with an 
intent, silent hostility. Meaning to take the girl aback by the 
deliberate simplicity of his question, Ji>cl asked her, ‘Why do 
you look so cross?’ 

He felt angered and exposed, having made a fool of himself, 
when she ignored him. F*ortunatcly, Adela immediately as- 
sumed that his question had been directed to her. 

‘Why do you think?' she demanded. ‘It's incredible that in- 
telligent people could associate themselves with a movement 
like Zionism. Tribalism, that's all it is, barbarism 1 ’ 
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‘Rubbish ! ’ Leon answered. 

Both Adela and Bertie began talking at once; in the hubbub 
Natalie leaned forward. ‘I'm not cross/ she said to Joel, in her 
high, small voice. ‘I'm shy.’ Peter Dewes was the only one, 
other than Joel, to hear her. He looked at the girl, then at 
Joel, a frown on his freckled brow. 
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In the squalid, familiar disorder of the tearoom, the afternoon 
seemed to lean, to yawn, to lie recumbent around them. The 
sun sank Iov\er. its • coming in more directly through the 
windows on the west, where, in the distance, they could see the 
while houses and green trees of the suburb of Parktown. They 
gossiped, smoked, made jokes, argued. Years later, when they 
used phrases like ‘When I was at Wits', or ‘When 1 was a stu- 
dent’, as often as not the image that came into their minds was 
of just such afternoons of idleness and talk, confused together 
and yet vivid in recollection, as if all the afternoons had been 
one, and it had been a single, changing grt>up which had 
gathered over tables laden with empty cups, bottles and open 
packets of cigarclles, books and papers pushed to one side. 
And with that image lhe\ remembered, loo. an undirected 
sense of hope, expectancy and self-impoitance, which had been 
indistinguishable, in a curious way, from anxiety and discon- 
tent. 

'Fhe argument between Leon on one side and Adela and 
Bertie on the other renewed itself intermittently - Leon accus- 
ing the others of deceiving themselves about the revolutionary 
potentialities of the situation in South .Africa, and about the 
role w'hich they, as Jews, could rJ‘*y *1* ^be others accusing 
Leon of narrowness, cowardice and reaction. Surreptitiously, 
Ji>cl studied Natalie; he knew that she knew he was looking at 
her. though she pretended to be indillcrent. Dewes lened to 
the argument; he, too, glanced curiously at Natalie from time 
to lime. 
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'It isn't a question of me denying my Jewishness,* Bertie 
summed up his position at one point, firmly, dogmatically, 
turning his spectacled face to look chalicngingly at each of 
them in turn. ‘There's nothing there for me to deny. This 
Jewishness you people keep talking about isn't a religion, it 
isn't a real nationalism because the nation doesn't exist, it's not 
a scKial force or class. What is it then? A habit? A burrow you 
hide inside? Or is it a prison that you've let other people drive 
you into, and that you're now afraid to leave? I live here and 
I'm going to stay here and I'm going to do as I please: I'm not 
going to let anyone tell me what my social role must be. I've 
chosen it. My job is to understand the way the class struggle 
is developing here, and to help the progressive forces emerge 

‘That you hope will emerge.' Leon interiupled him. 

Bertie shook his head. ‘No, that 1 know are emerging, that 
have to emerge because we've reached a particular stage of in- 
dustrial and social development. All sorts of exciting things arc 
going to happen in the next few years - and you expect me to 
get worked up about some fantastic, archaic, imperiali.st, 
racialist scheme in the Middle Last! Not on your life I’ 

‘Never! ' Adela echoed fervently. 

Bertie leaned over and patted her hand in mt>cking approval 
and pla^ation. The others laughed at the gesture, and Adela 
coloured. But she took his hand and held it, and he let it lie 
in hers, on the table. 

‘Don't I deserve a pat?' Leon asked Natalie. Reluctantly, as 
if drawn from a distance, the girl patted him i>n the back. Leon 
smiled w'ith pleasure, showing his teeth under his moustache. 
Joel thought he looked fatuous; then he realized that he found 
the sight of Leon's plump, smiling face objectionable because 
he was jealous. 

So he vented his irritation on Bertie and Adela. ‘You realize 
that forty years ago in Poland and Russia the Jewish intellec- 
tuals were having exactly the same argument with one another 
as >ou and Leon. Fixactly. It takes a long time for some things 
to reach us, doesn't it? Only then it wasn't the Africans but 
those wonderful Russian peasants and workers whose great 
seizure of power was going to dispose of the Jewish problem. 
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settle it happily for everybody - according to the people who 
spoke as you do. And where are they today? The ones Hitler 
didn't kill, Stalin killed. He's still killing them, now, while we're 
sitting here. You people never learn, do you?’ 

‘Ach, Joel,' Bertie exclaimed, ‘i’ve told you twenty times why 
things went wrong in Russia 

Joel pushed his chair away from the table. ‘When can I come 
to the hachsharah'V he asked Leon, across the distance he had 
just put between them. 

‘Whenever you like,’ Leon replied. ‘I was going to ask you 
why you haven’t been to see us. You said you would.’ 

‘I’ve been meaning to and meaning to. I never do the things 
I mean to do.* 

‘T he Hamlet o^ 1]( p^tal Hill,’ Peter said, laughing. 

‘It's more than a year you've been back,' Leon said reproach- 
fully. 

‘Don’t remind me,’ Joel pulled a face. ‘It's gone, and I’ve got 
absolutely nothing to show for it. The Oblomov of Observa- 
tory - that’s me.' 

‘Who’s Oblomov?’ Natalie asked. 

Joel was glad she did not know. ‘A fellow in a Russian novel 
who slept his life away ' 

‘It sounds like heaven,’ Peter said. 

‘Don't you believe it! ' Joel exclaimed. He added, ‘Anyway, I 
know you don't. You! Viljocn's blue-cycd boy! You can go 
straight ahead you'll gel a first, and then do honours, and 
then go to England and get more firsts, and then be a professor 
somewhere 

Joel felt a pressure on his foot as if someone were nudging 
him to slop talking The thought that it might be Natalie came 
an instant later. Then, glancing down discreetly, he saw that it 
was just the Pekinese from the counter, snuffling about under 
the table. He bent down and pkked it up, holding it over the 
table, smiling into its tiny, receding, black-nosed face, its 
alarmed, protuberant e>cs, in which blue glints shone. It 
wriggled in his hands: through its fur he could ft • its frail 
bones sliding, slithering, as it struggled to escape. ‘Hey, Chiang 
Kai-shek,' he said, ‘What's your social role?’ 
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•Come to mommy! Come to mommy!* the woman at the 
counter called indignantly. She was standing in the open space 
in front of the counter, clapping her hands, the flesh of her 
plump arms and checks quivering with exertion and anxiety. 
Joel bent over and put the puppy on the floor. ‘Go to your 
mommy,’ he said, pushing it on the rump. The dog ran off on 
its bent legs, its tuft of a tail waggling behind it. 

The others watched it go; but they were soon back in their 
argument. Later Joel turned to Peter and challenged him; 
‘Well, what would you be if you were a Jew?* 

‘Me? Td be a nudnik - like you.* 

They all laughed at the Yiddish word Peter had so carefully 
timed and placed. Under his freckles he blushed with pleasure at 
the success of his retort. Joel, too. felt his skin growing warm; 
but not with pleasure. ‘I've always been a Zionist,* he said 
awkwardly. ‘I've always wanted a Jewish state in Palestine. 

He did not add to the remark, though the others looked at 
him, as if waiting for him to do so. 

Then Peter said, ‘Sure, I suppose I'd be some kind of Zionist, 
too. But I think that Jews are going to go on being Jews all 
over the world for much longer than eitlier Leon or Preiss 
would like.* 

This prophecy depressed them all. But Peter went on energe- 
tically, with a flourish of his hands, ‘So if I were a Jew I'd try 
to get a first, and then do honours, and then go to Hngland, 
and get more firsts, and be a professor somewhere - like you 
said.' 

Joel shook his head. ‘It's not so simple. Not if you want to 
take your work seriously. You know, even when I do my lousy 
e.s.says for Viljoen I feel he shrugged, loi>king for a word 

constricted, somehow, by this feeling that it’s not history 
I'm dealing with, that I've got no authority inside it, no natural 
right to it, if you see what 1 mean. Simply because I'm not an 
Englishman or a German or a Lrcnchman. And because I don't 
know what kind of South African I am.* 

‘Hell,’ Peter said, ‘you're asking for a lot. Do you think I 
know what kind of South African 1 am?' 

‘Perhap.s you don't. But it's still easier for you to find some 
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kind of a context for yourself here. Or in England, if you go 
there.* 

i wonder. The grass always looks greener on the other side 
of the fence. As far as modern history goes, I think the Jews 
may be the people with most authority to tell us what's been 
happening in the world. So much more of it seems to have hap- 
pened to them than to any other people.’ 

‘And what do they do about it? They buy and sell and boast 
about their doctor sons.' Bertie said scornfully. 

That's a privilege we can do without,' Leon said, ignoring 
him, and speaking to Peter. ‘Once is enough.’ 

T'll say it is,' Joel agreed. Two thousand years is enough. 
Hspecially now, for people like ourselves. To be punished by 
God, or for the ‘*uke God, is one thing; to be punished be- 
cause there were six million unemployed in Germany, and be- 
cause the Germans lost the l-irst World War, and because they 
and a hell of a lot of others in Europe were poisoned with race 
madness, and because you'd been punished for two thousand 
years anyway, so that everybtxly had got into the habit of 
punishing you - no, no, that's got to end, it's just got to end.' 

'It has ended,' Peter said simply. ‘Hitler's dead.’ 

‘But there arc still hundreds of thousands of Jews in camp.s.’ 

‘They'll get out of them.' 

‘Only when there's a Jewish state in Palestine.’ 

Later Natalie said, 'Leon, if we re going to get to the farm by 
supper we belter be going.' 

Leon looked at his watch and raised his eyebrows. ‘Yes, we 
had.’ 

‘Can I come too?' Joel asked, leaning back and speaking 
with much more casua Incss than he fell. 

‘Do you mean that?' 

‘Of course I do. I've got nothing on this weekend. And 
you've just invited me, haven't you?' 

‘I'm agreeable,' Leon protested. ‘We're hitch-hiking, you 
know.’ 

‘But I've got my car. I'll drive, if you just give me i. hance to 
go up to my place and to get some pyjamas and so on. Have 
you got your stuff here?* 
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*Sure.’ Leon pointed to a couple of canvas bags lying on the 
chairs at the next table. 

Natalie said nothing. Joel did not look at her, or ask her 
what she thought of the arrangement. 


4 

When they came out of the tearoom they were surprised by the 
freshness and coolness of the air. the height of the sky, the 
yellowness of the late afternoon sunlight. Sprinklers whirled 
above the lawns in front of the library building, sending their 
spray wide, filling the air with a soothing, rustling sound. 

Behind the Central Block, Joel. Leon and Natalie stood for a 
moment to look at the view of the city that opened before 
them. Immediately below were the Braamfontcin shunting 
yards, a flat width of rails, like shining comb-marks on the 
ground; beyond were the angular, almost crystalline structures 
of the city-centre. White, grey, reddish-brown, reflecting light 
here and there, they descended in a scries of irregular steps to 
the vague spread of the suburbs. The mine-dumps in the far 
south, bigger by far than everything around them, looked like 
huge, moored ships, with narrow prows and swelling, terraced 
bodies. In the clear air the city was laid out as if it were a 
model, which they could touch, grasp, rearrange. Yet its size 
was manifest, too; its weight, its permanence. 

Down in the road, outside the garage where Joel had left his 
car for a minor repair, there was only a tumult of tratlic. a con- 
fusion of silver-painted poles carrying wires, of neon signs and 
shop windows filled with gcunls. The newspapers carried head- 
lines about the progress of the debate at the United Nations in 
New York on the future of Palestine. Leon remained on the 
pavement, reading the paper; Natalie, with a single, jerky ges- 
ture'Of hesitation, followed Joel into the dark, grease-smelling 
cavern of the garage. 

The noise of the road receded suddenly. Everyone had 
knocked off work, and the place was deserted, but for an Afri- 
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can attendant who was sitting in a cubicle reading a paper-back 
novel. He led the way to JoePs car, between cars parked at 
angles to one another. Some had their hoods raised in sus- 
pended grins or snarls, one had a block and tackle over it, 
another stood high above the concrete, raised on a hydraulic 
jack. Chromium shone in stripes, in bars, out of the gloom; 
there were blurs of colour from the car-bodies and patches of 
faintly shining grease on the floor. 

With a snap of his fingers and a flash of his teeth the atten- 
dant pocketed the sixpence Joel gave him, then went off 
whistling loudly. Joel got into the driver's seat; Natalie began 
to climb in through the door on the other side. Her hair swung 
forward over the side of her face, and Joel leaned across and 
brushed it back Nv :hinc existed for him except the warmth of 
her cheek in the palm of his hand, and her small laugh or ex- 
clamation of surprise. Then he was busy starting the car, 
putting it in gear, inching forward, turning the wheel, reversing, 
going forward again, as little able to look at her as she at him. 


5 

John Begbie was a soft, fat, bald man. on whom despite his 
bulk, his clothes always hung or lay too loosely. His trousers 
were too wide at the ankles, his jacket too long in the sleeves; 
whenever he could he unbuttoned his collar and pulled down 
his tic so that the knot hung several inches below his neck. 
Then he blew out his cheeks with relief. He looked, lolling 
back, like an ill-wrapped parcel which someone had dumped 
unceremoniously in a chair and was unlikely to call for again. 
Protruding from these wrappings was a round face with a pair 
of blue eyes, surprised and injured in expression, and a small, 
pouting mouth. 

• He and Samuel Talmon made a striking contrast, sitting to- 
gether in the shade on the lawn of a house in Hv ‘ghton, one 
Sunday afternoon: Samuel thin, quick, restless and tense; 
Begbie slothful and obese, moving only to bring his glass to 
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Us lips. Sometimes he urged Samuel to drink up, map; at 
other moments he complacently eyed the flowers, trees, garden- 
furniture and mown grass around him - none of which be- 
longed to him. But most of the time he was engrossed in the 
discussion between them. 

The house itself, which was large, new and white, was behind 
die two men, and they were deep in their talk, so they did not 
see a young man, together with a woman almost as tall as him- 
self, come out of the front door and approach them across the 
lawn. The woman had her hand on the young man's arm; he 
had his hands in his pockets. 

When he did see his wife and son approaching, Begbie 
looked thoroughly displeased. "Here she comes,' he warned 
Samuel in a hoarse whisper. ‘Not a word to her, you hear?* 

‘Not a word about what?* his wife asked, from a few yards 
away. 

‘You've got sharp ears,’ Begbie responded, without any note 
of congratulation in his voice. 

Samuel had risen to his feet. ‘This is Mr Talmon,* the woman 
said to her son. *Hc and your father have become very friendly, 
just lately. My son, Malcolm.* 

Samuel thrust out his hand. ‘I'm glad to meet you.’ 

‘How do you do?' 

They shook hands ~ with enthusiasm on Samuel's side, .suspi- 
cion on the other's. 

‘Not a word about what?' the woman repeated. 

Begbie wallowed with his shoulders in his canvas chair, as a 
way of showing discontent. ‘We're talking business,' he said. 
Tt’s not something you'd understand.* 

‘You’re probably right,' she said, with a slightly theatrical 
sigh. Then .she said, ‘I told Malcolm he should come out and 
say hullo to you.* 

‘Hullo,* his father said, without looking up. 

‘Hullo.’ 

Yhcrc was a silence. Then Begbie did look up. ‘What are you 
doing here?’ 

‘Waiting for tea.’ 

Begbie .seemed to turn this statement over to see if some in- 
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suit might lie beneath it, and, failing to find one, said, ‘Good- 
bye,’ with another wallow of his shoulders. 

The two turned away without another word. 

‘Sit down, sit down,' Samuel was told, before they were out 
of earshot. ‘You don't want to take any notice of them. Thafs 
how they always are. That's how they always speak to me. 
She's against me. The whole family's against me, they’ve al- 
ways been against me. Look how her brother lets me into this 
house - only when they're away in Europe, as if I'm some kind 
of caretaker! They've got no respect for me, I know it. But all 
we have to do is pull this thing off. and then you'll hear them 
sing a different tune. Then they'll be boasting about their 
brother-in-law, John Begbie - you know, remarkable man, bit 
of a rough dia^.onJ. but he kn<nvs a good thing when he sees 
one. a real pioneer - that's how they'll talk. I know them. 
Roger C'artw light. Stratford Cartwright, Chamber of Mines, 
Probity Building .Society, their children at Michaelhouse and 
St Andrews, trips ti» liurope, paintings on the walls - so, what 
docs that make them? Nothing! Nothing in my eyes! Just you 
wait and see! ’ 

With this threat, Beghie's throat dried out completely. He 
helped himself to more lager from the bottle to the side of his 
chair, and then laughed - t>r grunted - with a blink of his eyes. 
‘And how have you been getting on with your brc'ther-in-Iaw? 
I'm not the only one with in-law problems, hey? What's he say?* 

‘Oh. he was very impressed, very excited,' Samuel replied 
promptly. 

Begbie w'as so pleased to hear this that he almost managed to 
sit up in his chair. However, after another glance at Samuel’s 
drawn, woebegone lace, he abandoned the attempt. ‘He was? 
How much is he prepared to put in?’ 

‘Well, we haven't got down to figures yet.’ 

‘You haven't? What have you got down to?’ 

Samuel's head bobbed, his hands flew in the air. ‘He’s heavily 
committed elsewhere just at the moment. He's got property 
deals on, all sorts of things. He said he'd like tv hear more 
about our proposition when he feels a little freer. It should only 
be another couple of months.’ 
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‘Another few months, another few years. If old man Plais- 
towe doesn't show that he's able to work the concession they'll 
take it away from him, he’s only got it for so long. And then 
you know what we'IJ see: the big boys, the smooth boys, like 
my brothers-in>law moving in 

‘But we want them to move in!’ Samuel cried. ‘What can we 
do without them? I haven't got any capital, you haven’t got 
any capital, how the hell can we work the concession unless we 
get some backing? All right,' Samuel added hastily, ‘I've been 
asking around. I've spoken to my brother-in-law, and I'm very 
hopeful - I told you he's excited, he's impre.ssed. But I thought 
you were working on your family. I thought they knew all 
about it and were going to help us. And now you tell me that I 
mustn't even say a word when your wife comes up! Haven’t 
you spoken to them about it at all?' 

‘I've dropped some hints,' Begbie answered, with an air of 
craft. 

‘Those!’ Samuel said, and the despair in his voice showed 
just how many of them he had dropped on his own behalf in 
the past. ‘Those ! ' 

Then each of them reflected in silence im the position they 
had reached: which was very much the position they had 
always been in. 

‘We could advertise,’ Begbie suggested, and at the same 
moment Samuel spoke. 

‘It's grote.sque, when you think of it, that people like us 
should be forced to sit here and - sit here,' he said, having 
failed to think of any other way to describe what they were 
doing, ‘when there are all kinds of natural resources waiting to 
be developed all over the country, and we've got the vision to 
do it. And we're helpless for lack of capital. What's capital? 
What is it?' he demanded, clasping his hands in the empty 
air. ‘A piece of paper, a promise, a word, an order: that's all it 
is, nothing else. But just because you can't issue the piece of 
papitr, you can’t give the order, then you must despise yourself, 
let people walk all over you. run from corner to corner, live 
like a dog. You say your in-laws care for nothing but money? 
Who cares for anything else? How can we care for anything 
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else, when money is success, money is respect, money is power. 
To him who hath is given - you've heard them say that? But 
that’s only half the story. Because from him who hasn’t got is 
taken. They take, the whole world takes, they know how they 
can take, they know it's safe to take. They make you pay with 
your life for being poor. You walk into a room and they think 
to themselves: see, he's poor, he's powerless, so pluck him, tear 
the hair from his head, the skin from his flesh, the flesh from 
his bones. Isn't that the truth?’ 

‘It is. it is,* Begbie cried, moved by this description of his fate. 
‘Hell, but you can talk - wrai^tics! You should go into politics, 
man.' 

Samuel's excitement had left him as suddenly as it had come. 
There's no moi.e> ju pc.litics,* he >aid morosely. 

Begbie felt rebuffed. ‘There's no money for you outside 
politics, either.' 

A dejected silence followed. 

‘Yes, we coiild advertise for help.' Samuel said, as if the 
other had made this suggestion just a moment before. ‘A big 
advert in the Sunday Tinu's might do the trick.' 

‘It'll cost a lot of monev 

‘It doesn't have tti be big ' 

‘It could be quite small ' 

‘Yes. in the classified columns.' 

The afternoon was close and sultry: the sunlight had a curi- 
ously stagnant, thickened appearance or weight: there were 
thundcr-chnids high in the sky, and between the clouds the 
colour of the skv was more bronze than blue. Doves called 
from the trees below the tennis-court, and fell silent, and called 
again. 

Irascibly. Begbie shouted for a servant to take away the 
empty bottles and to bring out a new supply. 

‘Straight from the fridge, hey, you hear? I don't want any of 
your lukewarm piss.’ 

‘Ja, baas,' the white-coated African replied, his face expres- 
sionless, stooping to clear away the litter of boltle^ at Begbie s 
feet. 
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6 


•You're finished with him, he means nothing to you, he can't 
touch you any more,' Malcolm Bcgbie had told himself many 
times; but he merely had to exchange a few words with his 
father and all the repugnance, contempt and feeling of impo- 
tence which he had known as a child filled him again. So too 
did memories he still found it difficult to confess to himself - 
of words he had heard his father and mother exchanging, of 
particular smells in the lavatory which his father left lingering 
behind him after he had sat in it, of his father weeping and 
complaining that no one understood him and evervone was 
against him, or, in other moods, presenting to him a moist 
mouth to kiss. Always he had shrunk with a disgusted con- 
traction of the nerves from the man, shrinking as much when 
he had been ingratiating, cheerful and free \silh his money as 
when he had been sulky, foul-mouthed and free only with his 
lists. 

Well, it was many years since he had had to put up with 
either blows or kis.ses: but, as he walked away with his mother, 
Malcolm's adulthood was overwhelmed momentarily by the 
childish, familiar rage that made him clench his fists in his 
pockets, and, after a few more paces, close his eyes, as if in an 
attempt to contain his anger entirely within himself. But it 
broke out, nevertheless. 'What a creature!' He jerked his head 
back. 'Look at him! Look at the pair of them! Gu/zling and 
lolling about and sponging and boasting - it's enough to make 
you vomit.’ 

They had reached the house. His mother put her finger on his 
lips. ‘Sh-sh, Malcolm, he'll hear you.’ 

The light dry touch of her fingers was too much for him to 
bear; it was like a lover’s. T.ct him hear me I 1 don't care. He 
knows what f think of him. anyway.’ 

Mrs Bcgbie stocxl at Malcolm's side, looking across the 
lawn, to the mingled patch of shadow and oozing light in which 

150 



Begbie and Samuel Talmon sat together on their chairs. Of 
Begbie nothing could be seen but his short, fat legs, crossed at 
the ankles, and the top of his bald head. Samuel sat to one 
side, turned towards Begbie, his thin body encased in a pale 
linen suit, his head craned forward, his hands flying. 

‘Who is that man?’ Malcolm asked. 

Mrs Begbie shook her head and closed her eyes, with an 
expression which indicated not only ignorance, but also a pro- 
found desire not to learn. Malcolm couldn't help smiling to 
see it, and he took his hand out of his ptx^kel to put it around 
his mother's waist. 

Her grey hair was pulled close and flat over her head, and 
tied back in a bun; her complexion was faded and colourless. 
Yet the fine st.fl un her cheeks gave her face an almost 

powdery sheen of lustre; the waist he was holding was slender: 
there was something iriesislibly youthful, it seemed to Mal- 
colm, in the half-comical deliberateness vcith which her delicate 
features could express helplessness, ignorance, scepticism, sur- 
prise. 

They went indoors and sat in a large, stone-floored room 
that projected from the house like a verandah, and that was 
furnished with a deliberate cool, spaiseness. With its high, 
hipped ceiling, its bare white walls, and its windows open on 
three sides, the room had an almost lantern-like lo^ I it seemed 
to let out as much light as it took in. In one green corner in- 
door plants stood upright c)r trailed elaborately on the floor 
around the earthenware pots in which they grew; in ancUher a 
collection c^f old copper utensils reflected grotcsquely-bulgii^ 
fragments of the room. Tea was already waiting for therr>at*a 
table, and while Mrs Begbie poured it out Malcolm listened to 
her speaking about the people she had seen recently, the letters 
•she had had from her brother and sistcr-in-law in Furope, the 
plans she was making to take a flat near Joubert Park W'hen 
they had to move out of the house. Malcolm listened; he 
enjoyed watching her movements, the sound of her voice, the 
taste of the tea; at an ironic distance he admired a. J pitied all 
her forlorn, indomitable gentilities. Though he sat relaxed, his 
legs stretched out in front of him, his bare, tight-skinned bony 
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face was attentive, his blue eyes were alert. The contracted 
hardness and irregularity of his features, even the tight trimness 
of his neat, curling, light brown hair, offset curiously the loose- 
ness and length of his body. He looked older than twenty-two; 
he might only have been ten or fifteen years younger than his 
mother. And she spoke to him as if he were a contemporary. 

‘Now,* she said at last, ‘what*s your news?’ 

In return Malcolm told her about the work he*d been doing 
at the university, about a film he'd seen during the week. Then 
he said: ‘All that's nothing. What I'm really pleased about is 
the way my own work is going.' 

‘Oh,’ she asked eagerly, ‘what's happened?’ 

Malcolm settled back in his chair. 

It was going well, he said, that was all. But that was every- 
thing. For the very first time since he'd begun work on this long 
story he'd felt it beginning to respond to him. like some living 
thing; it was showing its own motives, which he had to elicit, 
its own shape, which he had to follow. It was extraordinary, 
he said, the change that had taken place in his feeling about 
the work. A fortnight ago he'd felt like a man with a Hat tyre 
and a pump in his hand: he had simply been pumping away, 
almo-st mechanically. But now there was nothing mechanical 
about wHat he was doing: he had to be alert, cautious, obedi- 
ent to the demands that he could feel the work wanted to make 
of him. For the first time he'd realized that this was the escape 
which his work offered, and which people talked about without 
knowing what they meant by it. One escaped from oneself, one 
submitted oneself to an impersonal will. And it didn't matter 
that the will had originated in oneself. Once it had reached a 
certain degree of detachment its existence was as objective as 
any other - at least as objective as all the other wills whose 
reality people never questioned, but which were also projec- 
tions of themselves: the will of the .state, or the will of industry, 
or the will of G(xl. 

‘In«tbeir will is our peace,’ Malcolm said, smiling. 

Mrs Begbie listened to him with pleasure, almost with greed, 
leaning forward and nodding frequently, to show how much 
confidence she had in the truth of what he wa.s saying, how 
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deep was her faith in his judgements. As a boy Malcolm had 
always spoken of making a political career for himself; but 
ever since he had come out of the army he had talked only of 
becoming a writer. She accepted this ambition without misgiv- 
ing, when he was with her. When he was with her she was sure 
he would succeed in whatever he wanted to do. 

Yet, though she tried not to, Mrs Begbie could not prevent 
herself from frowning slightly, reproachfully, when Malcolm 
said, ‘1 showed some chapters to Swannie, and he liked it a lot 
He wasn't just saying so either, 1 know.* 

‘I wish you'd show some of it to me.’ 

‘No.' 

She gave in graciously, with a droop of her shoulders. 
‘Sometimes I think .v.vannic muM be an imaginary person, from 
the vvay you talk about him. Like Mrs Gamp's Sarah Harris.’ 
She smiled at the comp.irison, and Malcolm laughed silently, 
inw'ardly. 

‘Swannie's real enough, ft’s just that I like to keen the parts 
of my life private from one another, if you don't mind.’ 

‘You know I do mind.' 

l or the first time she had spoken quickly and petulantly. 
Malcolm looked at her, his face still contracted in its harsh 
lines and swellings of amusement. 

The tears came into her e\es, quivered there, and .vere wiped 
away before they fell It took no time at all: almost immedi- 
ately she was looking brightly at him once more. 

That’s better,’ he said ‘Don’t be anxious - the biggest part 
of my life still belongs to you.' 

'there was little alieclion in his voice: it was precisely the 
resentment and irritation in it which she was reassured and 
convinced by. 
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Samuel greeted Annie loudly in the hall; then he came into the 
living-room, his mouth open in a grin, his hand stretched out, 
the tufts of hair on his head bristling upwards and sideways. 
*Ho€ gaan dit, ou .\w'aer?' he asked Benjamin, shaking his 
hand; it. was one of Samuel's alTectations to speak Afrikaans 
at times, like some backveld Boer. ‘Wat ftaan aan hierso?* He 
kissed his sister with a great smack of the lips. 

‘You seem very pleased with yourself,' she said. 

‘I am, I am.' 

‘Has someone lent you some money?' Benjamin asked. 

Samuel shook his head - not so much in answer to the 
question as in pitying regret at the spirit in which it had been 
asked.. ‘No,' he said, ‘no one's lent me any money. I've got a 
better reason to be pleased with myself.* 

‘What is it?' Sarah asked eagerly. 

She had to plead for several minutes before vSamuel spoke. 
He enjoyed the feeling of power her questions gave him, and 
they helped to assure him that what he was going to say was 
really of value. In spite of what he had told John Begbie 
earlier that afternoon, Samuel had not previously approached 
Benjamin about the proposition he and Begbie were brooding 
over; he had been .sure that Benjamin would send him away 
empty-handed. But both the optimism and the despair he al- 
ways felt after an afternoon in Begbic’s company had per- 
suaded him to go .straight from Houghton to the house in 
Observatory. 

So, finally, sitting on the very edge of his armchair, he told 
them, ‘I've been let into something that could be big. tremend- 
ous - if it's handled properly. Have you ever heard of silli- 
manile?* 

‘Sillimanite? No,' Sarah said, as if on cue. 

‘Well, you'll .soon be hearing a great deal about it.* 

‘From you?' Benjamin asked. 
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‘From me, from my partners, from the Department of Mines, 
from everybody who follows the economic development of the 
country. The demand for it is terrific in Europe, terrific, it's 
only just beginning. And 1 know that there's a mountain of the 
stuff in Namaqualand that's never been touched. Now the fel- 
low who's got the concession from the government - it's all 
government property, but they haven't developed it - this 
fellow, he's looking around for others to form a syndicate with. 
And a fellow who knows him and who knows me says he's 
ready to let me into it.’ 

‘And what are you bringing to the syndicate? Capital? 
Know-how? Or just enthusiasm?' 

Samuel laughed delightedly. ‘Your husband's on form this 
evening.' he said to Saiah 'Ail right. Benny, actions speak 
louder than words. You'll see for yourself.’ 

‘I'm sure I will,' Benjamin answered drily. He had not 
moved from his place in front of the mantelpiece. 

Samuel leaned back in his armchair. He spoke at length 
about the industrial uses of sillimanite, and the immense pro- 
fits that could be made b\ those v\ho ‘got in on the ground- 
floor' A man like Benjamin, for example . . 

‘No thank you,' Benjamin said, \vilhoiit hesitation. 

Samuel closed his eyes, ‘I'm exhausted.' he announced, after 
some time had passed. Then he sal up with a jcrk. ‘And 
Jonathan has had some gocxl neus loo. He was auditioned the 
other day at Bro*idcasting House and they've more or less 
promised him a big part in a new serial they're going to run, 
for a whole year. How do you like that?’ 

‘Very much.' Sarah answered. 

With an oild. strained irony in his voice. Benjamin added. ‘T 
hope it will keep him busy Out of mischief.' His eyes met his 
wife's; carnestlv she shook her head at him. He looked away, 
up at the ceiling. 

Samuel did not seem to have noticed the exchange. How- 
ever, he a.sked presently. ‘How's my little niece? What’s she up 
to these days?* 

‘She's all right.’ But to he in any way offhand with her 
brother was more than Sarah could manage. So she went on a 
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moment later, rubbing her hands nervously together, ‘She’s 
working hard. She’s busy with some social survey her class is 
doing. They go to Alexandra Township every day. She says it’s 
very interesting. But the stories she brings back about the 
conditions there - the poverty and the gangsters and the con- 
fusion - terrible!* 

‘Either them or us,' Samuel said casually. 

Benjamin frowned at the remark, but he did not let it pro- 
voke him. Instead, he shifted his weight from one foot to the 
other, and clasped his hands behind his back. He looked 
severely down at Samuel. ‘Sarah and I have been talking about 
your mother. The position is really serious: she hasn't got 
much time left.’ 

‘It's definite she can’t stay where she is?’ 

‘Settled, finished. Old Mrs Greenstein has sold the house. 
They’re going to put a big block of flats there.’ 

Samuel nodded his head despondently. ‘Property develop- 
ment - that’s the thing to go in for The thing. If I'd had 
connexions in that world I could have made a fortune b> now. 
Look at the people vvho've done it! Thcy'ie no cleverer than I 
am.’ 

‘Stop thinking about yourself for a minute - just for one 
minute, please! I’ve advertised in the paper, and Tve asked 
people at shuL and the members of mv committee. But it’s no 
good, I can’t find anything. And Sarah won’t agree that she 
should come here, that we should try to keep the house kosher 
for her sake. I said I was ready to try.’ 

‘Sarah’s quite right. What an idea - in this dav and age! 
Mama’s ju.st perverse. It’s a family trait In the old country she 
and my father were at each other's lhrt)ats all the time - for a 
rabbi’s wife she was a disgrace, he alwa>s used to say, she was 
a freethinker, a dangerous woman. But she comes to .South 
Africa and you’d think it was the Holy Land, the way she 
carries on. Nobody, not Rabbi Senderowitz himself, is kosher 
enough for her nowadays. So let her go into a home, it’s what 
I’ve thought all along. They keep plenty kosher in .some of 
those places.’ 

‘We went to sec this new place,' Sarah said. ‘Beth Basevah 
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Tovah, they call it. It's got lovely buildings and grounds. And 
they're very strict about the kashruth: 

‘Then let her go there. She'll be happy.* 

‘When my father couldn’t look after himself any more, we 
didn’t send him to an old-age home,’ Benjamin said. 

Sarah dismissed what he had said with a gesture of her hand. 
‘I know, Meyer kept him. And didn't Meyer use the chance it 
gave him! The way he used to tease and torment the poor old 
man, I haven't forgotten it. Tliat's no argument to use.* 

Samuel was pleased to see that Benjamin had no answer to 
make. ‘No, man, a home’s the best for her, for everybody. Take 
my advice.* 

‘And you'll pay for her? It's a very expensive place.’ 

‘If 1 could, 1 would.' Samuel laughed guiltily, with a helpless 
shiug of his shoulders. 

‘So I must?’ 

‘It won't be a novelty* Samuel laughed guiltily again. 
‘You've been paying her rent at Mrs Greenstein's all these 
years. But if this sillimanite thing comes off. I'll be glad to meet 
my share - that goes ssithout saying.’ 

‘You mean saying is as far as it goes.’ 

Samuel lay back like thread in his chair. ‘You should be 
glad you’re in a position to pay,' he suggested. 

‘Don't you teach me moral lessons!' Benjamin shouted. 
‘What do you know about payment? It's when you want to do 
right in this world that you pay: it's when you don't care that 
no payment's ever asked. Isn't that so? I'll pay, all right. I'm 
used to It. But just don’t you tell me what to be grateful for.’ 

His anger and self-righteousness silenced bcUh the others in 
the room. When he went out to get drinks from the dining- 
room, vSamucI asked her, ‘What's with him? He couldn't really 
put up with Mama and all her kashruth. could he?' 

Sarah did not like to speak about her hu.sband behind his 
back. She answered hesitantly, ‘No - he's - he knows that the 
last thing I want to do is to run a kosher home, and that pro- 
vokes him. And he thinks, maybe, if she comes, he begins 
with that, then he might - find something, get something out of 
it for himself.’ 
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TatheticI Pathetic I’ 

Sarah did not contradict him. The fingers of her right hand 
picked busily at the covering of the arm of her chair. 


8 

David was the only one of the children home for the meal that 
evening, which Samuel ate with the Cilickmans. After dinner 
he renewed his attempts to talk Benjamin into putting some 
money into the syndicate. He offered to drive to Namaqualand 
with Benjamin the very next morning to have a look at the 
deposit: he referred knowledgeably to the ‘alumina content' of 
the material and the tiny propt>rtion of ‘undesirable ferrous 
oxides' to be found in it: he invited Benjamin to phone up this 
firm of metallurgists and that firm of mining consultants to 
find out if there was a word of exaggeration in what he was 
saying. He asked Benjamin if he wanted to be like those people 
who had refused to believe that there were diamonds in Kim- 
berley. gold in the Witwater^rand and the northern Free State, 
coal in Natal: he reminded Benjamin of how, in 1939, he had 
begged him to take an interest in a manganese option in the 
north-western Cape that was now being worked by one of the 
biggest firms in the country. And hadn’t he spoken about the 
copper in South West Africa, near Tsumeb and all those parts, 
long before the Americans had moved in? 

Benjamin listened, but remained unmoved. 

He believed a great deal of what vSamuel was telling him ; he 
was sure, though he had never heard of the mineral before, that 
.someone, some day, would make a great deal of money out of 
sillimanite - just as so many others had done, out of so many 
other minerals, in the last seventy or eighty years of the coun- 
try’s history. South Africa was such a country: on top it 
looked dry and empty, underneath it was packed full with 
every kind of stone and metal that the world wanted. He knew 
it, he knew it well, and he had often wondered, finding pleasure 
in the thought, at the strangcnes.s, the freakishness of it. 
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But the man who would make a fortune out of sillimanite 
would never be Samuel Talmon; of that, also, he was con- 
vinced. 

Samuel left, bravely assuring Benjamin that he would be 
sorry one day. No sooner had he gone than Sarah attacked her 
husband. Why did he condemn all Samuel's plans out of hand- 
Why wasn't he prepared to look at them rationally, to try to 
find out more about them, before saying no, no. no? Wasn’t 
the truth that he really wanted Samuel to be a failure; that he 
wanted it because it made him feel all that much more of a 
success? 

Benjamin had listened quietly to Samuel; but he shouted 
back at Sarah. The noise of their argument brought David out 
of his room, where he had been doing his homework. 

‘It's so hormxi\^ he protested, thrusting his head around the 
door of the living-room. He caught them in mid-sentence, in 
mid-gesture; to him they looked equally exposed, angry, old, 
undignified. He had seen them like that many times before. 
‘Why don't you find something new to quarrel about, for 
God's sake? It's Samuel - or it's the way the house is run - or 
it's Zionism - or it's whv the children have got so little yiddish* 
keit. 1 just don't know how vou can go at it with so much 
energy, after all this time, honestly 1 don't.' 

‘You think you're smart! Get out! Nobody wants your 
opinions ! ' 

‘All right, so have a g<Mxl time, enjoy yourselves.’ David 
slammed the door behind him. He opened it again. Tf you 
knew just how sordid you sound 

‘Get out ! ' 

1 his time, to annoy them, he closed the door as slowly and 
silently as he could, and wailed for a full minute before letting 
the knob turn with a final restrained click. He was on his W'ay to 
his room W'hen he saw Rachel in the hall. She had just come in. 

‘What's going on?' she asked. 

‘Ach. they're arguing again - this, that, your fault, my fault, 
his fault. The usual stuff.’ 

Rachel shook her head despairingly. Tn that case J'm going 
straight to bed.’ 
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•Where were you this evening?’ 

*Mind your own business.’ 

‘1 know what that means. You want to watch it, my girl. 
Next thing you know you'll be married and shouting at your 
husband.' 

‘Don't worry. I'll manage better than they have.’ 

Rachel walked past him, going to her bedroom. From the 
living-room came the voices of .Sarah and Benjamin. His was 
loud, doing most of the talking; but her soft, brief replies were 
unmistakably defiant. 

David listened, then drew in a deep breath ‘Boring! Boring! 
Boring!' he yelled out at the top of his voice, and fled into his 
room. 


9 

The storm that had been building up all day broke with two 
peals of thunder and a sudden, co<d. penetrating wind, charged 
with the scent of v\hat it was bringing Ihe^smell of the rain 
was everywhere at once, minutes before the downp«)Ui began; 
then the noise of the storm could be heard from .i distance, 
advancing in a rush. It fell with a single, continuing roar. Sheet 
lightning flared in vague blue spasms; plane trees lost their 
leaves, which floated together in streaming gutters; the head- 
lamps of slowly moving cars showed the rain as a cascade of 
sparks or scratches against the darkness. ITie drops were big 
and bounced high where they fell, so that every surface looked 
as if it W'ere pitted with a multitude of tiny, fleeting craters; 
just above their wild agitation was a smoother skirt-likc move- 
ment, as each gust of wind blew across the fall. Now there was 
no thunder: only the roar of the rain, the breathing of the 
wind, the softer, higher-pitched sound like an inane, rapid, 
unperturbed conversation - of the water in the gutters. 

Sarah, in her pyjamas and a gown, her feet bare, watched the 
storm from the bedroom, her fingers grasping the burglar- 
proofing across the open window. A fine spray was occasion- 


160 



ally blown against her, but she did not move away; she felt 
refreshed by it, gratefully she breathed in the new, changed 
air. The leaves of the trees in the garden waved and bent; the 
lamps out in the street appeared to be drowning, despite their 
height, always receding into the water which they lit up. 

She gazed at the downpour, reluctant to go back to her bed. 
She often had sleepless nights; only within the last few years 
had she been able to say to herself that the suffering she en- 
dured in the course of them had no greater moral significance 
than that of any other kind of pain which people had to live 
through. The conviction of total failure and incompetence 
which overwhelmed her, the frenzied imaginings of disaster to 
which she succumbed, the envies she felt, the guilts that harried 
her, the resentment*: that stung her, the sense of her own worth- 
lessness and lovelessness which possessed her: these were not 
the direct result of evil choices she had made, actions she had 
failed in, lies she had told, selfishnesses she had indulged her-^ 
self in - though it was m such moial terms that they invariably 
presented themselves to her. They were simply the type of pain 
which she had been chosen to know. To know again and again. 


10 

Because he was ‘F.nglish' fand. what was more, private-school 
Hnglish, ex-aimy l:nglish) Malcolm was both esteemed and .sus- 
pected b> the small uroup which gathered around Jan Swane- 
poel. For his part, Malcolm found it giatifying that though he 
knew many Afrikaners who tried to make Englishmen of them- 
selve.s, he was the only I nglishman he knew of who chose to 
make his friends among Afrikaners - though he had no inten- 
tion of becoming one of them, of losing his language and what 
it meant to him. 

Together with the people he met at Sw'annie's house Mal- 
colm went to bars in Braamfontein and Mayfair, ‘o hideous 
funfairs in Melville and Booysens, where they brawled with 
the local gangs of white roughs, to the rooms and flats of 
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others in the group, where there was always Cape brandy to be 
drunk, bacon and eggs to be eaten, arguments to take part in. 
Once they had visited a brothel in Doornfontein where all the 
girls were Coloured and all the clients white, and where Swan- 
nie had vomited in the passage - he said proudly, later, that it 
had been at the thought of getting into bed with a flotnot 
woman: more than once they went to help break up the meet- 
ings that the Communists held on the City Hall steps. Alto- 
gether, in their poverty, violence and insecurity, and in the 
sheer unexpectedness of coming across and being admitted to 
such a group of young Afrikaans Bohemians, Malcolm found 
Swannie’s friend far more to his taste than the predictable, 
largely Jewish, well-to-do, left wing, recognized Bohemia at the 
university. And for Swannie himself he had a special regard. 

Swannie, the son of a miner, was attending Wits on a bur- 
sary; he was majoring in English, Afrikaans and Dutch. He 
was a passionate reader, especially of the nineteenth-century 
Russian classics, and a writer of long critical essavs in F*nglish 
and Afrikaans which he never showed to any one; he vvas an 
habitual drinker and a loud excited talker; he was a spendthrift 
when he had money, but would walk uncomplainingly fr^r 
miles to save his bus-fare when he had none. He lived with his 
father, in a small, corrugated iron place, little more than a 
shack, once a farmhouse, in a piece of veld south of I anglaagte 
Mine. The house was now forlornly awaiting demolition, for 
the veld around it was being divided into ‘desirable quarter- 
acre plots’ and being sold off, more slowly than the developers 
had hoped. But, in the meantime, it was there that Swannie's 
friends met, and from there that they set oil on their outings 
and expeditions ,Sw'annie was one of the youngest in the group, 
but Malcolm had never seen anyone dispute his position in it. 
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Plump, round-faced and staring-eycd, Swannie sat in the big- 
gest armchair. His hair was black and tightly curled, his skin 
was oily, his mouth was loose. He was dressed, as always, in a 
dark, shiny, faintly-striped, poverty-stricken suit much too tight 
for him, and was the only one there wearing a collar and tie. 
The dirty cuffs on his shirt were buttoned at his wrists. His 
short legs were stetched out in front of him, and in his hand 
he held a book of Yeats's verse, from which he was reciting 
at the top of his voire with many large gestures and explica- 
tory asides. The others in the room, apart from Malcolm, in- 
cluded Leonie Bester, a large middle-aged actress who had 
much black hair dravsn sleekly over her head and arresting 
green eyes; her boy-friend, who was fully fifteen years younger 
than herself, and who also nurtured dramatic amb’^ions; a 
bearded painter from Cape Town who was asleep on the floor 
with his mouth open; and a young man whom Malcolm 
thought of simply as ‘the stormtrooper', the bearer of a name 
much honoured in Afrikaner Nationalist circles, with a thin 
cruel face, blond hair falling oser his forehead, and a scar on 
his cheek that looked like a duelling scar but was meiely the 
result of his having put his head through a window when he 
was drunk one night. 

Hveryone, as usual, was drinking brandy and water. It was 
hot, and no air came through the small windows cut into the 
iron walls; the room was filled with heavy black furniture 
which had once been Swannie's mothers pride, but w'as now 
burned and scratched everywhere. On the walls hung many 
pious, illuminated mottoes in Hieh Dutch, and a picture of 
Swannie’s grandfather, who had been a member of Krugers 
last Volksraad; or so Swannie sometimes claimed. 

Swannie shouted : 

•A sudden blast of dusty w ind, and after 

Thunder of feel, tumuli of images.’ 
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No one listened to him. The stormtrooper whispered in 
Leonie's ear; they drew back their heads, laughed, and leaned 
together once more. Her boy-friend was telling Malcolm at 
length about a row he had had with a producer at Broadcasting 
House. 

‘All turn with amorous cries, or angry cries, 

According to the wind, lor all arc blind. 

But now w ind dropN, dust settles . . .* 

Swannie broke off. ‘Hell, this wind is even more sinister when it 
settles than when it blows. Listen, man 

He was interrupted by the entry into the room of a group of 
three newcomers. One of them was Pieter dc Wet, a pimply, 
stammering young man who was a friend of Swannic's from 
his schooldays, and who now worked as a clerk in the Johan- 
nesburg Municipality. The two who were with him. a man and 
a woman, were introduced as Barry and Jackie, and were soon 
settled in chairs, with glasses in their hands; de Wet sat on the 
floor, next to the painter's feet. Swannie tried to go back to his 
poetry reading, but the man wht) had come in with de Wet 
began to ask, in a deep, slow, measured voice, as if he w'cre 
some kind of census-taker, what the name was of everyone 
there, what each of them did, where each of them lived. 

This man, Barry, was very tali and swailhy, with a furrowed 
brow and a head of black hair that went back from his brow 
in a series of waves or corrugations that were like a continua- 
tion of the wrinkles of his brow. The questions he was asking, 
and his ptmderous wa> t)f asking them, amused the others, 
who began to offer him facetious replies: Leonic said that she 
was Betty Grable, man, that she lived in Hollywood, man. and 
made bioscope pictures for a living - what did he think? He 
did not answer; he went on asking his questions He stared in 
puzzlement at the insensible painter, then passed over him to 
Malcolm. Malcolm answered him straightforwardly, in 
English; thereafter the man spoke English only, and direcletl 
alrnpst all his remarks to Malcolm. His English accent was 
‘better’, more English, than that of any one else in the rot»m, 
except for Malcolm, and he obviously took pride in it, enuncia- 
ting his words with care. His dark brown eyes moved restlessly 
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when he was listening to anyone else; but when he spoke his 
gaze became arrested, fixed downwards unseeingly at a point a 
few inches in front of him. There was the faintest tremor to his 
large hands, which had bluish, dirty fingernails, and were 
adorned with two rings, both of them heavy gold affairs, one 
bearing a monogram on its flat face, the other a red stone. 

Having asked the others who they were and what they did, the 
stranger proceeded to tell them about himself. His name was 
Barry van Tonder; he had been a student at the university in 
Pretoria, but had chucked it up, it was a waste of time. So 
what did he do? He wrote - that's what he did. Mostly poetry, 
but plays and novels also. But he had had nothing published 
>ct He wasn't ready to publish. He was in no hurry. He’d 
publish in his 0..11 s*%''e* time H* wasn't going to dissipate the 
elTcct of his work b\ publishing it in dribs and drabs. 

'Him 're you going to concentrate it then?’ Swannie asked, 
amused. ‘In one huge fat volume?’ 

‘Perhaps,' van Tonder answered solemnly. That’s what I’m 
thinking of doing ’ 

Pveryone. except for van Tender himself and the girl, 
laughed at this answer. .She hadn't said a word since she’d come 
in. she had merelv sat in her chair, drunk from her glass, and 
looked around her with a shallow, idle, grey stare. 

‘You laugh?' van Tonder said. ‘I'm not joking ’ want to 
make a real impact. 1 want to make an effect. 1 want to feel 
th.it I've got power over my readers, man, power.’ 

It was a word to which he kept returning. ‘Pow-er,’ he said, 
with a drawn-out, unexpected emphasis each time, on the 
second sv liable. Not political pow-er, not ph>sical pow-er. He 
wanted something deeiXT, he said, more subtle, more intimate, 
moral pow-er, psychological pi>w-er. 

‘Oh, it's too marvellous,' I conic put in. ‘when you have your 
audience in \our power. That's why 1 don t like all this work 
I'm doing on the w'ireless. There s no real audience. 

■ Van Tonder went on as though he had not been interrupted. 
‘I Want to make people feel as I feel about the woi . When I 
get each reader alone, then i can tell him what to think, how 
to react -* 
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Swannie hooted, *Jy praat kak, man! What sort of power is 
that - what s it worth, when you never see the reader, when 
you can't tell who he is or how he'll react to your work? He 
might throw your big, fat, concentrated volume into the rub- 
bish bin, and where's your power then? You're at his mercy, 
chum, he's not at yours. You want power? Go and drive a 
ten-ton truck.* 

Van Tender was not offended. ‘So why do you write?’ he 
asked Swannie, with his air of a simple-minded, portentous 
census-taker seeking information. 

‘I don't write,' Swannie answered shortly. ‘Ask Malcolm.’ 

Van Tender fixed his gaze a little way in front of Malcolm. 
*Why do you write?’ 

‘Because 1 want to be rich and famous and have nice things 
said about me.’ 

‘You think those are good motives?’ van Tender asked 
ploddingly. 

‘Motives don't matter. All that matters is the quality of the 
work that's done.' 

‘Don’t come with that suff,’ vSwannie said disgustedly. ‘You 
think the quality of your motives won't effect the quality of the 
work you do?' He reflected for a moment, but only ft)r a 
moment. 'Not that there’s anything wrong with wanting to be 
rich and famous. You can want what you like. It depends on 
the way you w'ant it, how much else you want, the strength 
you have to get what you want, the depth from which you 
want. That's what I mean by the quality of your motive.s. It's 
got nothing to do with morality, you understand. It's the 
charge,’ Swannie said clenching his fist and pushing it slowly 
forward through the air, his voice seeming to guild on the 
word, with a heavy Afrikaans ‘r’ in the middle of it, ‘the < 
you bring that I'm talking about. In his stupid Wiiy this bloke's 
right when he talks about power. What he doesn't understand 
is that we don't read someone's work because of the power he 
has lo make us think or feel differently, but because of the 
power he expres.ses, the power he i.s. Wc want to touch it, to 
feel it going through us: this - this ~ accumulation of power 
that some people have, that some people are Afterwards we 
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can moralize about the effect of having it go through us, if we 
like. But we mustn't confuse our moralizing, or the writer’s 
moralizing, with what's actually been done to us. That's the 
only sense in which you say that motives don't matter. Don’t 
think your work's going to express for you any power you 
haven't got.' 

Swannie bent and groped about on the flot)r for his glass 
and drank from it. As if she had been waiting for a signal that 
he had finished, the girl with van Tondcr yawned in utter bore- 
dom, opening her mouth wide, showing white teeth and a red 
tongue which contracted and thickened the more widely her 
mouth opened. The skin of her cheeks were stretched tight; her 
eves were closed. When she came to the end of her yawn and 
opened her eyes, thcj swimp ing with tears. 

Until then Malcolm had taken little notice of her. Van 
londer and Swannie between them had drawn all his attention. 
But now, while van T under began lepealmg. at length and 
with great solcmnit>. what he had originally put forward, and 
some part of Malcolm's mmd worried over what Swannie had 
said and then put it aside, he stared at the giil. She was sitting 
back, her head turned awav from him. her glass dangling from 
her fingertips over the arm of her chair. She was small and 
young, her hair w,is fan and was cropped as short as a boy's; 
her face was round and miileless, though there wa "omething 
cuiioiisly finicky, cold and >cl childlike, about the set of her 
brightly lipsiickcd mouth. She was wcaimg a pair of grey 
trousers and a blouse, a thin red scarf, the same shade as her 
lipstick, was tied around her neck, with the knot to one side. 
Malcolm saw the seam that ran straight down the middle of 
the trousers, over her Hat little stomach, and disappeared under 
her. 

First her >awn; then that seam: he thought the emotion they 
aroused in him was cxinlempt. Some minutes passed before he 
realized that whatever it might Lave been at first it was now 
desire. Once he had come to the realiziilion. his desire became 
direct, immediate, almost vindictive in its inten.sit> He could 
not take his eves ofl her. 

Swannie and van Fonder wrangled, neither of them really 
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talking to the other, or to anyone else; the painter got to his 
feet suddenly, snorting and smacking his lips, and staggered out 
of the room without saying a word, his hand groping towards 
his fly. The stormtrooper and Leonie were whispering together 
again. ‘Art for art s sake,’ de Wet stammered out, at something 
Swannie had said; because of his stammer he seemed to say in 
a gabble just ‘Art - art art’, the other words lost. Malcolm 
stared at the girl, making no attempt to disguise what he was 
feeling. He had nothing to lose. 

When at last she looked at him, and continued to look at 
him, it .seemed surprising to him that the others in the room 
were unaware of what had happened between them; he would 
have thought it to be as audible as a word, as visible as a 
gesture. Again and again her small grey eyes re.sted on him; 
still neither of them spoke. 

At last he said quietly to her, ‘My name's Malcolm.’ 

Vfi, I heard your name when I came in.' 

When she got up, saying that she was going to make some 
coffee in the kitchen, Swannie just shouted after her, ‘Cio 
ahead, it's a good idea.' She left the room, and Malcolm fol- 
lowed her a minute later, muttering st)mc excuse about washing 
out his g^lass. 

The kitchen was a dark, smelly little place, containing little 
but a sink, an old coal-burning stove, and a wooden icebox w'ith 
a gauze door. The girl was standing at the sink, running water 
into a coffee-pot. Malcolm put down his glass on top of the ice- 
box. She did not speak or move, having turned her head once 
to see who it was that had come in. Malcom's heart beat 
fiercely to sec how still she stood. She was waiting for him 

He took her around the waist from behind. She was thin, a 
scrap of cloth and warm flesh beneath it. nothing more. He 
pressed his lips against her neck, above the scarf, and smelled 
the dry odour of her hair. He did not know what he could do 
with her there, or what she would do, and did not care. 

Sfill she did not move; the tap ran on, the coffee-pot was 
full and the water ran over her fingers. She seemed to be 
abstracted, hardly aware of him. Then in her slow, rather harsh 
voice, she said, ‘You’re a fast worker, Mister Malcolm.’ 
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He held her more tightly, unwilling to speak, lest his voice 
should shake, and betray his uncertainty. 

She switched off the tap, and stood for a moment with her 
hand on it. ‘Come,’ she said, ‘Let's see if we can find some- 
where ’ 

Malcolm closed his eyes, leaning against her. He could not 
move for the moment, he was so weakened by desire, and by 
relief and mcrediilitv at what she had said ‘You mean it?' he 
said His voice did shake ‘You mean it'^’ 

With a brisk movement she disengaged herself from him and 
opened the back door of the kitchen He followed her. 


12 

Outside, from a cic.ii blue skv, the sun pouied down with a 
dazzling pr(Klig,dil\ upon a small sand\ vaid, three pepper 
trees, a fowl hok of netting wire and iron, and a laige, tattered, 
rusting iron shed leaning at an angle as if it had been blown 
islant bv the wind 1 he\ went fust to the shed and peered into 
it through a glassless hole cut into one of its sides It was too 
dark to see an\ thing inside but the girl sniHcd with her head 
inside the aperture and said, ‘It smells like kathr : » me. No 
thank \ou ' 

‘Where'' Malcolm said, looking vaguely around him, 
oppressed b\ the glare He felt the effect of the biandy he had 
been drinking moie strongly than he had indoors, the w ’ves of 
light that passed oser the giound, one after the other, seemed 
to be tugging at him making him unsteady on his feet *We 
must be quick ' He heard his own voice as if from a distance. 

Behind the pepper trees was a sagging wire fence, then a 
wide, flat expanse of grass, knee-high, pale brown A few' hun- 
dred yards oft wore two isolated roofless houses, with piles of 
bricks and builders* sand an>und them Much further off, filling 
the horizon, was the white, flat-lopped pvramid k . a mine- 
dump ‘ 1 here,' the gii 1 said, pointing at the houses. 

There may be a watchman.’ 
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That’ll be bad luck, won't it?’ 

But there was no watchman. They fled, almost running now, 
into the first house they came to. Scraps of hardened cement 
were everywhere, fallen from the rough brickwork on to the 
earth which the walls enclosed: no floors were down, and the 
sun came in from above. He wanted to take her in his arms, but 
she pushed him away. She unzipped her slacks and kicked off 
her sandals: she stood in front of him in her blouse, a pair of 
white panties and short white socks. He reached out and 
touched the shadow of the hairs of her groin, visible through 
the cloth. Her smaline.ss made him feel guilty and pitying: then 
all the more desperate to get at her. He stumbled, struggling to 
take off his trousers. Just before he grasped her he asked, 
‘What about precautions? I haven't got anything.’ 

‘It’s all right. It's the end of my month. 1 his is your lucky 
day, man.’ 

They were in the shadow cast across the unfinished room by 
one of the walls, and the sand w'as surprisingly cool and solt 
under his knees. Then it packed hard, irritating him. But by 
that time he had finished. Jackie lay with^ her he*id on his 
jacket, her face turned to one side, as he had seen it before in 
the house. Her skin was sallow and shiny with sweat. 

When she began to move, in an attempt to get up, he held 
her pinioned down. ‘Don't go, there's no hurrv,’ he said, 
puzzled by her sudden anxiety to be free of him But she strug- 
gled fiercely against him, whispering in Afrikaans and Imglish 
that she had to go, it was so late, they’d been there so long 
already. He was horrible, he was a pig, who did he think he 
was, she was sorry she’d come, she'd never let him touch her 
again. 

‘Don’t be stupid,’ he told her, smiling, pinning her by the 
arms, watching her throw her head helplessly from side to side. 
‘You should have done this before, not now. It’s too late now.’ 
Eventually she laughed and opened her eyes, which had been 
closed while she had been fighting against him: she seemed to 
surrender again. But no sooner had he relaxed and begun to 
caress her, under the blouse she was .still wearing, than she 
twi.sted free and was on her feet. She took Malcolm’s trousers 
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and chucked them through the doorway, into the open space 
in front of the house. 

‘You bitch ! ’ 

‘That’s what I am. That's what you must learn about me.* 

The ponderousness of her English mollified Malcolm; it 
amused him. ‘All right. Em learning fast.’ He went to the door- 
way and peered eaiistiously through it. There was no one 
about, only the sun shining on the grass, glinting off the roof 
of vSwannie's house in the distance. He retrieved his trousers 
and came back inside. 

They were both covered in red sand, filthy with it, like two 
urchins They dusted each other's clothes and bodies, and 
wiped their faces on Malcolm's handkerchief. 

‘And now I suppose I'll have to go and fight your friend.’ 

Tf he was the fighting sort, you think he'd have let us go off 
like this?' 

‘No, I suppose not,' Malcolm said, reassured 

They walked back to the house arm-in-arm. In snite of the 
chafing of the sand inside his trousers Malcolm felt smooth 
and languid within himself, weightless, easy. Even the dry 
grass seemed suave, in its stillness, colour and light. He 
tightened his grasp on her waist. 

‘What's \our second name?' 

‘\erster ' She added, pioudly and defensively, ‘M> mother’s 
I rench I'm ha If- 1 rench ' 

That accounts for vou then.' Malcolm said, touched by the 
way she had given him this infoimalion, and knowing that 
what he s.ud wtnild please her. 

She niHidcd, satisfied. 
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Still, Malcolm was apprehensive as thev approach^* ^ the house. 
But they found when they came into the front room that every- 
one, with the exceptii>n of Swannie himself, had left. He was 
still sitting in his armchair, with his glass in his hand; he was 
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now plainly very drunk. His mouth hung open, his arms were 
flung over each side of his chair; everything about him looked 
collapsed, except for his eyes, which started even further for- 
ward out of his head, and were fixed in one direction only. 

‘Where's everybody?* Malcolm asked, as casually as he 

could. 

Swannie made no reply. 

IshitUe wef»?* Jaqueline asked. 

‘Yes, they've gone, I told them to bugger off.’ 

‘Why you do that?’ 

‘Because they're all .snakesl' Swannie shouted, lurching for- 
ward, yet held back by the arms of the chair, which were now 
under his armpits. ‘And you're the biggest snake of the lot! 
You!' He pointed at Malcolm. ‘You think you can do what 
you like, don't you? You think 

‘Swannie 

‘Mcneer Swanepoel to you, you bloody snake.' He tried to 
turn towards the girl. ‘You're a bloody whore, that's all you are. 
You come here for the first time and you've got no shame, you 
just fuck off into the veld with someone ypu ve never seen 
before, and you come back stinking like a polecat. You slink 1 
You hear what I say ? You stink ! ' 

The girl laughed, standing with her hands on her slight grey- 
trousered hips. 'You're jealous! Why you so jealous, man? 
What s the matter with you? If you want it st> much then >ou 
must ask for it; you mustn’t .sit here talking about book.s all 
day.' 

*1 wouldn't touch you,’ 

‘No, i wouldn't let you touch me. That’s why. The only 
reason.' 

Malcolm was sure the girl was right about Sw'annie's jeal- 
ousy; the boldness and quickness of what they had done had 
got under his skin. 

‘Come off it, .Swannie. I wasn’t doing anything against you. 
That bther bloke would have a right to complain. But not you.’ 

vSwannie ignored him, and spoke to the girl. ‘You think he's 
bloody marvellous, I suppose. You think he's got such a nice 
English voice and such nice £ng]i.sh manners and maybe he's 
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got a lot of nice English money to go with them. Well, I can tell 
you that he’s nothing. He's got no money. You should read the 
crap he writes. And you know why he comes here? He’s slum- 
ming, that’s all We amuse him. He thinks we’re funny - funny 
Boers. Primitive people. Backvelders Ignorant Dutchies. He 
thinks it's a joke to hear us talking about books and art, 
because as far as he's concerned we're just another tribe here in 
the hundu I know the way these superior bastards think Don’t 
come heic again, Begbie. Fuck off! 1 don’t want to see your 
face again ! ’ 

'All right,' Malcolm said Then he said. ‘Maybe I am slum- 
ming with the others But not with you, Swannie. You might 
as well know that I thoueht \ou did ’ 

He had spi)kcii quuil/ but the girl was angry. ‘I'm no Boer.* 
Her mouth twisted in a loop of disgust ‘I'm cosmopolitan.’ 

Swannie stared at her in silence, for a long time Then he 
said ‘You’re mad that's what \ou arc ' He sank back into his 
chair ‘Ach, leave me alone do what vou like ’ 

They stoexi hesitalmg in front of him Jacqueline turned to 
Malcolm and said complaininely, ‘Fm dving of thirst.’ When 
he glanced at Swannie she stamped her foot ‘I'm thirsty, 
dammit, didn't >ou hear me*^ It s thirsty work I want some- 
thing to drink - water biandv, .m\ thing ’ 

Her reference to thirsts work made Malcolm and he 

looked around the rot)m for the water -jug. found that it was 
cmplN, and went into the kitchen to till it up When he came 
back into the room the girl was sitting on the arm of Swannie’s 
chair, and stroking his hair .Swannie was in te irs He st-uggled 
out of the chair, stauecred across the room, and fell into an- 
other Prtmi there he beeecd them not to leave him He was 
frightened to be on his own He was in a hell of a state, he said. 
Did they know he'd killed, actualK killed. his own mother? 

This, Malcolm knew from previous experience, w'as Swan- 
nie's way of describing the fact that, two ycais before, when 
he'd been awa\ with some of his friends in the C'^pe, he had 
ignored a telegram that had announced her illness and asked 
him to come home immediately He had thought the telegram 
to be a ruse to get him away from people of whom he knew his 
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devout church-going, Bible-reading mother disapproved. So 
by the time he had come back to the house she was dead and 
buried. *But I still see her sometimes/ Swannie said, wringing 
his hands. 'In dreams, and when Tve been drinking too much. 
And you know what's the most terrible thing when I see her? 
She doesn't know that she's dead! But I know. She speaks to 
me just as if she was still alive. And I can't tell her.' Harncstly, 
imploringly, fixing them with the .shining, wet orbs of his eyes, 
he asked them, 'How can you say something like that to your 
own mother?’ 

Later, when he was calmer, they cleared away the glasses 
and washed them, and put the empty bottles in Malcolm's car - 
at Swannie's suggestion - so that his father wouldn't see them. 
‘He's started again, the old bastard,' Swannie explained. ‘He 
comes home .stinking, and then he moans about me boozing too 
much.’ They persuaded him to go to bed, which he collapsed 
into with his suit on; they took off his heavy black shoes and 
covered him with a sheet, and left the house. 

Malcolm drove Jacqueline back to town. She insisted that 
she be put off at an address she gave him.^^n Motortown. She 
had to see what had happened to Barry. Barry was her friend. 

‘Will I see you again?’ he asked. 

‘You want to?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

‘Then you can phone me.’ She gave him her number, and 
climbed out of the car. The building behind her was an old, 
shabby block of flats between two wholesalers' warehouses. She 
fluttered her fingers in farewell, and ran up the steps. 
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‘Mind your own business.’ ‘Ask no questions and you'll hear 
nolics.’ 'Least said soonest mended.' ‘Ciriosity killed the cal.' It 
was with phrases like these that Jacqueline answered almost 
all Malcom’s questions about herself and the wav she lived. 
After having seen her half a dozen times he had learned little 
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more than that she lived in a room in Barry van Tonder’s flat 
but didn’t sleep with him because he was impotent; that she 
had other boy friends (‘Hell, what do you think’s so special 
about you?’); that she had had an abortion three years pre- 
viously, when she had been sixteen; and that she was half- 
French. Malcolm became more and more sure that this last 
‘fact’ was untrue; not least because she insisted so much on it. 
Round her suppositious Frenchness, however, she had built a 
whole theory of national characteristics which seemed to be 
the one intellectual structure in her head. Frenchmen were best 
(‘sexiest*): then came Italians Greeks and Portuguese were 
‘slimy’. About the Jews she was very knowledgeable; Russian 
Jews were ‘all right’, but she couldn't stand German Jews - 
they should nevei nave let so many of them into the country. 
The F.nglish were feeble but ihe\ had better manners than the 
Afiikaners. She wished she had the chance to meet some 
Ameiicans; they did things in st>le, you could tell from their 
bioscope pictures Kaffirs were beyond consideration but some 
Indians were very attractise; they had such lovely thick black 
hair. And so on, and so on. 

She believed, apparently, in nothing else. Malcolm tried 
again and again to find in her some sciuple or other, some 
ambition, some shame. But he had no success; the nearest he 
came to it was to find that she had a kind of wa^^vard, con- 
temptuous k^yalty towards van Tonder She was delinquent, 
brainless and altogether at the meicy of her own impulses; 
she prided herself only in her ability to surprise, disappoint 
and disconcert others. She even lacked giced She wasn't parti- 
cularly interested in money or clothes or possessions. She 
worked when she had to - usually behind the counter of a 
shop - but for the last six months she had been sponging off 
van Tonder, whose father was a well* to-do farmer near Pot- 
chefstroom. On most mornings she slept late, then she listened 
to the radio or talked to Barry, or went to a cheap Greek 
restaurant for a meal, or just w^alked about looking at shop- 
windows. She spent much of her lime in cinemas, .ae roamed 
about the town with van Tender or with one of her other boy 
friends; sometimes with Malcolm. 
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With each meeting his desire for her grew. In a strange, 
abstract way it fed itself as much upon her stupidity, her 
availability, her unscrupulousness, her detachment, as it did on 
the smallness and immaturity of her body, so much used, and 
so much still like a child's. He was excited to a more intense 
sensuality by the sight, at unexpected moments, of her small 
eyes fixed steadily upon him, with the indifferent, uncompre- 
hending curiosity of a child; he learned to anticipate her bouts 
of sullenness, when she would be as insulting and frustrating as 
she knew how, as well as the rarer occasions when she would 
zealously and winningly do her best to please him; he gloated 
over her imperfections and vulgarities - her too-small eyes, 
her shiny skin, her wry mouth, her uneducated Afrikaans 
accent. At night he dreamed about her; by day he thought 
about her in remembered postures, he imagined grossness he 
could inflict upon her when he next saw her. There were times 
when he thought wildly of asking her to marry him; there were 
other times when he swore he would never see her again. Yet, 
though she sometimes did, he never failed to keep an appoint- 
ment he h;id made uith her. If she had allowed him to he 
would have made one every day. 

Yet the knowledge that he was truly obsessed by her came to 
Malcolm only when his fantasies, for no reason that he knew 
of, became unremittingly, harrowingly. violent. When he was 
with her he behaved as he had before; but when he was away 
from her he pictured himself beating her, pulling her about by 
her cropped hair, kicking her, strangling her. stabbing her, 
running her over. And the strangest most seductive thing about 
these fantasies was the feeling he had, when he indulged him- 
self in them, that in carrying them out he would be doing no 
more than she hungered for: then, in the last moment, she 
would be whole, transfixed, palpitating, a single being revealed 
to herself, no longer detached, fragmentary and wondering. 

These thoughts and images were grotesque, but they were 
hardly any more so than so much else in their relationship, in- 
cluding the part played in it by Barry van Tonder; the boring, 
plodding, inquiring, conversing, car-driving, scribbling Barry 
van Tonder, who was always ready to sit and smoke while they 
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went into Jackie’s bare bedroom and wait for them to come out 
of it, when he would resume his interrupted conversation with 
Malcolm about Thomas Mann or D. H. Lawrence, or the 
advantages of collectivism over individualism, or whether or 
not God existed, or the origins of colour prejudice, or a hun- 
dred other topics as large as these. He was always ready to 
tliive Jackie about, or to make suggestions to get her into a good 
humour when she was in a bad one; he showed Malcolm his 
verse and prose in Afiikaans, and Lnglish translations of it 
which he himself had made, in none of which could Malcolm 
discern the slightest trace of talent. But for all van Tondcr’s 
slow verbosity, Malcolm never knew what went on in his 
mind: whether or not he was jealous, what he felt about Jackie, 
what he thought about his own impotence. If anything, Mal- 
colm suspected he was rather proud of the last of these, for it 
set him aside from the ruck who did not suffer from so interest- 
ing an ailment; he discussed the various psychiatrists who had 
treated him for it. He seemed fond of Malcolm; eventually he 
asked him and Jackie to come to the farm with him for a 
weekend. ‘Meet mv parents.* he said. ‘They’ll like you, even 
though you are a totnnek F nglishman.' 

Malcolm had no wish to meet Barry’s parents, but he did 
want to spend a weekend with Jackie. It was decided that 
Malcolm and Jackie would pictend to be married, and at the 
beginning of the next long weekend the three of them set off for 
Potchefstroom in Malcolm's car. 
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They W'cre all tired, for lhc\ had been working during the day; 
and at dawn they would have to be up again. The men were all 
in khaki shirts and shorts; the girls were dressed in blouses and 
slacks. They sat at case, relaxed, unhurried, quietly *istening to 
the lecturer, who spoke in emphatic, hissing tones, and twisted 
his body forward when he made his points. Idly, the eyes of 
some of the girls watched his performing shadow against the 
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bare, plastered wall of the house; other eyes met and ex- 
changed glances, indifferently, smilingly or seriously. The lec- 
turer's girl friend - a fine-featured girl with soft, fair hair and 
intent, dark brows - listened engrossed, one finger touching in 
turn at each of the brass studs along the arm of the battered 
leather armchair in which she was sitting; an unshaven youth, 
deaf in one ear, sat next to her, his head tilted to one side. 
Another boy had the sleeves of his jersey knotted loosely 
around his neck, and waggled the ends of the sleeves 
against one another, as if he were miming applause of the 
speech he was hearing, Joel sat in the doorway, the front room 
of the house was empty behind him; his knees were drawn 
up and his chin rested on them. When he looked up he saw the 
dazed yellow light of the oil-lamps hanging from hooks on the 
posts that held up the roof of the verandah; beyond them, as if 
the light had remained in a mesh on his retina, there was a 
vibrating, flecked darkness. The air was scented with the smell 
of dry grass and animal-dung, mingled with the hot paraffin 
odour of the oil-lamps. The stoep was open, but for the corru- 
gated iron roof overhead; the black shapesjof the half-ton van 
in the yard and the outbuildings were all that sUkkI before the 
stars. Ni) sound, no wind, no light, came from outside. 

‘And so we .see that whether we consider the plight of Jew'ish 
youth in the Diaspora from either a Marxist or a F'reudian 
aspect, we are compelled to the conclusion that only through 
collective endeavour can that youth be cured of the social, 
economic and psychological sicknesses from which it now 
suffers.’ The speaker was nearing his peroration. The talk he 
was giving them was a rehearsal of what he was going to say to 
the Conference of Progressive .South African Youth to which 
their movement had been invited to .send a delegation. ‘And 
only in a Jewish Palestine can their endeavour be truly collec- 
tive. Elsewhere society offers to individuals in our position only 
atomization and alienation, a self-defeating hunt for material 
goods, cynicism, apathy and despair. That is the choice before 
us. chaverinw there is no other.’ 

The speaker .sat down : he had started his talk in one of the 
wickerwork chairs scattered about the stoep, but half-way 
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through it had felt the need to get up. The assembled chaverim 
did not applaud; it was not expected that they should; but 
several of them nodded, and others looked simply relieved. 
Then there was a long silence. Indeed, even while Henry 
Kramer had been speaking his voice had somehow made little 
impressions against the vagueness, placidity and warmth of 
the night-air, and the fatigue of the group listening to him. 
And Henry Kramer himself, chief spokesman and ideologue 
of the Hatzofim movement, was glad that he had finished 
and could sit down next to Riva, his girl friend, who extended 
her fingers to him from her chair, as though she had just 
been introduced. They sat side by side, their fingers loosely 
touching. 

Joel had haidl> nMcned to the lecture. He sat vacant-minded, 
enjoying his own tiredness. F^ach time he closed his eyes he saw 
fragments of the field in which he had been working during the 
afternoon: the rows of young potato plants with small white 
blossoms showing among their leavcN, the glint oft the blade of 
his hoc, the rusting pipe along which water ran was led from 
the iron dam and windmill to the furrows. When he had turned 
the wheel-like tap next to the dam, right at the end of the day, 
the water had drummed in the iron beneath his fingers; his 
linger-lips still seemed to tingle with the sensation. He took 
no part in the brief uncritical discussion of the ’ '^ture which 
had just been given. 

Kiamcr believed in what he had been saying; so did all the 
others. Nevertheless, out of the fifteen or twenty people on the 
verandah, only a few were eventually to spend their lives in 
Palestine, though all of them were to live in the country for a 
shorter or longer time. One of tho.se who was to remain was a 
fat. blonde girl with her name, 1 amara, embroidered in Hebrew 
letters across the frtnil of her blouse; she w'as to marry a Czech 
immigrant in a kibbutz in the Cialilec. Another was a slight, be- 
spectacled youth, whose black hair grew shaggily down tae 
back of his neck and curled over the shafts of his glasses at his 
temples; he was sitting ncai to Joel, following t. discussion 
eagerly, moving his lips as though about to enter the conversa- 
tion, but never doing so. Barely a year later his chest was torn 
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open by a hand grenade tossed from the window of a building 
in the Old City of Jerusalem, during the unsuccessful attempt 
to relieve the siege, and the mess of bubbling bknKl and ex- 
posed bone that had been Johnny Magidson was dragged into 
shelter; and from there, eventually to the calm of the military 
cemetery on Mount Herzl, Kramer was to become a very suc- 
cessful Johannesburg solicitor; but he was to be made to suiter 
by the girl whose fingers he now held so loosely and proudly 
in his left hand. Her intensity, years later, after the birth of her 
second daughter, was to become what the doctors diagnosed as 
schizophrenia. 

Tamara got up and made her w'ay into the house, followed 
by two or three of the other girls. When they called out. Tof- 
fee's ready,’ everybody got up and went inside. But it seemed 
hot and stuffy indoors, and t>ne by one the group came back on 
to the stoep, w'ith their mugs in their hands They drank their 
coffee and smoked; someone said, ‘Where's \our fluitiie, 
Johnny - give us a tunc,* but Magidson shook his head and the 
others didn't insist. Soon they were vawning and exclaiming 
‘Who's for bed?'; soon they went oil in ones^nd twos, the un- 
attached girls to their rooms, the unattached boss to theirs; 
some couples went into the darkness of the yard, to the tents 
they shared. 
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Joel and Leon stayed behind on the stoep. I. con squatted next 
to Joel, bearing his great weight on his two small feet beneath 
him. ‘What have you been dtiing with yourself?' he asked. ‘I've 
hardly seen you all weekend?’ 

‘I've been around.’ 

Thpy were both silent. Simultaneously they started speaking 
again; then each halted to let the other go on. 

‘No, you started first.’ 

‘I wasn't going to say anything.’ 

Another silence followed. 
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‘Old Henry certainly went on and on tonight.’ Joel said 
Leon laughed ‘It does no harm People like to hear over and 
over again how right they are ’ 

‘For a while What's Henry going to do when we’re all actu- 
ally on a kibbutz ^ Nobody 11 want to listen to him there ’ 

‘He'll hnd something else to talk about ’ 

From inside the house a girls high pitched voice called, 
‘Joel ’ 

‘Topical’’ Joel said with mock disgust ‘Everybody goes to 
sleep, so Natalie promptly w ikes up * 

‘Fhits what she s like, Leon said, heavily, yet wistfully. 
‘Perverse * 

He and Joel exchanged a gl ince They both looked up when 
the girl came on lo ihe si ep Her 'iiir wis tousled her blouse 
IS eoming out of the belt of her blue denim skirt, her feet 
weie bare llieie w is a font flush of \\armth under her smooth 
brown skin Her binly w is sturdy but supple her short legs 
were slightly bowed She stood in front of the two men and 
looked from the one to the other smiling at the way they were 
sitting next to one inolhei beneath her 
Wh it were vou t ilkmg ibout? 

‘You Ji>cl answered 

‘Were vou saying nice things about me?’ 

‘Not very 

‘I m sure vou weren t But Leon w is defending me weren't 
you I con ^ She 1 uighed ind I eon turned his head away 
quiekly, with a look of inger or piin on his face Natalie put 
her hand on his he id I con I m not 1 lughina at vou ' 

He jerked his he id tway from her hand and rose to his feet 
‘1 don t want vour pationage ' 

*Oh Leon N italic >aid moving aside aw ly from them 
bi^th with a thrust of her hips She stool at the head of the 
steps that led down fiom the stoep to the yard looking into the 
darkness None of them moved I torn the yard they heard 
sdmeone unseen saying distinetly and quietlv. Good night, 
and the sound of footsteps retreating e lutiously Ac ir at the 
back of the house slammed shut I or a moment they were 
suspended in the stillness, as if their own emotions had been 
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taken out of their care. The yellow light wavered, giving a 
fringe to the darkness. 

It seemed simple for Natalie to go to Leon, put her arms 
around his neck, and say, 'Tm sorry, Leon. Tm not playing 
with you - or Joel. I think I love him.’ 

‘I think you do,' he answered sadly, but without resentment; 
almost with a touch of humour or relief in his voice. ‘You 
never loved me anyway, you told me that you didn't. Hut I 
hoped He turned to Joel. *1 mean before you came. Still, I'm 
not sorry that you've joined the group. 1 mustn't think only of 
myself.’ 

Joel couldn't help smiling at the remark: it embarrassed him 
by the self-conscious earnestness of its altruism. Yet Leon had 
spoken sincerely enough. He said to Leon, and to Natalie, too, 
‘Anyway, it's a goixJ thing we're speaking out at last.* 

‘I'here's nothing else to say.* 1 eon answered. 

Again they were silent. But the impulse of goodwill, of 
frankness, of reconciliation, had spent itself. Natalie dropped 
her arms: now' she went over to Joel. ‘C ome,' she said, prixl- 
ding him with her b*ire toes ‘Come for a walk.’„. 

‘A walk! At this hour? Are you mad?’ 

‘Yes.’ . 

She smiled over him, her eyes bright under her smooth 
brown forehead. Joel got to his feet with a groan. 

‘Good night,' Leon said abruptly, and went into the house, 
hurt, burly and undignified. 

Natalie stared after him. Finally she said, ‘Well, I'm glad 
that's done.* 

Joel had returned to his place on the floor. ‘You’re a funny 
girl. The first time you say that you love me, you say it to 
someone else, not to me. What's the idea?* 

‘As long as I've said it.’ 

Joel lunged at her ankle. But she danced away from him. ‘As 
long as I've .said it,' she chanted, hopping about, her toes 
spreading out with each quick step on the hard cement of the 
stcxrp. Her .skirt swung about her: her head of hair danced too. 
‘As long as I've .said it.' She hopped through the open door and 
disappeared. 
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But she returned a few moments later, with a pair of s a n<^ate 
on her feet and a torch in her hand. ‘Come.’ 

‘You're serious?' 

‘1 nearly always am.* 


17 

Thcv stepped info the darkness of the yard, the torch's circle of 
while liijht swinging around them, revealing glimpses of 
trampled sand, the marks of tvres, the ropes and sloping canvas 
walls of the tents. loel took Natalie's bare arm in his hand. 
S(H>n they w'crc out of the vard and were walking along the 
double track that led from the farmhouse to the main road 
which was the border of the farm I here was no moon in the 
skv. but the stars were so thick and bright, and the veld was so 
dark, that the hori/t)n was clearly marked all the way around 
them. A ridge of kopjes ahead of them brought that horizon 
comparatively close; behind them the veld stretched away un- 
broken for such a distance that it h>oked as though the sky was 
lilted over to enclose it, at the \cr> end. 

Ihey did not speak: lhe\ walked steadily together in silence, 
until they reached the gate that opened on the main luad. The 
metal of the gate was cidd on their bare arms. They rested 
there, side bv side, loel looked at Natalie; her regular features 
Were outlined against the stars, made bv them to seem large 
and austere. When she spoke, sa\ing something about the 
uarmlh of the esening, the high girlishness of her voice sur- 
piiscd and delighted him; like a memory it ran through his 
blotnl. He moved over to take her in his aims. 

‘I love you,' he said. ‘I heard you say that you love me.* 

‘I do.' 

They stocKi together, his lips in her hair. The tenderness he 
felt for her was a pain in his breast: she was so »“^etty, so 
troubled, so lively, her voice was so high. Always he had been 
moved by her frailly and b\ the largeness of the changes she 
wished for in her own single life, and the lives of others; now 
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the changes had begun for them both. In the darkness, in the 
empty veld, where nothing moved and the only sounds were 
those of their own breathing, rustling, swallowing, the future 
was a weight he wanted to grasp, to carry, never to surrender. 
Why had he feared it? How' could he have doubted that it 
would bring such an answer to him? 

He felt her hands upon his shoulders, her breath on his face. 
When they kissed the stars swung about their heads, flared 
around them, hanging in clusters and bunches - so close a hand 
could have grasped them, then seeming to spin away with a 
hiss. 

Natalie's flesh was the softest he had ever touched; so soft 
it escaped from him like water They came together again, and 
this time their embrace was strained, her mouth was awkward 
in its eagerness to meet his They pressed closer together, still 
her feather-soft, feather-light flesh seemed to escape from the 
buiden they washed it to bear, and he followed it fiercely in the 
delusive darkness, searching for it, feeling it gather and scatter 
before him. 

‘What s that?’ 

She had broken away from him with a shock. Behind him 
was an ijumense radiance, irregular and waveiing, soundlessly 
growing. 

‘It's only a car,’ Joel reassured her. 

He was breathless and disconcerted, unsteady on his feet, 
hardly knowing where he was He grasped at the gate to steady 
himself. They stood a foot or two apart from one another, 
waiting for the car to go by The light from it wms still wide, 
thrown skywards, with nc» single source, then the car appeared 
over an incline and the light contracted, became a beam racing 
towards them. Only then, for the first time, did they hear the 
sound of the engine. The hard metalled surface of the road 
blinked wickedly. Their shadows, the shadows of the gate, of 
the fence, of the white, sharp-edged stones revealed on the 
roadside, of the low acacia trees in the veld - all whirled and 
raced away from them, stretching longer and longer, until the 
car burst past. Each shadow was instantly snapped off at the 
root, the noise of the car swept away, carrying with it a brush 
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of light in front and a receding red light behind. The rest was a 
single shadow once more, under the sky. 

Joel had shielded his eyes with his hand and turned his head 
away as the car had passed; now he watched it go. The light at 
the back travelled smoothly, at one height above the ground. 
Then, inexplicably, Joel saw that red light suddenly swing, 
swirl high in the air, looking no bigger, no heavier, than a 
cigarette-end flicked up by a finger. Across the veld they heard 
a dull, explosive sound, like a cardboard box collapsing, then 
a second fainter one. The light had gone out. 

They've had an accident,* loci shouted. He heard Natalie 
cry out. He groped on the grtnind for the torch, which he had 
put down there earlier, took her hand in his and began running 
along the verge oi the load. 
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Inside the car. as the two offside wheels had lifted in the air, 
Malcolm’s last thought had been: She'll never fall back. He 
was aware of the side of the car rising yet higher, for the 
briefest instant; then of a blow against the side of his head, it 
seemed much later that he felt the air rushing past hii.i, he felt 
its coolness; and another blow struck at him. Where it struck 
him, or from where it had come, he did not know. He knew 
nothing, not even daikness. 

Brightness assailed his e\es when he opened them, a myriad 
points of it darted stingingK at him out of black space. The 
.surface he was lyinu on was cold and h.ird. He closed his eyes, 
and opened them again after another lapse of time. 

He was fully conscious He knew what had happened and 
where he was. The car had turned over, he was on the ground, 
the points of cold silver light he was looking into were stars in 
the sky. Vic remembered the sensation of the side of the car 
lifting, the bang on his head, his flight through the air, the 
second blow. He must have been flung out through a door that 
had burst open. Where was Jackie? How was she? 


T.II.-9 
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He sat up, puzzled to find that there were no shoes on his 
feet. The sky had never before looked as black to him as it did 
now, the stars had never been so bright. The night air was like 
another element, like water, flowing over his limbs. The car was 
a shape a little way ahead. He approached it cautiously, hob- 
bling over the ground in his socks. 

‘Jackie?* he called quietly. "Jackie?* 

There was no reply. He drew in dread with his breath; then 
he screamed out, 'Jackie! Are you all right?’ 

He heard the sound of footsteps, and turned. A light shone 
in the distance; it was coming closer, people were running to- 
wards him. Jackie must have gone to fetch help, he thought, as 
totally relieved as he had been terrified a moment before. He 
began hurrying and hopping towards the light. The faint yel- 
low beam appeared to be many yards away, yet he took only a 
few paces and the people were upon him One of them was a 
man, the other a woman. The young woman was not Jackie, 
but someone else, a stranger. 

‘Where's Jackie?* he demanded. 

‘Jackie?’ 

‘Yes, where is she? Have you got her?’ 

‘We've just come,’ 

The torchbeam was directed downwards, towards the 
ground. Three detached pairs of feet were \isible m its light: 
in sandals, in veldskoen, in socks. Malcolm saw them with the 
same startling vividness with which he had earlier seen the sky 
and the stars. They looked absurd and sinister, related to noth- 
ing. The beam of the torch swung upwards, it was shining upon 
him. Before he could bring his hands to his face it was gone 
again. 

‘Are you all right? How many of you are there?’ 

‘Just me and Jackie. Barry said he wanted to stay on for a 
few days.* Malcolm slopped, remembering with dilficultv that 
these people did not know Barry or Jackie. He heard someone 
tittering at his mistake, and was insulted by the sound. Then he 
knew that he was the one who had been laughing. 

‘1*11 stay here,* Natalie said, shrinking back into the darknes.s. 

‘All right, ril go and have a look.’ 
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Joel had already moved away before Malcolm called ‘Wait, 
ril come with you ’ He ran after the other His feet kicked 
against something - it was one of his shoes He stooped and 
picked It up On his hands and knees he groped about, looking 
for the other shoe 

By the time he hid found it Joel was waving his torch 
and calling to him He hid found I ickie sitting on an ant- 
he ip a little way inside the wire fence that ran alongside the 
ro id 

J lekic whv didn t vou ins\vtr*^ Arc you ill right ^ Malcolm 
stumbled tow irds her when he rciched her he picked up her 
hinds from her Up ind held them m his How did you get 
here ^ Th ink Cuxi vou re ill nizht 
‘I w liked J icMe ir weied ifte i pause spe iking as though 
^he were reeolleetmg st>methine from i long time before I was 
in the eir It stopped rollin^ Ihen 1 got out md walked here 
Ihtn 1 w inted to sit d<»wn 

She pulleil her hinds iw i\ md hit at his fice stinginc his 
cheek one of her fineers hiuisme his eve You bloody fooP’ 
she shouted it him Whv do vou diive so f ist > 1 sij/cJ you were 
going too f 1 st You eould h ive killed me 

I m sorrv I didn I' In the pun of the blow M ilcolm would 
hive sprung it her hid not the stringer held him pushed him 
h lek 

You re both upset he siid Don t get hvsterieal Every- 
thing s ill right Yollielllekv vou le both luekv 

Mileolm limped iw iv He went biek to the car Tt was 
stinding next to the fence on ill four w I eels is if one "ould 
get into It ind drive on Hut the hood w is sm ished m csptei- 
illv over the corner id the front pissenger s se it vnd the glass- 
work sifetv gliss Mileolm remembered - w is in stringe 
milleibic shre-ds 1 he diivers door hiiPi, wide open but the 
others were j immed It frightened Mileolm to see the car to 
grope ibout it the shreds of gliss under neith him sque iking 
and grinding How hard ill these surf lees were th it had been 
vl immed so violentlv together he>w still everv thing >w was, 
how irrcv(Kible the sm ish There were fr igments of glass 
clinging to his hands, and he brushed them oft carefully His 
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legs and arms were beginning to ache, and he was suddenly 
very cold. 

In the meantime Joel and Jackie had approached; Joel had 
his arm around her shoulders. He left Jackie standing by the 
side of the car, and looked inside it for Malcolm's jacket and 
Jackie's cardigan, and insisted that they put them on. Natalie 
had also drawn nearer, reassured that there were no horrible 
sights to be seen. 

‘Look,* Joel said, ‘the two of you stay here and I'll get the 
van. You can spend the night at the house; there's nothing you 
can do here. Natalie, will you come with me?’ 

‘If you don't think I should stay?* 

‘I don't think there's anything you can do. They seem all 
right, really, but I don't think they could walk to the house. The 
girl's got a cut on her temple, but it doesn't look anything 
much.* 

Jackie climbed into the car and sat in the driver’s seat; Mal- 
colm sat next to her, in the open door of the car, with his feet 
on the ground. 

‘Do you mind if we leave you?’ Joel asked. ^ 

‘Mind?* Malcolm made a great effort not to let his voice be 
affected tjy the spasms of shivering that uere shaking his bcxly. 
‘You’re being very kind. I don't know what we would have 
done without you.* 

Joel said, ‘Well, I suppose someone else would have come 
along eventually.* 

Then he and Natalie went off; the light of the torch re- 
treated, the sound of their footsteps grew fainter. Malcolm and 
Jackie remained in the silence. 

‘There was a blow-out,' Malcolm said. It was the first time he 
had spoken to Jackie since she had hit at him. ‘I remember 
now. The wheel just twisted out of my hand. But I was going 
too fast. I'd have been able to deal with it if I hadn't been 
going so fast.’ 

Jaickie made no reply. He did not speak to her again. The 
silence rang in his ears; the stillness made him shiver. 
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When Joel and Natalie returned in the car, together with Mar- 
tin, a fourth-year medical student who had been roused from 
his sleep to have a look at the victims of the accident, they 
found Malcolm on his own. Weary and embarrassed, especially 
because of the scene Joel h.id witnessed between the two of 
them, Malcolm explained that a car had come by, and 
the people in it had offered their help. He had told them that 
help was already coming, but on hearing that the newcomers 
were on their w.j lohannesbutg, Jackie had said that she 
would go with them. 

Malcolm made the story as brief as possible. He didn't tell 
them that he had begged Jackie to stay, to be patient; that he 
had explained to her over and over again why he couldn’t 
leave. He had to see that the car was towed to the nearest dorp 
in the morning, m an> case, he had said, what would the other 
people think if they returned to the car and simply found no 
one there? Hut Jackie had said that all of that was none of her 
business; she had taken her bag and scrambled in with the 
newcomers, tvso nois) gunning young Afrikaners, linking of 
drink, who had obviously been delighted to see Malcolm re- 
main behind. 

None of the three who had just arrived made any comment 
on what Malcolm did tell them; Martin merely remarked that 
he was sorry he couldn't have had a U»ok at her before she had 
gone. He'd examine Malcolm at the house, he said, just to 
make sure he hadn't broken anything. 

‘All I've got is a knock on the back of my head,’ Malcolm 
said. ‘And I feel scratched all over.’ 

In the car, bumping along the winding double track towards 
the farmhouse, Joel gave his name, and Natalie's, and Mar- 
tin's, to Malcolm, who responded with his own, and thanked 
them again for the trouble they were taking. The dark veld 
went by; occasionally a tree, even darker than everything 
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around it, rose slowly out of the countryside, like some large 
bird labouring into flight. Malcolm felt utterly exhausted and 
was constantly afraid he would start shivering again. 

He wanted to ask his helpers who they were - they didn’t 
look or sound like farmers to him - but he didn’t have the 
energy. He thought vaguely about the loss of the car : whether 
the insurance company would write it off, or whether it would 
have it repaired, how he would manage in town without it. 

Just before they got to the farmhouse, Joel said, ‘I better tell 
you - we belong to a Zionist organization. This is our training- 
farm. There's a whole group of us here, some of us live here, 
some just come on weekends. So don't be surprised at how 
many people you'll see about tomorrow morning.’ 

In fact, Malcolm was surprised by the number of people he 
saw when he came in; word of the accident had brought them 
from their beds. Someone had made coffee; Malcolm drank it 
down eagerly, scorching his throat. In the light of the oil-lamps, 
sleepy, tousled, curious faces looked at him, people asked him 
how he felt; Joel had to repeat several times the story of how 
he had seen and heard the crash. It all seenaed unreal, fanciful, 
exotic to Malcolm, as if one life had come to an end in a single 
thumping, rending moment, and another, after a time of pro- 
found silence, had just begun. Martin took him into another 
room, and examined him carefully; the gashes and scratches 
on his legs were deeper than Malcolm had imagined, and his 
trousers were torn. They don't hurt at all,' he told the earnest, 
frowning and determinedly professional young man who was 
examining him. 

They will,’ Martin answered shortly. ‘I'm sorry I haven’t got 
anything to make you sleep.' He washed out the cuts with dis- 
infectant, and told Malcolm to go to a doctor the next morn- 
ing, as soon as he could. ‘I don't think any of them will need 
stitching, though,' he said. ‘You’re a lucky bloke.’ 

Then Malcolm was taken into a room with a bed in it, given 
some blankets, a pillow, and an oil-lamp, and left alone. He 
did not undress, but simply climbed under the blankets, leaving 
the lamp burning. He could hear the people of the house dis- 
persing. There was a knock on his door, and Joel came in. *ril 

190 



give you a lift into town tomorrow,’ he said; he felt respon- 
sible for Malcolm, having brought him there. ‘We'll be leaving 
pretty early.’ 

‘Thank you: I don't know how I'll repay you for what 
you've done.’ 

‘We've done nothing.’ 

‘You re at Wits, aren't you?’ Malcolm asked. ‘I'm sure I’ve 
seen you around.’ 

Joel ncxided. ‘I thought I’d seen you too. Good night.’ 

‘Good night.’ 


20 


Stealthily, Joel and Natalie carried her camp-bed into the tent 
in which Joel was slecpint!, in the darkness they undressed, 
kissed one another and then lay quietly, their hand« linked, 
their bodies separated bv the woinJcn struts of the beds. Two 
other boys were fast asleep in the tent; they had slept through 
all the excitement of Malcolm's anival Again and again Joel 
yawned, grateful to be King down, grateful for the blankets 
over him, the feel of N.ilalie's hand in his own, and the sound 
of her breathing The knem ledge that she was asleep and the 
protective feeling this roused in him, was the last thing he was 
conscious of 

Later he woke, and went out of the tent to go to the lava- 
tory. There was no sign yet of the approach of dawn Tl.e air 
was chill he was wearing onK a vest and a pair of underpants 
“ and the ground was cold under his bare feet. He moved 
Cautiously aert^ss the yard, ballled by the darkness and afraid 
of hinting his bare feet against stones oi thorns. He smelled 
the lavatory, which was nothing more than a bucket in a little 
corrugated iron shed, before he reached it, and changed his 
mind about going into it. Instead, anti-si>cially, he reh^'ved him- 
self against the w'all of the house. 

Overhead, the sky seemed fuither off than before. But the 
stars were still shining brightly, and there was such a profusion 
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of them that when a breeze blew, pricking his nostrils with the 
renewed smells of the yard, he almost expected the fabric of 
the sky to move faintly too, like an embroidered flag. But it 
remained still; only each point of light within it seemed to 
flicker, as an insect might flicker and yet remain in one place, 
vibrant with life. 
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The grass of the highveld was brown, russet, almost pinkish in 
the light of the morning sun, and the black metalled road ran 
straight over the slow lifts and falls of the plateau. Iron-roofed 
farmhouses; small muddy watercourses fringed by willows; 
fields of mealies and kaflir-corn; herds of grazing cattle; occa- 
sional cars approaching or overtaking, each one at first no 
more than a sharp blink of light ahead or in the driver’s mirror, 
and seconds later a shape, a colour, a rush of wind; new. 
white, flat-topped mine-dumps, headgear and mine-compounds 
thrust down nakedly on the veld, with pylons marching to- 
wards them and away from them - only these arrested the eye, 
above the expanses of grass. The sky was high, pale and cloud- 
less. 

Inside the car, Joel was driving; Malcolm sat beside him, 
smoking and looking out of the window, conscious of the con- 
tinuous, burning pain on his legs, and almost grateful to it, for 
it distracted his attention away from every slightly irregular 
movement of the car. Again and again, at the slightest swerve, 
he involuntarily braced his feet on the floor, though it hurt him 
to do so, or grasped at the handle of the door. Earlier on the 
journey Joel had stopped the car at the dorp nearest the farm, 
where Malcolm had arranged with a local garage to have his 
car towed into Johannesburg. Now there was nothing more to 
b^ done. Malcolm was looking forward to getting back to his 
room and being on his own once more. 

The two of them had spoken little since setting out. Thev 
had found that they knew a number of people in common at 
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the university; they had mentioned lecturers and choice of' sub- 
jects, places they had both been to in Italy during the war, the 
regiments they had served in, their length of service. But they 
were wary of one another, estranged and yet brought into a 
curious intimacy by the circumstances under which they had 
met. 

Eventually, Malcolm asked Joel about the group on the 
farm, and Joel began to describe the organization of the kib- 
butzim in Palestine, their egalitarianism and collectivism, their 
nationalism and their belief in the dignity of laboui. Malcolm 
listened attentively and made few comments; nevertheless, 
Joel found himself adopting a somewhat sceptical, ironic tone, 
as if to disarm the silent criticism of the other, to get in with 
his own ironies fir'^.t He disliked himself for it; unfairly, he 
disliked Malcolm more. Why should he describe in denigratory 
terms the movement, and his own involvement in it, to this 
stranger? Yet he went on doing so. ‘All one s motives are so 
mixed,* he said. ‘I might very well never have joined the group 
if it hadn’t been for the girl I w'as with last night. S'.e was a 
member of the group, she's been one ever since she was a 
kid. And - well >>hc iust had a great deal to do with my 
decision, I admit it. Of course, I was looking for something - 
something else - I didn't know' what 1 was looking for. And 
Zionism was no novelty to me, anNwa>; Id thought about it 
often enough before. My father's been a pretty fervent Zionist 
all his life.’ 

Malcolm said, ‘It seems to me you can be drawn into worse 
things by a girl.’ 

For an in.stant Joel took his eyes off the road to look at 
him. Malcolm was sl.iring ahead, and did not meet the glance. 

‘I suppose that's true,’ Joel said ‘And if I m suspicious of my 
motives because <»f the girl. I might as well be suspicious of 
them for a hundred other reasons.’ 

‘And where w»>uld it get you to itemize them? One shouldn't 
confuse one's judgement of ones motives svith judgement o 
one’s actions anyway * 

They travelled some way before Malcolm said, ‘but what 
about ambition - peisonal ambition, private ambition? You 
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haven't taken that into account, have you? Doesn't it woiry 
you at all?' 

He felt frail, detached, confessional; weakened by the qua- 
vers of apprehension which ran through his body before his 
mind was aware of the reason for them. He gave Joel no 
chance to answer his questions. To live, to endure all the 
bloody ignominies and frustrations of living, and then to be 
snuffed out, having got nothing out of it except what every- 
body else gets; and to know beforehand that that's all you're 
going to get - the thought of it just makes me feel claustro- 
phobic, I couldn't stand it. Don't you want to be - to make 
yourself - special? God knows, 1 do. More than ever, after 
what happened last night.’ 

By the time he was finished Malcolm was hardly interested 
in any answer from Joel; he had spoken out of his own need, 
and felt calmed by the confession he had made. But Joel was 
irritated, at first into silence, then into an off-hand counter- 
confession. 

'If I had some special talent I suppose I'd be a different per- 
son.’ He watched the surface of the road : dark in the distance, 
it was a much paler, flecked, molten blur rushing beneath him. 
'Besides, 1 don't think there’s anything so ordinary about what 
I’m - What we're trying to do. We are trying to cure ourselves 
of all the false, negative ways of being set apart that we suffer 
from, the wrong kinds of specialness. Or loneliness.’ 

'Loneliness?’ 

'Loneliness, marginality - I don’t know what the word is 
But I know what the state is: to be a kind of demi-European 
at the bottom of Africa, to be a demi-Jcw among Gentiles 
Other people have other ways of suffering from it.’ 

‘And if you’re a Jew among Jews - then you'll be able to 
think cheerfully of being snuffed out.’ 

‘I don’t know. Perhaps. Perhaps one would be able to recon- 
cile oneself more easily to dying if one felt one really did bc- 
lahg to a living society, instead of just being part of a - of a 
mad machine.’ ^ 

The light of the sun lay in their laps; outside the wind 
hi.s.sed and whimpered, the horizon wheeled round slowl> 
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Always at just the same distance ahead of them, the road! 
melted and began its accelerating run towards the car. 

After a long silence Malcolm said, ‘You know, it was an 
extraordinary experience for me to be flung among you people 
last night, especially when I was all so shaken up. It was like a 
dream, in some queer way: the smashed-up car, the veld, the 
dark, and that whole crowd of you, jumped out of nowhere»< 
out of nothingness.Your group reminded me of something that 
a friend of mine - a mad Afrikaans fellow, Swanepoel; he*s 
also at Wits - you reminded me of something he’s always say- 
ing: that if you want to read about present-day South Africa 
the only place you can do it in is the nineteenth-century Rus- 
sian novel. According to him we’ve got so much that they had. 
A big unknow. I ♦hreatening peasantry, for a start. Those 
chaps,’ Malcolm said suddenly, pointing out of the window at 
a group of African men walking alongside the road. Bundles 
on their backs, sticks in their hands, their clothes in patches^ 
they were gone in an instant; in the rear-view mirror Joel saw 
them as so many upright figures, frozen by the speid of the car 
into an apparent immobility, against the huge, bare, achingly 
open landscape. 

‘We’ve got the space,’ Malcolm was continuing. ‘We’ve got 
the landowners. We’ve got the intellectuals who sit around 
talking endlessly about the revolution, and the ones who go out 
among the blacks to agitate, to plough the virgin soil. And 
groups like yours - you couldn’t be more late nineteenth- 
century if you tried. We’ve even got our own kind of Pan-Slav 
reactionaries, the Afrikaner nationalists. And God knows 
we’ve got the tedium, the blankness, the meanness, the crummy 
provinciality. Look at that place we stopped at to arrange 
about the car. Look at Johannesburg on a Sunday morning.’ 

‘All we need are the Gogols and the Turgenevs, then.’ 

Malcolm laughed. ‘And a church, and a court, and a lan- 
guage of our own, and a common history.’ Then he added, Put 
1 intend doing my best.’ 

‘Your be.st?’ 

Malcolm nodded self-mockingly. 

‘So that’s what your ambitions are?’ 
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‘You told me your ambitions, I might as well tell you mine.’ 
Malcolm moved gingerly on his seat, crossing his legs. ‘1 sup- 
pose one other thing we lack that the Russians had, though, is 
patriotism. Would 1 be sorry if 1 never saw that kind of thing 
again?’ Malcolm pointed out of the window once more. 
‘Never.’ 

He had pointed at a collection of low, iron-roofed, plaster- 
walled buildings by the roadside, one selling cooling drinks and 
fruit, another meat, a third petrol. All of them were covered 
with enamelled advertising signs. A little further on, a longer 
sprawling building, as low as the rest, with a gauzcd verandah 
running its full length, had the word ‘Hotel' painted in fading 
white letters on its roof. There were a few bluegum trees at the 
back of the hotel, a wire fence, the veld. 

But they were drawing nearer to Johannesburg now; the 
traffic was heavier, and Joel was silent, concentrating on his 
driving. Groves of bluegums and wattles passed hy: the mines 
in the distance were older, their dumps bigger and more hag- 
gard than those they had seen earlier. Gangs of African miners, 
helmets on their heads, their trousers tied with string under 
their knees, crossed the road, going from the mines to their 
compounds. Then the road ran through an African township: 
an indiscriminate, interminable jumble of scraps, tatters, 
shreds of building materials, in what looked like little heaps, 
rather than huts or houses. The township was set well back 
from the road, behind tall barbed-wire fences; on one side, in 
the open, sandy space between the road and the fence, groups 
of people waited for buses, or gathered around open-air food 
stalls. Two meetings were also taking place - one religious, 
addressed by an African wearing a blue, monk-like cowl and 
holding up a wooden cross; the other political, for above the 
speaker’s van was a banner with the words ‘DcmcKratic South 
African Movement’ painted on it. The crowds at both were 
small. 

More bluegum and wattle plantations, another location; 
more mines, bridges over railway lines and subways beneath 
them; then the first suburbs for whites, with their rows of bun- 
galow-like houses, .small blocks of fiats, shops with neon signs, 
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schools surrounded by rugby fields. It was a landscape in which 
everything looked new and yet shabby, unused and yet without 
freshness, man-made yet utterly fortuitous. 

‘No,’ Malcolm said, ‘I can’t say I’d be sorry never to sec any 
of this again.’ 

At the entrance to the university ex-servicemen’s residence 
at Cottesloe, Joel stopped the car and Malcolm reached behind 
him stiffly and took his bag from the back seat. ‘A thousand 
thanks, again. You’ve helped me so much, 1 don’t know what to 
say.’ 

‘Don’t say anything.’ 

Were they to see each other again? Joel knew that Mal- 
colm, who was half-in and half-out of the car, was waiting to 
sec if he woul^ rn. I.w the sugge^^fion that they should. But some 
instinct of caution, some distrust, held him back. Malcolm read 
the hesitation in Joel's eyes, and withdrew from the car. 

‘Thank you again. 1 expect I’ll see you around Main Block 
some time.’ 

‘Sure. Good-bye.’ 

Driving away, Joel saw in his mirror Malcolm limping up 
the little driveway. Partly because he felt guilty about his lack 
of friendliness Joel decided suddenly that he had disliked the 
man, and was relieved at knowing what he felt. He turned the 
car towards Observatory. He would lunch with his parents; 
then go to his room and finish the essay he had to hand to Vil- 
joen the next day, and for the sake of which he had cut short 
his weekend on the farm. 

It had been agreed in the group that those who were attend- 
ing courses at the university or elsewhere should continue with 
them, until such time as the farm could peimanently accommo- 
date them all, or they could leave together for Palestine. 
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The meeting of which Joel and Malcolm had caught a 
glimpse, outside the first township they had passed, was now 
being addressed by Bertie Preiss. Deliberately, in front of his 
audience, Bertie made use of the contrast between his harsh 
voice and his slight frame: he showed a weariness he did not 
really feel and recovered from it at a phrase he wanted to bring 
out with particular strength; when he had scored a point he 
braced himself, as he had always done, with the arm behind his 
back clutching the other arm at the elbow, and the gesture itself 
seemed to draw a murmur from the crowd He had spoken so 
often in public by now - at meetings such as these at weekends, 
in the Great Hall and on the steps of the Main Block at the 
university, on the City Hall steps in town - that he was hardly 
conscious any longer of the mannerisms he had developed, 
though at one time they had been an object of much self-study 
in front of the mirror in his bedroom. 

Speaking as simply as he could, for English was half-foreign 
to his audience, and he knew none of the languages they spoke 
among themselves, Bertie came to his peroration He told the 
people in front of him that the forces that had drawn them into 
Johannesburg from every corner of the country, that had 
raised the buildings and factories and sunk the mines in which 
they worked, that drove the trains which carried them in and 
out of town every day - these same forces would be theirs to 
control in the future. How soon this would happen would de- 
pend on their own efforts; that it would happen, that it had to 
happen, was certain. The government, the schools, the laws, the 
police, the newspapers tried to hide the truth from them, they 
wanted them to remain ignorant, poor, divided and weak. But 
for ail their weapons and oppressive laws, and for all the ruth- 
lessness with which they used them, the oppressors were help- 
less in the face of history, they could not reverse the prtKess 
which they themselves had begun. The course of history would 
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respect the wants of the present rulers of South Africa as 
little as it had respected the republic of Paul Kruger or the 
empire of the Zulu king, Chaka. They had gone down, 
they had been overthrown, by the groups who had had the 
movement of history on their side. Today, in South Africa, 
there was only one group whose movement was identical with 
that of history: ‘Your group, you, the industrial workers who 
are building a new country, a new continent, another 
Africa.* 

There was no applause when he finished, but Bertie stood 
where he was, his heart beating uncomfortably, a queer ner- 
vousness and expectancy in his breast, as if he were only now 
about to begin his speech. It was always the same: in the still- 
ness, his own vokt ilcnced, standing a little above the small 
crowd, the township a distant, swarming darkness under the 
strong sun, he felt himself lifted, held, carried forward 
through time - time which would mount like a wave, and 
mount still, and never break. 

He jumped off the back of the van and went to Adela, who 
had been moving through the crowd, peddling copies of the 
DSAM Newsletter. The man now speaking was an African, 
Ntuli, a fellow-student at the university. He showed his teeth in 
a kind of grin when he spoke, but in the pauses between his 
sentences his face wore a reflective, almost melancholy look; 
his heavy lids hung low over his eyes, and his mouth, under a 
nose with wide exposed nostrils, was set square, like that of a 
middle-aged man. Adela stood next to Bertie and listened for a 
few minutes to Ntuli, but when he sw^itched from English into 
Zulu, she began to walk about once more, with her bundle of 
papers in her hand. The people in the crowd made way for her 
with a courtesy that was shadowed, that was almost turned into 
something else, by their curious slowness and lateness of move- 
ment, as she passed between them. Most of them were men; a 
woman, with a baby slung on her back in a fringed blanket, 
covered her face with her hands and laughed shyly when Adela 
approached her, holding out a copy of the paper. *0, missus,’ 
she said, in an abashed, trailing voice, ‘I can’t read,' and every- 
one around her laughed at the admission. Few of the people 
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took copies of the newsletter, though Adela was giving them 
away for nothing. 

Ntuli had just finished speaking when a police patrol-van 
swerved at high speed off the main road, some distance away, 
and raced across the sandy verge, littered with bricks, tin cans, 
orange peels, bits of paper. It drew up at the back of the crowd, 
the skid of its tyres sending up a swirl of dust. An African con- 
stable sat in the passenger's seat; a white sergeant, who had 
been driving, got out of the car. The crowd began to disperse 
immediately. 'Ihe sergeant looked hard at Adela, nmlded at 
Bertie, who nixlded back in greeting, looked at Ntuli, at 
Govinda, an Indian, wht> was with them, and at Vogelman, the 
only other white there. He approached Vogelman. 

‘I don't know vou What’s your name?' 

‘Lionel Vogelman.' He was a brightly -dressed youth, wearing 
a pair of sky-blue flannels, a cream sport.scoat. and a white 
shirt with black stitching around its collar. His hair was so 
closely cropped it seemed to fit his head like some kind of cap. 

‘Address?* 

Vogelman gave it to him, stammering slightly, in his eager- 
ness to appear unembarrassed and unafraid. But there was a 
bright red spot on each of his checks. 

The sergeant wrote it down in his book He looked at Bertie, 
smiling, 'ffoekom nuiak //#//«' Jooducs sovrcl macihkhfid vir 
ons men.se?' He shook his head, ch)sed his book, and went back 
to the van. 

It remained there, with the two men silting inside it, while 
Govinda spoke; because of its presence only a handful of 
children stayed to listen to Govinda’s .ippeal to them to ien«>ie 
the intimidation and lcrrt>r which the authorities were using, 
and would use more and more, in their efforts ti> hold up the 
advance of the enslaved people of South Africa towards the 
freedom which was rightfully theirs. 


200 



23 


Joel and Natalie saw Malcolm again several weeks later, at the 
inquest on Jacqueline Verster. 

The first witness was a young doctor, casualty officer in the 
Accident Ward of the Johannesburg General Hospital, who 
stated that the deceased had been admitted to the ward on the 
evening of the 15th of the previous month. She had been in a 
state of coma at the time of her admission, and had not 
emerged fn^m it. There had been a contusion above the de- 
ceased's right te;.i{dc, t p'^stmorU ui had shown extensive sub- 
dural haemorrhage, followed by the clotting which was the 
cause of death. It was obviously impossible for him to say 
definitely that the death of the patient could have been avoided 
had she been admitted earlier; but it was certainly most unfor- 
tunate that she had not been kept under observation after the 
accident and had come so late into the hospital. 

Apart from the officials of the court, there were in the dim 
courtroom barelv more than a dozen people islanded in clus- 
ters on the benches, between each group polished wood 
gleamed dully. An African witness, a young girl in p smart 
grey and while frock, silk stockings, and a schoolgirl-like beret 
on her head, sat behind a barrier on the bench reserved for her. 
Tall w'indows went up on one side, showing only a blank grey 
Wall beyond. Though the room was on the ground floor, the 
occasional noises of traffic that penetrated into it sounded re- 
mote. as though thev came from a great distance. 

In turn, first Natalie then Joel described what they had seen 
of the accident. Asked about the speed at which the car had 
been travelling, Ji>el replied that it had not seemed to him to 
have been driven at a recklessly high speed, though it had been 
Roing fast. Both the driver and the passenger appeared to have 
been in a state of shtxrk when he had arrived on the :ene; he 
had noticed the cut on the girl's head, but had not thought it 
lo be anything serious, as she was walking and talking in a 
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more or less normal way, allowing for the shock she had suf- 
fered No, he had not smelled any alcohol on Mr Bcgbie*s 
breath. He had left the scene of the accident in order to get 
help: when he had returned the girl was no longer there. He 
understood that she had taken a lift with some passers-by. He 
had not seen her again. 

One of the men who had given Jackie a lift said, in Afri- 
kaans, that the deceased had seemed well and cheerful, until 
just before they arrived in Johannesburg Then she said that 
she was feeling ‘funny', and had started shivering: she had 
said that her head ached and that it had felt to her as if it was 
‘growing'. They had offered to take her to the hospital, but she 
had insisted she w'ould he all right once she had had a rest. 
They had dropped her oft outside a building in Iiloff Street 
Extension They had not seen her again. 

The African girl then gase evidence that she had come into 
the flat in the morning to tidy up. using her own kc\ . and had 
seen ‘Miss lackie* lying on the bed. fulK diessed. She had 
noticed the cut on her head ‘In the afternoon, master.' the giil 
went on, addressing the coroner nervously and politely, clutch- 
ing a handkerchief in her slender, pale brown hands. ‘I went to 
see if Miss Jackie is all right now I kntKk on the door. Miss 
Jackie doesn’t answer I think she is still just sleeping, and I 
go away. I atcr I knock ag.iin, still Miss I.ickie doesn't answer 
So I get a little worried, master, and go inside Miss lackie is 
on the bed, lying just the same wav. i)nly now she is breathing 
differently, making more noise, too much noise. I call her and 
shake her .She doesn't want to wake up, m.istcr. .St) I run out of 
the room and call Mrs Robinson from next dotir.' 

The girl brought her handkerchief to her e\es and sobbed in- 
to it, overcome both by the memory anil by her nervousness in 
front of the court. Her breakdown came almost as a relief, 
people turned and whispered to one another, and looked out of 
the windows Malcolm, who was sitting with Swannie and 
Barfy van Tondcr, stared straight ahead of him at the I Inion 
coat-of-arms, an ornate blur of green and gold, on the wall 
behind the coroner's desk. 

She was allowed to stand down, and Mrs Robinson, a dishc- 
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veiled grey-haired Scotswoman, described with many loose 
dramatic gestures how she, too, had tried to rouse Miss Verster, 
had failed, and had then called for an ambulance. ‘I must say,^ 
she added, one hand upon her bosom, which seemed to stretch 
all the way down to her waist, ‘that I always thought that poor 
girl would come to a bad end. I never liked what was going on 
in that flat, and I said so too, to Mr Berliner when he came to 
collect the rent. But he took no notice, he doesn't care what 
happens in the building as long as the rents come in.’ It was 
with some difficulty that the coroner persuaded her to step 
down; she did not do so, in fact, until she had produced a 
handkerchief from the bag looped over her wrist and had 
cried affectingly into it. 

Finally. Malcolr.i ^.^Med to g’.e evidence. He spoke in a 
low voice, looking down; he was pale, but did not seem ner- 
vous. He said he had been travelling at just under sixty miles 
an hour when the front nearside tyre had blown out, and the 
car had been wrenched out of his control. He had been flung 
out of the car; Miss Verster had apparently remained inside it 
until it had stopped rolling. He. too, had thought her to be in 
cl shocked state, and had noticed the cut to the side of her fore- 
head. He had begged her not to leave him, but to wait until Mr 
Glickman had returned; but she had not listened to him. 

The coroner was a burly, bespectacled man, who spoke with 
a thick Afrikaans accent, and put back his head at every ques- 
tion. His face was flat, but for a tiny, pointed nose, emerging 
between the lenses of his glasses; it was his nose, rather than 
his gaze, that he seemed to point at the witnes'^es. 

‘Did you not feel responsible for her?' he asked Malcolm, 
his head well back. 

‘Of course I did. That w'as why I asked her to stay with me.* 

‘But you couldn't persuade her to do so?’ 

‘No. She was very strong-minded about the things she 
wanted to do.’ 

‘And you didn’t feel that you should go with her?* 

‘No. She seemed w'cll enough. And 1 was anxious bout the 
car. Besides, help was being brought to us - 1 couldn't just 
leave.’ 
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Malcolm then described how he had come into Johannes- 
burg the next morning, and had returned to his room at the 
university ex-servicemen's residence at Cottesloe. He had not 
seen the deceased again. 

‘When you came into Johannesburg that morning, you didn’t 
make it your business to find out how she was?’ 

‘No. I was feeling pretty shaken up by the accident. I’d been 
hurt too. 1 took some pills and slept all that day.’ 

‘You didn't even phone up to ask what had happened to 
her?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘I've told you. Besides, T was fed up with her * His voice had 
been low throughout; the last part of this answer he merely 
muttered. 

‘Would you repeat that please? We couldn't hear you.* 

‘Because I was fed up with her.' Malcolm said loudly, look- 
ing up. 

At this reply there was again a whisper in the room The 
coroner stared at him, waiting until the whisper had died down 
Then he repeated, as if incredulously committing the words to 
his memory, ‘You were fed up with her ! ’ 

‘Yes. I’d made up my mind that I wasn’t going to have any- 
thing more to do with her. Not that that’s rclesant.’ 

‘Excuse me, Mr Begbie, I'm the one who decides what is 
relevant and what isn’t.’ 

Malcolm waited. 

‘So you did nothing? Nothing to help her?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Very well, you may stand down.’ 

White-faced, pale-lipped Malcolm went back to his bench. 

The coroner then announced that he would be returning a 
verdict of accidental death, and added that he would be passinc 
over the papers in the case to the public prosecutor, who would 
decide whether or not, r>n the evidence that had come bcft»ic 
the court, any charge should be brought against the driver of 
the car. He added, too, that it seemed U) him ‘utterly deplor- 
able* that a girl ns young as the deceased .should have been 
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living in such a way — in the flat of a man to whom she wasn’t 
married - that there had simply been no one to take care of 
her. It s a disgrace that the only person who should have been 
at all concerned about her was the native girl, Alice, who gave 
evidence here. Mr Begbic, as the driver of the car, should have 
been particularly concerned: instead, he tells us that he was fed 
up with her. I can t congratulate him on his sense of responsi- 
bility. With a few more words he concluded his statement, 
gathered his papers together, and left the court by a side-door, 
the other ofFicials following him. 


24 

Malcolm w'alkcd out of the court with Swannie and van Ton- 
der; Joel and Natalie followed, some paces behind. The corri- 
doi ran past many closed doors, turned several corners, and led 
at last into a large central foyer. Involuntarily, as Joel and 
Natalie came into the foyei, and caught a glimpse of the street 
beyond the tall. ft>lded doors, their steps quickened. 

Joel saw Verster, the butler-maker, in the doorway, and 
recognized him immediately, though he no longer w'orked in 
the factory. Standing with him were an elderly in and 
^^oman. both of them poorly but neatly dressed. The man, like 
Waster, had a band of black crepe sewn around the left sleeve 
ol his suit, above the elbow, the woman was dressed in black. 
Verster w'as speaking to a uniformed otficial, who consulted 
the papers in his hand, looked at his watch, and shook his head. 
Verster turned to the elder l\ couple, and said something to 
them, angrily and reproachfully He pointed to the clock on the 
f«ir side of the foyer. 

So the dead girl was his sister! Joel realized this at the same 
moment that Malcolm and his Uvo friends approached the 
group in the doorway. At once there w'as a hubbub of raised 
voices, a flurry of movement and gesticulation: the, Verster 
Was pushing back his father, wht» waved his fist and shouted at 
van Tondcr. Thrust against the glass and gilded wrought iron 



of the door, the old man puckered his narrow lips, jerked his 
head, and something white flew through the air. Van Tonder 
looked down, with an expression that was grotesque in its 
surprised, enquiring earnestness, at the blob of spittle that had 
landed on the lapel of his jacket. 

Joel heard Malcolm saying to the old woman, as if he had no 
connexion with what was happening a pace or two away from 
them, ^Parlez-vous fran^ais, madame'V The woman made no 
response, obviously unaware that the alien words were ad- 
dressed to her. There was a tight smile on Malcolm's face; the 
muscles of his upper lip stood out in two tiny, hard bunches, 
just under his nose. ^Vous etes Fran^aise, non^' 

Joel took Natalie by the arm, and they pushed past the little 
crowd in the doorway. Van Tonder was wiping the spit off his 
jacket with a white handkerchief, the uniformed otficial was 
now in the middle of the group, expostulating and threatening, 
waving his papers in the air. Verstcr took his father by the 
shoulder and grabbed at his mother, and began hustling them 
down the steps into the sunlight His eye fell on Joel, but he did 
not seem to recognize him. Malcolm was hanging back, the 
same tight smile on his face. 

Joel apd Natalie were already at the bottom of the broad, 
shallow steps that led down from the courthi)usc to the pave- 
ment when Malcolm ran lightly down to them. 

T wanted to say thank you for the evidence you gave,' he 
said. Tt'll help me with the public prosecutor. I don't think 
theyll charge me. They’ve got nothing to go on.' He seemed 
tense and elated; he swayed a little, like a drunk, in the sun- 
light. Neither Joel nor Natalie made any reply ‘Don't be so 
shocked by my friends,' he added, with a jerk of his head to- 
wards the building. ‘Remember, we don’t all have your advan- 
tages.' He turned and ran back up the steps, to rejoin the 
others. 

‘What did he mean by saying that about our advantages?’ 
Natalie a.sked Joel much later that day, when he was driving 
her to her parents' home in Germiston. 

T don't know. Something insulting. Who knows, maybe it 
was his way of calling us bloody Jews.* 
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‘But what\ that got to do with it?’ 

‘What hasTi t it got to do with?’ It was an unsatisfactory 
answer; but Joel could think of no other that would be true to 
the obscure resentment, anger and fear that had been roused in 
him by Malcolm's remark 
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Natalie lived in a small house, for her parents were poor; her 
father was a shoemaker j4»el was always moved, when he 
Msited the htnise, ti> see how much of her was still visible in it, 
as if her parent, ^iiio • house 'lad unconsciously conspired 
together to produce the girl he knew Gestures, inflections of 
her voice, her mother s straight nose her father's small, stubby 
h.inds, hooks which she reforied to and which were to be seen 
in the glass-enclosed bookcisc in the lounge, tistes in food and 
clothina - there was S4» much that h id been given to her or that 
she had learned here, in the scars before he had met her But 
her ardour and directness were her own entirely, for both Mr 
and Mrs Roth were sm ill timid wear>. defeated people, who 
spoke I nglish with ditficults and were anxious to be friendly 
to Joel in a w is sshich embirrassed him for he fel* ' was for 
him to please them rather than for them to trv to please him. 

Invariiibls when he came in he greeted Mrs Roth, in her 
flowered dress and apron and shook Mr Roth bv the hand, as 
he came forw.ird with small steps Fveiytamg about Natalie's 
f.ither was small ne.it ind vet wrenched a little out of true, as 
if at some time in his life he hid taken on a task (making the 
long journey from I ithii inia to South Africa^ Marrying Mrs 
Roth*^ Opening his cobbler s shvip in a side-street? Fathering 
Natalie?) that had proved just too much for him, and the 
effort of which h.id left his hands, his hack, his features, even 
the wrinkles on his face, shghtlv but irrevocably twisted. While 
Mrs Roth went off to prepare the evening meal, Jov and Mr 
Roth made conversation about the weather, or about events in 
Palestine, they each drank a glass of the sweet red wine which 
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Mr Roth insisted on pouring out in Joel's honour. At the table 
Natalie was always ashamed, subdued and withdrawn, eating 
the boiled chicken or boiled beef which Mrs Roth usually pre- 
sented; at these meals Joel would sometimes remember, as if 
from a dream of another girl, Natalie's quivering, naked body, 
its secret hair and places, her tears and clenched teeth. What 
different people we were - not merely from one another, but 
from ourselves, at different times! 

Joel wondered at this; yet he was oppressed, also, by the 
continuity which claimed, bound, enclosed her. within these 
bare walls. Sometimes he wanted to ask Mr and Mrs Roth im- 
possible questions about their daughter Had she always been 
so impulsive and so shy? Did they worry about her virginity? 
What had roused in her the irrational terrors which - as he 
now knew - were so much a part of her eagerness and auda- 
city? Were they, her parents, afraid of her? (He was sure they 
were.) Did they feel they knew her? Did they feel they could 
trust her to a man who thought up such questions about her, 
while he ate their boiled chicken and t?imme\l 

Afterwards he sat on the stoep with Mr and Mrs Roth until, 
discreetly, and with embarrassment, they withdrew, then ho 
and Natalie talked and necked on the sofa in the living-room 
before He left. He never slept there, though a bed could have 
been made up for him on the sofa, but Natalie did not want 
him to, and he never insisted For there was something intense 
ly melancholy about the house, and he was always glad to get 
out of it, late at night, and to drive on his own through the 
deserted streets, hearing through the open window of his car 
the repetitive, empty catch of the wind, as each lamp-post or 
parked car passed by. 
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When Joel and Natalie were together on the harh^harnfu they 
shared a tent which they had to themselves at night. This 
arrangement had been made without a word having been said 
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to anyone about it; there had been no words to say, for the 
group prided itself on the complete rationality, frankness and 
enlightenment of its attitudes towards the relations between 
the sexes. It was taken for granted that Natalie and Joel were 
lovers, now, in the full sense of the word. The irony of the 
situation Wiis that, in fact, they were not; and a further irony 
was that they would have been extremely abashed, humiliated 
indeed, if any one had found this out. 

Natalie was afraid : afiaid, above all, of falling pregnant. It 
wasn t merely that she was afraid of conceiving a child outside 
marriage; on the contrary, she said that she wouldn’t get mar- 
ried to Joel or to anyone else until this fear had left her. It was 
the life of the child she dreaded in a way she could not explain, 
could find no words hn, though she talked w'ildly of being 
afritid of killing it accidcntalK, of it being deformed or creti- 
nous, or of simply finding that she hated it. The responsibility 
was not to be borne, not to be thought of. When loel spoke of 
‘taking care', when thc\ aureed that her phobia about preg- 
nancy was a neurotic *r«ition.ili/ation* of her fear of sex. when 
he sent her for a consultatiim to a gynaecologist, .she was not 
reassured by anything either he or the doctor said. Always she 
came back to it: ‘How can you be sure? These things don't 
work sometimes And then -?’ 

Joel, having nt) one to consult, and being himseh inexperi- 
enced and lacking contidence. was infected by her fears, and 
even stirred by their intensity to a feeling of responsibility and 
adulth(HKl that w.is a source of unfamiliar pride to him. He 
could not force her; he did not want to. She would come to it 
in her own gtHni time, he said to her and to himself; in the 
meantime she gav«' enough to him f-nough when they were 
alone together; enc)iigh when they were with the others in the 
group. 

I'or Natalie's position in the group, Joel had known ^or a 
long lime, was a special one; inevitably, he benefited from it, 
ahd was gratified that he had been singled out to sh'^re it. She 
had nt> intellectual pretensions, she was the first lO admit 
aggressively that ideological discussions bored the hell out of 
her, she could be stubbornly mutinous when she was asked to 
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do work she did not want to do. Yet in some curious way - and 
partly for these very reasons - she was regarded by the others 
in the group as their touchstone, their flagbearer, almost as 
their saint, as if she had given up more, and would never hesi- 
tate to give up more, than any one else, to become and remain 
a member of the group. Her prettiness and the smoothness of 
her skin helped her; so did the childishne.ss of her voice. But 
none of these would have counted for so much had it not been 
for the baffled force of her feelings; the sense they all had that 
she was the one among them who was capable of suffering 
most deeply, but who was nonetheless determined to seek no 
shelter for herself because of this. For Joel, who knew more 
than any of the others about the ways in which she could suffer, 
there was yet another uncomfortable irony in the fact that had 
she been as rational, frank and free in her emotions as they all 
aspired to be, she would never have been admired, courted and 
honoured as she was; nor would he have been so envied and 
respected for having been chosen by her. 

During the week he attended lectures and met Natalie in 
town in the late afternoons, when she had finished her work, 
at weekends they invariably to the hachshurah, where he 
also spent most of his vacations. The affairs of the movement 
absorb^ him more and more. While in the army he had in- 
variably been one of the youngest in any group in which he 
found himself; now he was proud to be, with Leon, Henry, 
and a couple of others, one of the older, more mature members 
of Hatzofim, whose opinions were respected, whose suggestions 
were carried out. He was appointed to a committee which was 
to discuss the possibility of the amalgamation of the tiaining- 
farms which were run separately by the four largest Zionist 
youth movements in the country; he was much involved in the 
organization of a three-week camp under canvas for the 
younger members of Hatzofim. The tone of the conferences, 
discu.ssions and activities he took part in was always excitcii 
hoj^ful and conspiratorial; the excitement everyone felt was 
all the more irresistible for being about a country which hardly 
any one had yet seen, about a state which did not exist. In 
comparison with that country of the mind (and, almost every 
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day, as the situation in Palestine became more and more criti- 
cal, of the newspaper headlines). South Africa seemed null, 
dry, empty, a place inhabited by strangers, a province No one 
in the Zionist youth movement spoke of anything but working 
on a kibbutr, it was the greatest possible change from the life 
they had known, they believed they wanted nothing less 

Inevitably, Joel s work at the university suffered, but he did 
not care At the end of his second year, he passed all his exam- 
inations, but in none of them did he get any grade better than a 
third Peter Dewes got a first in History and was invited by 
Viljoen to take Honours if ter he had taken his bachelor’s 
degree But Joel no longer envied him He had learned during 
the year that Viljoen was a touehy, lonely rancorous, dis- 
appointed man, t.aM\ eager for prai e but never set at 
rest by it embittered by the feeling that his work had been in- 
sufficiently recognized and ippreeiated and yet at the same 
time alwivs leidy with aeeusitions that every other scholar in 
the field made a h ibit of ste iling his insights and formula- 
tions, eonvineed th it he w is the victim of innumerable in- 
trigues and conspiracies imong his colleagues So much, Joel 
thought, for the disrceird of self he hid imagined Viljoen to 
live by so much for the rew iids of belonging to the commu- 
nity of schohrs' He could not be sorr> that he hid chosen to 
belong to another 

You make sure voii don t co the s me wiv as Viljoen,’ Joel 
seoffingly warne'd Peter one day It s the aeidemie illness They 
all suffer fiom il He s just mure e irelcss about showing it than 
dll the others ’ 

I II believe in \ou as i tiller of the soil when I see you tilling 
It - not a moment before Peter replied scoffing too 

So vou 11 be visiting us in P destine? Joel asked mock- 
innoecntly 

They were stindmg on the st*.ps of the Central Block, they 
h id both come to look up the exam results posted on boards \u 
the foyer The steps where the students sat in throngs during 
term-time, were cmpt> the long end of year va^ ion had 
begun Joel was sure he would not be standing there at the end 
of the next year, and he felt sorry for Dewes, who would. 
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David chose to leave home, when the time came for him to go 
to university at the beginning of the academic year; he wanted, 
he said, to be on his own, and his parents saw no reason why he 
should not have his way. 

So, one morning in February, he arrived at the men's resi- 
dence of the college he had settled upon. Alert, curious, much 
less confident in manner than he had appeared to be at home, 
looking about him as he followed the African houseboy with 
his bags, David went to the room whose number had been 
given to him by the matron, when he checked in. There he 
found the man with whom he was to share the room: a fat, 
heavily-bespectacled youngster, Langbaart by name, with a 
rough red skin, and a nose and mouth that were pushed for- 
ward as if they were one organ; his upper lip could hardly be 
.seen. He breathed heavily while he spoke, and only a little less 
heavily when he was silent. 

But he was friendly enough, and explained to David, verv 
slowly, what was expected of him as a freshman. He had to 
wear a white star and green button in his jacket-lapel; he had 
to bow whenever he passed a senior; he had walk on the 
cement strips parallel to the walls in the passageways, and not 
on the linoleum-covered middle of the passages; he had to find 
out who his fag-master was and report to him every morninc 
and evening; if any senior shouted ‘Fresher!’ he had to run to 
him and do what the senior asked of him. Green buttons and 
other instructions would be issued by the committee in charge 
of freshmen, who would probably call David to them after 
lunch; this committee was called the Assassination Committee 
- or, simply. The As.sass. 

They’d give him hell, Langbaart said, between sighs; they 
gave everybody hell the first lime they got hold of them; but 
afterwards you were left pretty much alone, except on Assass 
Evenings, twice a week, when all the freshers were brought 
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together to be ragged in the hall. The main thing was to look 
willing, keep your nose clean, and not be harclef»at - hard- 
arsed. If you were hardef*at they'd really lay into you. With 
gloomy relish, Langbaart told of people being horseled - that 
was, being beaten on the bare bum with gym shoes; or being 
made to drink a dozen glasses of water; or being held upside 
down from second-floi^r windows. 

When David went out of the residence, and wandered 
around the campus his fear of what Langbaart had told him 
about the initiation ceremonies was lost in everything else he 
felt: wonder, excitement, expectancy, curiosity. The campus 
seemed bew'ilderingly big to him. and filled with people; there 
were innumerable buildings, lawns, trees, pathways, roads, 
parking lots; th^ic v\* i j so mar , notice-boards to study and 
gills to look at. On the closed brown doors to offices in the 
Arts BliKk he saw name-plates carr\ing the names of people 
whom he had heard giving talks on the radio, and whose 
articles he had read m newspapers and magazines. He picked 
up copies of time-tables, library regulations, registration regu- 
lations, the h.ind-outs of half a do/en societies in whose act- 
ivities he thought he might be interested. He was intensely shy 
of asking his wav from anvonc, because he did not want to 
betray his newness to others, instead, by his w'alk, by the 
knowing way he looked at the notice-boards, by >'is forced 
smiles at his own scattered thoughts, he tried to convince any- 
one who might have been looking at him that he was an old 
hand, not a beginner at all It was disappointing that so few 
people did in fact look at him; enviously, he saw other people 
greeting one another cheerfully and gathering in chattering 
groups. Still, in the freedom of having just arrived, he was 
sure he had been right to leave Johannesburg. Why should he 
have stayed at home, now that his schooldays were at last 
over? 

At lunch time he went down to the hall of residence. While 
still on the verandah of the building he remembered what 
Langbaart had told him. and bowed hastily at the i .t man he 
saw, whom he thought must be a senior because he wasnt 
Wearing a white star and green button in his jacket lapel. 
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The man hissed at him, ‘Not outside, you fool.* 

T’m sorry,’ David stammered. 

‘Sir, when you speak to me.* 

‘Sir.’ 

‘That's better. Now piss off.* 

Relenting, the man sniiled, and only then did David really 
see him - a blond, fresh-complexioned young man in a sports 
coat and a pair of grey flannels; he was hardly older than 
David himself. He felt absurdly grateful for the smile; and 
went on cheerfully into the building. 

Along the side of the passage, keeping off the linoleum, 
he made his way to the dining-room. There were only about 
twelve inches of uncovered strip on each side of the linoleum 
in the passage, so progress \\asn*t easy. But nor, David decided, 
his shoulder rubbing along the wall, was it impos.sible. 

The dining-hall looked imposing, almost noble, he thought, 
with its high ceiling, bare white walls and long, heavy tables of 
black African wood, set well apart from one another. A Col- 
oured head-waiter, with a sash across his chest, approached 
him; the other waiters were all Africans. 

‘Freshman?’ 

‘Yes, t am.’ 

The waiter indicated a table to him; all the young men sit- 
ting at it were wearing large white cardboard stars, with green 
buttons superimposed, in the buttonholes of their lapels. David 
felt himself naked without one. 

The courses came and went; shyly, the young men talked to 
one another about the places they came from, the degrees they 
would be working for, the rooms they had. With lowered 
voices, they pointed out to each other the dean and sub-dean of 
the residence at the main table, with the members of the House 
Committee sitting next to them, and the members of the Assass 
who sat together at another table. Then the meal was over 
Feeling that there was safety in numbers, David waited until 
a group got up from his table, and joined it in going through 
the hall. 

He was just outside the dining-hall when a moustached man 
in shirtsleeves stepped in front of him. Ihc man s eyebrows 
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had an odd twist, which made him look as though he squinted. 
Yet both his brown eyes were fixed steadily and frigidly on 
David's. 

‘You, what's your name?* 

‘Glickman.’ 

•Sir!’ 

‘Sir.’ 

‘You came today?’ 

‘Yes, 1 did.’ 

‘Sir!’ 

‘Sir.’ 

‘Room 108. Right away. Double quick. Jig time.’ 

‘Yes sir ' 

As David went oft. sidling along the wall, the man shouted 
after him, ‘Faster! ' Still taking care not to step on the linoleum, 
David obeyc<l. conscitnis that the group lounging about in the 
vestibule outside the dining-hall were grinning at the spectacle. 

There were four or five freshmen in Room 108. None of 
them was wearing the white star and green button, so David 
assumed that the> had all, like himself, arrived that morning. 
When he came in they turned anxiously to look at him, but on 
seeing someone as apprehensive as themselves, they looked 
away again. The room was a bedroom-study; apparently it 
belonged to one of the seniors, for it w'as a single (only 

freshmen shared rooms); the pictures on the walls, the draw- 
ing-board raised up at an angle from the table and the books 
on the shelves showed it had been lived in for a long time by 
the same man. The bo^)ks were all engineering text-books and 
a couple of scicncc-fiction paperbacks. David was never to 
know to whom the room belonged. 

‘Bow! Freshmen, bow*! Low'er, scum, low'er! Kiss your 
knees! Heads between your legs! Look up your arseholes, 
freshmen, and tell us what you .see! ’ 

Three men had burst in a group through the door. There was 
the man in the w'hitc shirt whose one eyebrow went up at a 
different angle from the other; there was a blazci 1, plump 
little man, wearing spectacles and a toothbrush moustache, the 
last one into the room was swarthy, tall, gesticulating, with a 
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long trunk, long legs, long feet, and a tiny head. All three of 
them were shouting at the tops of their voices; they pushed 
the freshmen to the sides of the room, against the walls, wedg- 
ing them between the bookcase and table, the bed and radiator, 
the radiator and window. The freshmen were bowing deeply, 
but still the three seniors roared at them, ‘Lower 1 Lower! 
Lower than shark-shit, you hear?’ 

Then they paused and turned to each other; after a pro- 
tracted silence they asked, in suddenly moderate tones, ‘How 
shall we train these monsters, Mr Levy? One by one, or all 
together?' *As you wish. Mr de Beer. Whichever will tire you 
less.’ ‘An opinion, please, Mr Carnell?' ‘It's hopeless, we’ll 
never train these monsters. They’re unteachable. I hey should 
be destroyed. But not painlessly, not painlesslv at all.' And 
Carnell, the white-shirted one, uttered a shiiek, a terrifying, 
meaningless yell that filled the room. 

Later David was to wonder whether it was by accident or by 
design that the members of the Assass consisted of an English- 
man, an Afrikaner and a Jew - a little miciocosm, as it were, ot 
white South Africa. Thus there could be no, question of there 
being any ‘racialism' in what was done to the freshmen Pro- 
bably the precaution had been taken unconsciously at the end 
of the previous year, by the seniors who, as at the end of very 
other year, had voted three of their number on to the com- 
mittee. 

The freshman next to David was m.ide to stand in the 
middle of the room while the others against the walls remained 
bent double, their eyes strained upwards The freshman in the 
middle was yelled at to stand up, to bow, because his face was 
so ugly the seniors could not bear to look at it, to stand up, to 
bow, to stand up - ten, fifteen, twenty times, while the seniors 
thrust their faces at him, and screamed that he was a piece of 
snot, a lump of shit, a turd, a c<Kkroach, a piss-a-bed. He was 
asked questions and interrupted by a barrage of yells before 
he could reply; then his cars were peered into to hnd out why 
he couldn't hear the questions he was asked. He was told to 
stop pulling his wire; to change his face; to sing; to dance; to 
confess that he had wet dreams about his mother. 
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This was just a preliminary examination, he was told; later 
they’d have the pants off him, they’d borsel him, they’d hang 
his arse out to dry; they’d flush him away down the lavatory. 
AH the threats, commands, words of abuse and questions were 
yelled out simultaneously, often in direct contradiction to one 
another. 

‘We’re just starting on you!’ the three men kept on shouting, 
‘We re being kind to you. And what do you say to people 
who’re being kind to you? What do you say? What? Say itl 
Say it!’ 

‘Thank you, sir.’ 

Thank you, sir, for being kind to me! Say it! Faster! 
LOUDER! Again ! Louder ! Softer, you cretin, you pig. I’m 
not deaf.’ 

Without warning, the freshman burst loudly and shame- 
lessly into tears. Almost at once he was told disgustedly to go 
back to the wall. 

A second man was called out. Much the same kind of 
bullying was inflicted on him until he too eventually showed 
signs of breaking down - though he struggled hard, his facial 
muscles twitched and quivered for what seemed like minutes 
before the first tears stoixl in his eyes. When they at last rolled 
down his cheeks he uttered no sound, as if he could not believe 
that it had happened to him. A few final jeers were ’snorted at 
him - ‘Christ, look what kind of creatures they're letting into 
hall these days. Give him the tit, somebody’ - and he was told 
to get back to the wall. 

The third man. having learned his lesson from the experience 
of the others, cried early, eagerly, as soon as he possibly could. 
Then it was David's turn. 
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It was Levy, the swarthy, long-legged one, who cal. ’ him out 
David stepped forward blindly, not know'ing what was going to 
happen to him, hoping merely it would be over soon. 
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*Bow I ' de Beer shouted. 

David bowed. *Again 1 Again ! Again 1 ' 

David bowed, how many times he did not know. Dizzily 
upright, he heard someone shouting at him, ‘Who’s your room- 
mate?' 

‘Langbaart, sir.’ 

’Langbaart! That abortion! Isn’t he the uglic.st bastard 
you’ve ever set your eyes on?’ 

‘Bowl’ Someone else shouted; again and again the floor 
swung up towards him and retreated. At the end of it he heard, 
‘Isn’t Langbaart the ugliest son of a bitch you've ever seen?' 

‘1 don't know, sir.' 

‘I say he is! You hear? So what do you say?’ 

‘I don't know, sir.’ 

‘You don't know? You don't know? You say what I say!* 

It was Levy who was shouting this at him. David looked up 
and met his eye. In the brief glance the> exchanged David read 
the message; ‘You’re a Jew and I’m a Jew, but di)n’t you think 
that that's going to help you. Because you'ic a Jew, I’m going 
to do my worst.’ 

Had the words been said D.ivid could not have been m<)re 
sure of them. At that moment, with an uawillme dread that 
was directed entirely against his i>wn foreknowledge, and not 
against the others in the room, he knew that he was not gome 
to do what these people wanted him to do He was not going ti^ 
say what they wanted him to say; he was not going to civ 
The decision was like a curse that had been uttered from the 
depth.s of himself against himself, his conscious will had 
nothing to do with it. His fear of the men aiound him w.is 
gone; now he was afraid only of himself. 

‘So say it ! ’ Levy sci earned. 

‘What, sir?’ 

Levy danced in front of him, shooting out his aims, tossing 
back his small, black-haire<l head. ‘You getting /lurr/rguz? 
Hey? Hey?’ 

‘Bow ! ’ de Beer shrieked. ‘I.ower, hard-arse ! ’ 

# 

Carnell caught the word. ‘Is he hard? Soften him. tortiiie 
him, pulp him!’ Now they were all three around him. ‘Say it. 
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shithouse: The only bastard in residence uglier than I am is 
Langbaart! Say it loud! Say it out!’ And there was another 
yell from de Beer. ‘Who you staring at like that? Bow! Bowl* 

David bowed. 

‘Now say it!’ 

‘Say what, sir?’ 

They yelled again in unison, half with joy that they should 
have found someone really hard-arsc; half with fear of what 
he or they might do. 

'‘Hardci^at! Wo 11 skin you, flay you, we’ll horsel your back- 
side, you'll scream for mercy. Say it ! Say it! ’ 

David felt the treacherous tears behind his eyes. They had 
gathered there in an instant, they would fall, he would cry if 
the shouting went on any longer. And he was not going to cry: 
It had been decidcJ 

‘Say it ! Shithouse, fuckfacc. d(»g\ arse, say it! Say it!’ 

He could not stop the tears by biting his lips, clenching his 
fisis, standing there in front of them There was only one way it 
could be done Into the faces of dc Beer and Levy, who were 
the nearest to him, David shouted, ‘F uck off! Leave n.e alone!* 

He heard a gasp; then a voice beginning to ascend into a 
shriek. Now that he had acted, he was terrified once more of 
the three men He turned and walked out of the room; at the 
door he bumped into someone who was coming in, and fiercely 
pushed the man out of the way. He heard a cry behind him, 
and then a hurried, half-shouted whisper, which wasn't directed 
at him, ‘Wait! Wail, man ’ 

David turned the corner, and went on, walking down the 
middle of the passage now, unvaids his room. But he remem- 
bered that I angbaarl might be there: he could not face any- 
one, Langbaart least of all So he went into the lavatory, 
instead. He was in luck none of the cubicles was occupied. He 
sat down on the seat in one of them, and put his face in his 
hands The tcais came at once, briefly, soothing and tiring him; 
when the spasm was over he got up, feeling comparativelv 
calm, washed his face in one of the hand-basins outside the 
cubicles and went to his room. 
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In the meantime, the three members of the Assass had dismis- 
sed the freshmen who had been with David in the room, and 
had conferred anxiously together. Initiation ceremonies were 
strictly forbidden in the residence, though everyone, not least 
the dean of the residence, knew that they went on; anxious to 
be thought a good sport by the students, the dean had made it 
plain that they could do what they liked, as long as no open 
scandal took place. The members of the Assass did not wish to 
have this arrangement luined; and they didn't want to run any 
risk of being expelled. 

So they decided to approach David in a straightforward, 
man to man way. They would let him off lightly, they agreed 
among themselves. They would make him apologize: they 
would punish him formally in front of all the assembled 
freshmen - they would debag and hor.\cl him and thev w-ould 
consider the whole incident closed That W4> sporting enough, 
they decided. Having come to this resolution, the three of 
them barged into David's room. 

They spoke severely to him, but did not shout ‘You're a 
cheeky little bastard, and you've got to apolom/e And we ie 
going to horsel your arse, to show you you can't get away with 
it. And then we'll forget about it, hey? If you don't apol- 
ogize . . . They shook their heads, trying to hide from him, by 
their threatening, pitying demeanour, how much they hoped he 
would be C(K)pcrative 

But David refused to apologize. His jaw shook, but he man- 
aged to bring out his refusal. However, he added, ‘I'm leaving 
residence.’ 

Relieved, the three men looked at each other. 

‘|ust as well for you,' C'arnell and Levy said. ‘My God! The 
sooner you're out of here the belter. This is no place for piss- 
wets.’ 

But de Beer could not leave it at that. His face suddenly 
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reddened, his round chest swelled out. ‘You want to come out- 
side and settle it, hey Glickman?' He crowded himself upon 
David, clenching and raising one fist, taking his glasses off with 
the other hand. ‘Come on, you’re such a big talker, let’s see 
what you can do with yourself. I’m ready. I’m waiting.’ David 
hacked towards the wall. His glasses safely in his pocket, de 
Beer held up both his plump fists in David’s face. ‘Come on, 
you yellow little shit.’ 

But Carnell took him by the arm and pulled him away. ‘No, 
man, leave the miserable bastard.’ He pulled de Beer to the 
door, and whispered earnestly in his ear, gesturing with his 
hand. Levy moved from leg to leg, looking from David to the 
others. 

‘All right, it’s your luck, that’s all,’ de Beer said finally, 
glowering and hrcLui.Iiii’ m)isily f*om the door. In silence, the 
three men left the room. 

After they had gone David cried again. So this was his first 
day at the university, which he'd been looking forward to so 
eagerly! Why hadn't he stayed at home, gone to Wits, as Joel 
and Rachel had done? No, he'd wanted to be on nis own! 
And what a mess he'd made of it, what a filthy mess! He did 
not feel there had been anything brave about what he had 
done: he was simply ashamed of it all, from beginning to end. 
It seemed to him that it would have been far less degrading 
to have cried in frvmt of the others, when they had wanted him 
to, than to be crying on his own now', while he re-packed the 
few things he had taken out of his bag>. He wished the whole 
affair could remain a secret, known to no one. 

He telephoned for a taxi, and went to a hotel. From there he 
telegraphed to his parents for more money. Later in the even- 
ing he wrote a letter telling them what had happened. He wrote 
it all as fully as he could; he left out of his account only his 
own tears. 
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Benjamin's response to Davids letter was to send long tele- 
grams to the principal of the university, and to the dean of the 
residence, informing them that on behalf of his son he was 
suing the university for personal damages and for the finan- 
cial loss incurred in finding other lodgings. The telegram also 
demanded to know the names of the members of the Assassina- 
tion Committee; a separate actu^n. it stated, would be launched 
against them. This telegram was followed by a letter from a 
firm of attorneNs, confirming the telegram, elaborating on its 
contents, and giving the figure which was being claimed for 
the damages done. The law\ers' letter also stated that the press 
was being put in possession of the facts about the pending 
lawsuit; and expressed their client's deep sense of outrage that 
‘such barbaric practices' were permitted in an institution ‘which 
presents itself to the world as a seat ot learning' 

The consequences of Benjamin's action were more tele- 
grams. more lawyers’ letters, visits by journalists to the halK 
of residence, a courier to Mr G lick man from the universitv. 
meetings of a committee of investigation, and I3avid beine 
made to spend much time in panelled waiting rt>oms before 
being summoned to give his account of the events to groups ol 
elderly men. 

‘Did you,' asked the principal of the university, at one such 
meeting, his drooping moustache and waters brown eyes com- 
ing closer to David, his quavering Oxford voice sinking to i 
whisper on the key phrase, ‘did you say. “F*uck you!” to the 
others in the room?' 

‘Yes sir, f did.' 

The principal’s lips parted and came together several times, 
with a small, smacking noise, like a man concluding an im- 
mense yawn, llic other bulky heads around the table stared 
at David or beyond him, without expression. The version of 
the incident given by the members of the Assa.ss was that they 
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had merely been explaining to Glickman the traditional cus- 
toms of the residence and the nominal duties expected of him 
as a freshman when he had sworn obscenely at them and 
struck out at someone who had just come into the room. 

In the end, an elaborate, artificial procedure was agreed 
upon. Benjamin withdrew his action against the university and 
the three students, who were expelled not only from the resi- 
dence, but from the university. Then, at the previously 
arranged intercession of Mr Glickman, the expulsion from the 
university was commuted to a six-months’ suspension; but 
re-admission to the residence remained barred to them. 
(Carnell was dead, drowned in a bathing accident, before the 
six months were over.) Formal letters of apology were written 
by the dean and the principal to both David and his father. 
Initiation practic^^ '»ncc agj in condemned at a meeting 
of all residence students; nevertheless, they continued to take 
place, though with considerably less violence and obscenity 
than in previtms years 

David was for some time an object of notoriety on the 
campus. He was pointed out to others; a few times he was 
hissed publicly by groups of residence men; once, at a dance, 
a group of them grabbed hold of him and started hustling him 
outside, but he fought back so fiercely that they let him go, 
rather than cause a brawl in the middle of the floor. Most of 
these demonstrations against him came from groups of fresh- 
men; those whiim the investigations and expulsions had saved 
fiom the full initiation they would otherwise have had to go 
through. That was precisely what manv of them resented; they 
were convinced that their manhood and valour had been im- 
pugned, because they had been prevented from submitting to 
having their bare arses beaten with gvm shoes. And they felt 
aggrieved because it now seemed unlikely that they would 
ever have the chance of beating others in the same way. 
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31 


Within a matter of weeks the scandal, which had seemed to 
David endless in its absurd and shameful consequences, was 
hardly remembered on the campus. It was almost forgotten by 
David himself, though he still had spells when for hours on 
end he went over what had happened, uselessly imagining 
alternatives to it. The scandal changeil nothing in himself; it 
merely deepened his conviction that he was, inwardly, base 
and contemptible, without dignity cither in his rebellions or 
conformisms, and that most other people were even worse. 

When he went home in April the only person he told the 
truth of his feelings to was his cousin, Jonathan. To Joel and 
Rachel he couldn't speak because he didn't want to; to his 
father, who was Nimply proud of what David had done, and 
who had thoroughly enjoyed his own fight with the university 
authorities, he couldn't speak because Benjamin did all the 
talking himself. 

But Jonathan listened to his, and at the end of his talc Jona- 
than said,/Ach. I know what you mean. It's all just a heap of 
shit. Everything is ' 

The two of them w'cre in David s bedroom: it was a Sunday 
morning and no one else was in the house. Benjamin had gone 
to a meeting of his Zionist c«)mmjttee; Joel was on the farm; 
Sarah and Rachel were visiting Adcla Klein, whose mother had 
just died. 

‘What you’ve got to do,’ Jonathan said, ‘is climb right on top 
of the heap, and let no one push you otf. Then only your feet 
are in the shit, nothing else.’ 

‘I'm the king of the castle,’ David sang out. He climbed on 
to his desk and stood on it; Jonathan made a dive at his legs 
and began trying to pull him off. They wrestled until David 
almost fell, then he jumped off the desk on to hi.s bed, and 
collapsed prostrate on it. 

Jonathan staggered back melodramatically, a look of terror 
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on his face. •The king is dead!’ he cried. ‘Call out the 
guards, tell the queen, send the cavalry into the streets. 
The rabble mustn’t get out of hand. The king is dead! Who 
will succeed him? Will ruin come to our land? Oh woe, woe, 
wcx:! ’ 

David had closed his eyes. He lay rigidly still, with his arms 
at his side. 

‘Hey, wake up, your majesty,’ Jonathan said, ‘You can’t die 
now. The enemy's at our gates. The Arabs are attacking up and 
down the Jerusalem road. There’s a general election coming 
and the Nats might get in. This is not time to die, for God’s 
sake. Pull yourself together.* 

David smothered a giggle, and his eyelids fluttered. But he 
did not open his eyes. 

‘Christ. I'll revive you. 

Prom his voice David knew that Jonathan had come closer 
to the bed. He flinched and put his hands over his crotch, with 
a snort of laughter. 

Jonathan bent his head close to David’s and whispered in his 
ear, ‘Hey, your majesty, do you know that I'm screwing your 
sister?' 

‘What!’ 

David opened his eves instantly, to meet Jonathan's fright- 
ened but curious ga/e That look alone told David that he had 
spoken the truth. 

He whistled and sal up on the bed. ‘Honestly! Jonathan! 
But what - what about that other girl you w'ere telling me 
about? The one in your office?' 

Jonathan shrugged and threw his hands in the air, in a 
gesture that was half-consciously an imitation of his father. 
‘I'm just loo bloody popular, that's my lri>uble.’ 

David did not speak for a moment. Then he said. ‘Poor 
Rachel. What are ytiu going to do about her? She’s crazy 
about vou, isn't she? She has been, for years ’ 

‘That’s whv it happened.* Jonathan said in a heavy, remorse- 
( fill Voice. ‘It just went on too long for anything else to happen. 
It had to, sooner or later, if we went on seeing each other, i 
told her. 1 warned her. And then it happened.’ 


T I*. - 1 1 
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•When?* 

'About six months ago.* 

*As long as that! You're practically married to her.* 

Jonathan shook his head. 

‘You don't want to marry her?’ 

‘No.’ 

'Does she know that?’ 

Tve told her.’ 

‘But she doesn’t believe you?’ 

‘I don’t know what she believes. I really don't.’ 

'Well, 1 must say you're a shit,' David said complacently, 
leaning back against the wall. 'I mean, it wouldn't matter if she 
weren’t so keen on you - but she is. You’re going to break her 
heart, that's what you're going to do.' 

'I hope not,' Jonathan said fervently, still speaking in a low 
voice. 

'Does anyone else know about it?’ 

‘I don’t think so. Your parents certainly don't.’ 

‘I should hope not! My old man would go crazy if he found 
out about it. You aren't his favourite nephew. I can tell you. 
Still. I suppose he'd want you to marry her i(^he did find out. 
Why don’t you want to marry her?' 

‘I can’t.. I don't want to settle down. I've got a career to 
make.’ Jonathan began moodily, but his voice became firmer 
and more confident as he went on. ‘I really am going to be king 
of the castle, you wait and sec. I'm going to F'ngland, Rachel 
knows I’m going. I've told her. I'm not going to lie myself 
down. I'm not going to take just what’s dished out to me. 
There’s nothing here, nothing that 1 want. Nothing. This is the 
provinces, man. we live in the back-veld here. Dutchmen and 
kaffirs, they’re the only people who really belong in this country 
and they’re welcome to it, all of it. the whole lot. And mining 
engineers - it's a great country for mining engineers; they can 
mine all week and visit each other in their new houses on 
Sundays.’ 

Jonathan was walking up and down the small room; he gave 
David no chance to interrupt him. 'Look, our parents came 
here, they didn’t know any better, they were so busy trying to 
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make a living they didn't know any better, they were so busy 
trying to make a living they didn't even look around and see 
what kind of a country it is. But we've got different standards; 
and they brought enough of Europe with them for us to know 
that this IS the hundu^ the bloody back of beyond And don't 
tell me about the lively little theatrical world of Johannesburg 
- 1 know what that s worth- And don't tell me about the drama 
of the clash of races, or the mystic call of the veld, or our 
wonderful climate, or any of the other crap that people here 
like to console themselves with They wouldn't need such 
consolations if they didn t know that the bright lights and the 
real life are over there Jonathan pointed to the window, 
vaguely northwards - ‘there six tht^usand miles away Every 
time you open a book or re.id a newspaper you know il all over 
again And 1 II tell you .oiocthing else 1 m an ambitious shit 
who s interested onl\ in Number One - all right And Joel's 
i big idealist, kibbut/nik selfless noble, brave and all that — 
right But we're going for the same reason Because there’s 
nothing to keep us here Because wc di>n t belong and we don't 
even believe that there s anything here for us to belong to And 
It 11 be the same with >i>u, you wail a couple of years and 
you I) see ' 

The ccrtaintv c»f Jonathan’s tone impressed David, in com- 
parison he fell himself to be sh<illow and naive without am- 
bition or purpose in life Yet he was flalleied that Jonathan 
should have included him in the roll of restless, cosmopolitan 
spiiits 

‘Anvway,’ he said, ‘it’s your business what you do - and 
Rachel s business wh.it she does 1 don I suppose you yvant her 
ti) know that you ve told me 

'I don I know Perhaps it d ho a relief for her to he able to 
talk about it to someone Yi>u can make up your mind 1 won't 
tell her that I’ve said anything to you ' 

David lunged back angrily, against the wall 'You're a 
luckv bugger’’ he exclaimed ‘Do you know 1 m still a vir- 
I gin In his shame at the confession, his voice broke on the 
last woid 

But Jonathan smiled at him so warmly that Day id could not 
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be sorry he had spoken. Thafa fixed easily enough,* Jonathan 
said. He sat on the bed and began telling David where it could 
be fixed, and when, and with whom. 


32 

At Adela Klein's, Rachel said to Bertie, 'David's at home, you 
know. He’s come for the short vac.* 

*Has he? I must go and see him.* 

‘He’d be glad if you would.’ 

*I thought his stand against that initiation business terrific.* 
‘Yes, we were proud of him.’ 

Rachel was sitting in a deep, velvet-covered, befringed arm- 
chair, one of half a dozen that crowded the Klein's living- 
room. The room contained, in addition, a large sofa, also 
covered in velvet and much befringed: a sideboard bearing a 
blue and yellow runner, two cut-glass vases, a cut-glass fruit 
bow], a pair of family portraits, and a tooled leather booklet 
of views of Jerusalem; a round, glass-topped table supported 
by four wide but slender legs that rose in curves from the floor, 
clasped each other in a fierce confused embrace, and then 
curved out again to the table’s extremities: several standard- 
lamps, a few ash-trays on two-foot high pedestals, and an 
embroidered firescreen in front of the green marble fireplace 
The mirror above the sideboard was shrouded in a white sheet. 

Ezreal Klein looked dwarfed by the furniture his late wife 
had bought for him. He was a spare, small, fine-boned man, 
with the pouting chest and high stiff shoulders of an asthmatic, 
the strongest thing about him was his head of while hair, which 
he wore brushed back in the manner of the Russian student he 
had been forty years before. The death of his wife, and the 
funeral two days previously, had left him frail and shaken, 
but he would not submit to the shi»ck he had suffered. Instead, 
in a tliin, strained voice and with a faintly whistling breath, ho 
tried to talk to Sarah as though nothing were amiss. He had 
always had a special regard for her, for she was, he often said, 
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one of the few women he had met who appreciated what he 
called literary values' Ezreal Klein was a successful manu- 
facturer of women's underclothes and infants’ garments, and, 
more recently, a highly successful speculator in real estate, but 
his true metier, he believed, was literature He contributed 
articles on literary topics to the South African Yiddish 
Weekh, he was a leading member of the local Yiddish Cul- 
tural C ircle 

Adela sat at his side on the sofa across the room was her 
brother a plump bespectacled youth with curly black hair and 
a frown on his ftirehead who worked with his father in 
Kosiwear, and was quite without literary interests or am- 
bitions 

In spite of the (Kcasion Adela could not help feeling uneasy 
to see Bertie and IxacUc* t >*:ethcr She had no confidence in her 
hold over Bertie in Rachel s presence though she could never 
understand wn\ Bertie seemed still so drawn to her It was true 
that Rachel was K)okme prettur th m ever Adel i had to admit 
to heisclf her eves were hrmht her shining hair hung neatly 
to her shoulders her inkles were elcgint there was a calmness 
about her that seemed to Adel i quite new But Adela was sure, 
Rachel didn t airt ibiuit in\ of the things Bertie cared about, 
she was sure ihit the interest R ichel w is showing in what 
Bertie was rum si\mg to lur the quiek w tv she opened her 
lips as if to interrupt him ind then closed them before she had 
spoken the lilt of her he wi ti> listen more elosclv to him were 
all i pretence in let i perform inee C ouldn t Bertie see it*^ 

Adel I s eves tilled with te iis it the disorder and messiness of 
everything of death which hid tiken her mtuher awav, of 
life which hid Uft her here incapable of feeling jealousy, 
envv and anger is well No one siw the tears she looked out 
of the window blinking them iwav 

*I must S 4 IV I tind books comforting onlv when I don't need 
comfort ' Adela he iid Sar ih s iving to her father 

Mr Klein plaintivclv replie^d But that s a terrible thing to 
say Then v oil re admitting that htcralurc is of no use to us 
when life is most bewildering ind painful ’ 

*Ycs,' Sarah answered *1 suppose that is what Tm saying 
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Perhaps books can distract us at such times, but that*s some- 
thing else from giving us comfort. And even as a distraction 
Barney Klein had hardly spoken since the visitors had come 
into the house. Now he said, "The only consolation we have is 
the thought of what a loving mother she was to us.’ 

He spoke loudly and clearly, like a man who had thought 
out what he was going to say and was prepared to stick to his 
position in the face of any disagreement. But there was no 
disagreement from the others: they were merely embarrassed. 
Adela looked swiftly from Bertie to Rachel, then down at her 
own shoes. The two of them, after a pause, resumed their 
conversation, their heads close together. Again Adela saw a 
subdued, attentive half-smile on Rachels lips. What were 
they saying to one another? She got up, crossed the room, and 
sat down in the chair nearest to Bertie. At her approach they 
stopped talking and looked sympathetically at her. Adda 
brought the back of her hand to her mouth, pressing her 
knuckles hard against her teeth. 

Then she said, in a bright, everyday tone, ‘What are you two 
nattering about?* 

The question seemed to embarrass them cv^ more than her 
brother’s remark. 


33 

When Sarah and Rachel .stood up to go, Bertie rose to his 
feet, too. 

‘Bertie, you aren’t going?’ 

‘I must. I’m sorry, Adda. I promised my mother I’d be back 
for lunch. I’ll come round again this evening.’ He st(H)pcd and 
kissed her on the cheek. Adela turned away; but Rachel kissed 
her too. 

‘I’ll sec you soon. I think you’re being very brave.* 

Sarah said to Mr Klein, ‘My hu.sband will be coming in for 
the prayers this evening.’ 

Thank you. Thank you. Everyone is being very kind.' A sigh 
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that turned into a sob suddenly shook Mr Klein's breast. His 
son came up and took him by the arm. 

'Bear up. Dad.* 

‘I am bearing up,* Mr Klein said irritably, and snatched his 
arm away 

Out in the street Bertie said, ‘111 walk you home. It won’t 
be out of my wa>/ he added unnecessarily, for they all knew 
where he lived He looked back at the house and saw Adela 
watching them frv^m the verandah He waved to her, but she 
did not wave back 

It v^as a clear, sunnv day, with a hint of autumn in it The 
blue of the sky was sharper, clearer, than it had been a few 
weeks previouslv in the gardens thev passed the first poin- 
setlias were sending out their flamc-coloured leaves at the end 
of bare stalks, ami iiic LiWns were hemnnin« to turn brown. 
Otherwise there was no sign of the impending change of 
scMson there wasn t the f.iintest touch of coolness in the air, 
and the windows of all the houses were wide open, behind 
their fierce burelar-proofinu I r<>m everv house there came 
the commingled stuinds of ridios turned up, of children call- 
ing of servants ch itterme So m in\ mornings like this there 
were in the vear pure, still seisonless passages of time and 
sunlight 

Bertie continued telling R uhel ihmit a meeting he had ad- 
dressed in the (neat Hall of the I nivcrsitv i few weeks before 
- the meeting had been about the admission of non-white 
students to the universitv s sports fields He did not take the 
issue vcr\ scriousK ( How can onc"^ lt\ one of those ridiculous 
tokepfibattles ih.it vou hive to hght simiciimcs ), and Rachel 
listened p itroni/melv \o him Ik foie, she had alwavs felt her- 
self threatened b\ Bertie s political fervours, diminished by 
them, made to seem self-centred and frivolous This was no 
longer true She was now confident that she w is both more 
ni iturc .ind more of a true rebel than either JiHrl, the Zionist 
or Bertie the Soci ilist She was risking more than thev were; 
.ind. unlike them she knew what it was she was risking herself 
for 

So she listened and smiled, shi»ok her head at his description 
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of the boos aOd yells the ^reactionaries* had raised, congratu- 
lated him on his success in being elected on the progressive 
ticket to the Students Representative Council, and asked him 
what he thought would happen at the forthcoming general 
elections. 

Bertie surprised her. don't care. Both parties are white 
supremacists: the one lot is just a little milder than the other. 
Ihat's the only difference between them.’ 

’Bertie, how can you say that? The Nationalists are out- 
right Nazis. Look what they were doing during the war. Look 
what they say about the Jews.’ 

‘Ach, they haven't said anything about the Jews for a long 
time. I don't believe they'll do anything to the Jews if they do 
get in. Hitler lost the war, and that's when they lost their 
chance to settle scores with the Jews. And they know it; they 
may still be full of anti-semitism but they know the issue's 
dead, politically. It's the Africans who’ll feel it if they come in. 
and the Coloureds and the Indians, and the whites who've 
really thrown in their lot with the Africans; no one else. But 
Lenin had a proverb: ‘The worse the better.’ If the Nats do 
get in they’ll merely make the revolution come so much the 
more quickly.' 

‘Do you/eally think there will be a revolution?* 

‘Of course. You suppose things arc going to go on like this 
forever?' He gestured around the quiet, sunlit street they were 
walking through. 'With the servants in the kitchens and the 
white folk in their lounges?’ He shook his head and laughed. 
‘Because it won't, it isn’t going to.’ 

‘It will in our lifetime.’ 

‘Our lifetime! I hope you’ll live to be ... forty, Rachel. 
That’s not a great age, is it? Well, by the time you turn f<*rty 
you’ll have seen the revolution. Perhaps sooner. But certainly 
not later.’ 

Twenty years to go?' Sarah said. ‘1 think I'll be quite safe 
then. I won’t see it.’ 

‘Mom, you mustn’t say things like that!’ 

*1 hope you will see it, too,' Preiss said, smiling at Sarah. ‘If 
I'm right I’U remind you.’ 
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*And if youVc wrong?’ 

*ril probably be in jail * 

’Perhaps, * Sarah said, ’youH be in jail even if you are 
right Such things happen in revolutions, as you should know ’ 
’Tm sure nothing's going to happen,* Rachel said firmly, 
quickening her pace 

She almost ran to the gate of the house when she saw Jona- 
than and David standing together at it Bertie hung back, 
watching her greet Jonathan Then David came to him and 
sht)ok him by the hand 

\So how s It feel to be a yc»ung gentleman at the university?’ 
Bertie asked 

'Don’t be so patroni/ine ' 

‘Has \our father come home*^ Sarih iskcd Dasid 
‘Yes, he has,’ Joiiatnan >aid chetrfullv before David could 
reply ‘That s why we're t^ut in the street He put his hand on 
his breast and a vibrant note came into his voice ‘You know 
how deep is the love he bcais me 

‘Jonathan’’ Sarih laughed amused and unhappy at what he 
had %aid Jonathan pulled a rueful face 
'Ihit s the w IV It IS al is ’ 

‘Well I must uo inside I must eo and see how Annie’s 
getting on with the lunch 

‘Don’t lav a place for Rachel Jonathan told her ‘I'm taking 
her awav ’ 

‘Are von*’’ Rachel isked Whcieto*’* 

‘Yi»u 11 find out when we get there 

Rachel turned l«) look at the e ir pirkcd a^iinst the kerb. 
‘Is this what you want to take me iw ly m? Is that the best you 
could do ’’ 

‘Don t complain' It 11 get us there - in the end >ou can't 
have a Jagu ir eveiv weekend 
‘Whv not-’’ 

‘Docsn t your boss mind vou taking all these cars’’ Sarah 
.iskcd 

‘My dear Aunt S.irah.' Jonathan said kissing her on the 
middle of her broad, lined fdrehead my boss diK'sn’t kiiow ’ 
‘You’re terrible ’ 
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*Yes» I am. Disgusting, unhealthy, criminal, a disgrace to the 
noble name of Talmon.* 

*Mm,* Rachel murmured. ‘Well, let’s go.’ She turned and 
faced them all. with a dazed challenging smile, as if she saw 
none of them, but wanted them all to see her. 

She and Jonathan drove off. Rachel leaning forward, her 
head towered, her arm stretched out - reaching into the 
cubby-hole for a cigarette or a sweet or a map. Then she 
settled back in the seat; she was talking eagerly to Jonathan 
who nodded, keeping his eyes on the road. 


34 

As she brought her weight down and rose again Rachel was 
repeating rhythmically, in some distant, exultant corner of her 
consciousness. 'Riding, riding, riding ...* as if the single word 
were a song. Her passion, effort and nakedness seemed to 
her utterly innocent; not since childht>od had she ridden so 
happily as she rtxic now on the man straddlgd beneath her 
Then, unable to restrain herself, she began to move faster, she 
jerked, losing her momentum, and gratefully recovered it, 
feeling the shaft that grew from him, that grew into her. hold- 
ing her safe. On and on she went, until she was no longer 
riding but transfixed, impaled, held in a stillness that was 
also a soaring, a drop, a convulsion, a kind of peace She 
crouched over him, her eyes closed, her forehead against his 
collar bone, her moistures commingled with his. Shudders, 
quivers of sensation ran through her. and she whispered en- 
dearments, nonsense words, she heard her own heavy breath- 
ing. 

Afterwards, the thought of dressing and going home was 
always unbearable. But once she was dressed and out in the 
street, once she became again the Rachel Glickman that every- 
body Icnew, the fact that there was another naked, breathing, 
exploring, singing Rachel, who rode or was ridden, straddled 
or was straddled, who threshed, hit, writhed, lay still for end- 
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less, timeless periods of solemn full pleasure while a hand 
plucked at her, a tongue licked at her - this secret knowledge 
of the other Rachel seemed to make it worthwhile being dres* 
sed and commonplace once more No one but she and Jona- 
than knew how she could be transformed, what she had 
learned, what she could become, that was the best of it Jona- 
than was her secret, she \sas her own secret, and she loved 
and cherished it for being secret 
‘Would you be very upset, if someone found out that I was 
fucking you'>‘ Jonathan asked that evening, when they were 
having dinner in the open air, on the first-floor terrace of a 
restaurant that looked over the corner of Twist and Coetzec 
Streets where the trams screeched when they turned, and sent 
off sparks from thei»- rabies overhead 
T'd dic,‘ Rachel answered 

He looketl at her with shmme eves a wrinkle of laughter at 
the corner of his lips *Whv'’ Because vou re ashamed'^’ 

Rachel pulled at his forelock, not altogether playfully ‘No 
you fool because I m so proud ' 

Jonathan did not like having hair disordered He looked 
sulkv as he smoi'ithcd it back He was about to speak, but 
chingcd his mind after a gl ince at Rachel's watchful, fiercely 
happv face Instead he raised his glass of beer to her ‘To our 
grandfather the ribbi ’ he said 

"O-matn,' R ichcl chinted in response It was an old joke of 
theirs ]he\ htd decided th tt their grandfather, the rabbi, 
after whom Jonathan was named presided over their love- 
making he was respi»nsible for it he had brought them to- 
gether 'liiftiuh s/imo, Rachel added ‘Amen Blessed be his 
n.imc ‘ 


35 

Quite suddenly, Joel felt that the davs had begun to r n out In 
Palestine, the British were withdrawing to a few tiny enclaves 
in Haifa and Jerusalem, and bloody battles were fought 
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between Jews and Arabs to take control of the areas they bad 
vacated. Soon British rule would end entirely; then a Jewish 
state would come into existence, and the armies of the Arab 
countries around it would invade. In South Africa, Zionism, 
which had always had a stronger following among the Jews 
there than any others in the English-speaking world, became 
not merely strong but wildly fashionable. Hundreds of young 
men drilled in secret on farms around Johannesburg; with the 
connivance of the government, surplus war-stores were bought 
up and flown or shipped to Europe; registers were made of 
pilots, of doctors, of engineers who were ready to offer their 
services. The first small groups of trainees from the various 
training-farms left for Europe, where they waited with other 
displaced persons in refugee camps for the boats that would 
take them across the Mediterranean; some had already, with 
the collapse of the British administration, managed to enter 
the country illegally. Among them was Johnny Magidson, from 
the Hatzofim, who was the first of the South Africans to be 
killed. The other members of the group wailed; the Zionist 
Federation had promised that they would try to avoid the 
breaking-up of such groups, and would fly tbem off together. 

Joel still went occasionally to the university; he spent most 
of his time on the farm, where Natalie was now living perman- 
ently, having taken the place of a girl w'ho had gone ahead. 
But whatever he did, wherever he went, he felt that he was 
only half-present; the re.st of him was elsewhere, in Palestine, 
in Europe, in a place that wasn't a place at all but rather a 
time, or a period of history. And this divorce from his sur- 
roundings lifted his spirits and calmed him at the same time. 
It wa.s as if every moment were the moment between two 
waves of the .sea; the current still flowed, the wave that had 
already broken raced towards the shore, the one following 
was already gathering itself in an arch before it t(K) broke and 
crashed, but, in the meantime, he w'as suspended in a width of 
creased, hissing water. Calmness, stillness, abstraction, purity: 
these were the elements of crisis, as the winter came on, the 
nights grew colder, the air keener. Any day might be his last; 
the last of this city, with its bristling blocks of flats and high 
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fklges, 111 miles of suburban houses and mine-dumps, its un« 
changing poignantly blue sky. The world war, his induction 
into the army, Egypt, Italy - he felt that then he had been too 
young, and the events had been too immense, for him to grasp; 
they had been worlds which had simply swallowed up the pre- 
vious world. But now everything else went on about him as it 
always had, and just for that reason Joel felt all the more 
intensely both the stillness and the speed of the crisis he was 
in. 

nrhen, within the same month as the declaration of inde- 
pendence of the State of Israel, the Afrikaner Nationalists 
came into power in .South Africa. Joers reaction to the news of 
the Nationalist victory \sas a selfish one, it was almost one of 
relief. Now he knew he had been right to want to sever himself 
from this country; the country, m coming into the hands of 
the Afrikaner Nationalists, had severed itself from him. Every- 
thing that was least welcoming in it. everything that was most 
provincial, most bigoted, backward, barren, cramped, divisive 
and suspicious, had been given powder. He could hardly be 
bothered to grieve for it. He had turned elsewhere. Back to 
Europe (for he thought of Palestine as a part of Europe); 
back to the Jews: away from the haphazard disorder and 
foiiuitousncss of the country of his birth, which, he told him- 
self, had never uttered a single, clear w'ord he could understand 
and attend to with an undivided soul. Instead, he fell, there had 
merely been estrangement, pitv, guilt, fear, contempt, roused 
at one time or another by cverv group in it -* the blacks, the 
Coloureds, the Indians, the Afrikaners, the English, the anxious 
prospering Jews, ail brought by chance together, and held 
together only by their needs and greeds, with no other shared 
lies of history, culture, kinship, loyally, or even ordinary 
human sympathy. The only regret he could feel at leaving the 
country was at the thought of losing some landscapes and 
skyscapes, some colours and climates, and some deep but 
slightly .shameful sources of amusement. He remembered Peter 
Uewes saying to him once, ‘In South Africa you’re ^cver more 
truly patriotic than when you laugh at the mistakes each 
group makes in imitating the others.’ It was true that there was 
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far more covert, stumbling imitation among the groups than 
each would ever admit - in speech, gesture, dress, and notions 
of manners; and that out of these imitations a kind of un- 
acknowledged, bastardized poverty-stricken nationhood was 
surreptitiously being formed. But all this wasn’t much to lose, 
or much to miss. 

Joel did not try to envisage the new State of Israel; he did 
not think about the kibbutz to which his group might be posted, 
or whether or not he might be separated from the rest of the 
group and drafted directly into the army; he didn't even 
try to imagine the journey itself, and what it would be like to 
part from his parents once again. He waited, merely, and was 
content to wait. 

He went for a medical check-up, and was declared fit by the 
doctors who examined him. In Palestine there was a truce in 
the fighting. Joel began to get impatient to leave; but when he 
was telephoned one evening by Leon, and was told that the 
group would be leaving at the end of the next week, the sum- 
mons seemed to come to him out of the blue. There would be 
seven men and three girls in the group, Leon said. Natalie 
being one of the girls. Leon himself would i>e travelling with 
them. They would not be separated on arrival, but would be 
sent imniediately to a border kibbutz; Leon did not know 
where it would be. But he hoped they would fly straight to 
Israel, and not be forced to wail their turn at a DP camp in 
Italy. 

So Joel told his parents His mother's face was as sombre 
and disappointed as he had ever seen it. ‘I can't believe that 
you’re going. I just can't believe it Why should you go again? 
Wasn’t once enough? And for what? I he Jews 1 ’ 


36 

In her misery Sarah blamed herself for not having spoken out 
months before, for not having protested, wept, persecuted him. 
blackmailed him emotionally to stay. Other mothers did such 
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things: hadn’t she? She loved Joel no less than they loved 

their sons. 

When she spoke to him again she was filled with a desolate 
resentment of her own moderation, of the reasonableness of 
what she was trying to say to him. That reasonableness would 
be of no help to her at two in the morning. Yet she could 
speak in no other way. 

’It\s not just that 1 hate it so much that you should go and 
put yourself in danger. Of course 1 hate it, any mother would. 
But to feel as well that it's a waste, that you're doing it for 
nothing . . . Yes, for nothing. I'm tired of the Jews, Tm not 
interested in them, or in the country they’ve got or they haven’t 
got, or in the religion they’ve got or haven't got, or in the race 
they belong to or don't belong to, or any of the other things 
that are supposed to make them so special. Look at you! You» 
someone like you, with what you've got, you could do any- 
thing, you could be whatever you wanted to be. Instead you 
try to shutlle off the burden of yourself on to the Jews.’ 

vShc smiled unhappily at him, her brow n eyes filled with tears, 
her hands working together in her lap. ‘It's so small, Joel, it’s 
such a trivial thing to tie yourself to - today, with people on 
the move every w'herc, all over the world, and six:ietics chang- 
ing while you look at them and the bombs that could wipe us 
all out. Do you see what 1 mean? And don't tell me about 
Hitler and the killing of the Jews. I know what he did. And 1 
say that you can’t allow the Hitlers of the world to tell you 
what should be important to you in your life. Hitler could kill 
me, he wanted to kill me. and I'd still say to him that being 
Jewish today is an unimportant aftair. It's the measure of his 
miserable mind that he could kill people for something that 
mattered so little I know it's too late, you won't change your 
mind. 1 shouldn't be talking to you like this. But if 1 don't say 
it now ril never sav it.’ 

‘So what is important?’ Joe! asked her. 

She swayed forward slightly, opening her hands a little. 
‘You're important. What I feci about you is import;' nt.’ 

Awkwardly, with a wading movement of her arms and a 
middle-aged gasp of her breath, she got up from the sofa^ 
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where they had been sitting side-by-side, and went out of the 
room. Joel watched her go, pitying her, thinking that he had 
never loved and admired her more, yet selfishly relieved, too, 
that if she was going to cry she would do it in her bedroom 
rather than in front of him. 

Benjamin’s reaction to the news was much simpler, at first. 
He was proud. He went to the shul and boasted among his 
acquaintances there that his son would soon be leaving to join 
the army in Israel. He made a special point of announcing 
it to those men whom he knew to have sons as old as Joel, who 
had no intention of interrupting their studies or leaving their 
businesses to go to a warring Palestine. But the number of men 
with such sons discouraged him; and when he was alone 
Benjamin began to be tormented by visions of Joel wounded, 
Joel dead, himself grieving. Once or twice he even foresaw 
himself endowing scholarships at the Hebrew University in 
Joel’s memory. 

Guiltily, he said to Joel, ‘I wish I could go in your place. I 
can’t march any more, but I can shoot as well as anybinly else.’ 

The idea of fighting in a Jewish army stirred him pro- 
foundly; and he tried to drive away the thought of Joel’s 
death by indulging in fantasies of himself as a soldier in that 
army. Nightly he killed his quota of Germans, Arabs, faceless 
enemies of all kinds; he saw himself running across ploughed 
fields, shooting from ditches and broken walls, he exacted his 
revenge for every anti-vScmitic remark he had ever he.ird, for 
the death of his sister and her family, for those photographs 
of the naked dead piled in heaps all over Purope 

In the end, however, Joel's quietness and lack of outward 
excitement made him feel almost as guilty about these fantasies 
as he had felt about those of Joel's death, and he went ab«>ut 
his house and oflice with a meek absent-mindedness that sur- 
prised everyone who knew him. 
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Her own fears had always made Natalie bold; her boldness 
filled her with fear. But never before had she been as afraid as 
she was now - now that, after eight years of fervent participa- 
tion in the Zionist youth movement, she was about to fly away 
to Palestine, to take part in a war. to make another life for her- 
self. Every conceivable danger occurred to her, in images and 
fantasies which she followed with an irresistible thrill of the 
nerves into the r^esscs of her own mind. She imagined the 
plane they would be travelling on crashing into the bush in 
s*>me remote corner of Africa; she saw herself falling ill in a 
DP camp in Italy or F' ranee; she tried to picture herself in a 
kibbutz that the Arabs were shelling from the ground, bombing 
from the air. swarming into through the rubble and wreckage. 
She woke in the middle of disturbed, uneasy nights to a feeling 
of total, paralyzing incapacity that attached itself to problems 
she had never considered before, but which now seemed alto- 
gether insurmountable. One night it might be the loneliness 
and helplessness of her parents after she had left them, the 
next it would be a complete disbelief in her ability ever to 
learn Hebrew. 

As always when her fears most strongly possessed her, it 
seemed to her that she had always known that these terrors were 
the real possibilities of her life, that she had neser been doing 
anything more than dare herself, as it were, to come as close to 
them as she could At the same time, recoiling from them, she 
knew that on the other side there was another risk, another 
opportunity for a boldness w’hosc consequences she could not 
estimate. She was peused, held up, bctw’ccn her fears : every 
time she spoke calmly to any one. every time she opened a 
door, smiled, handed money over a counter, res»'mdcd to a 
question, her own action seemed to take place on a licighl from 
which all the railings of habit and expectation had been 
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suddenly removed. Around it, beyond the edge, there was 
nothing but space, darkness and vertigo. 

On a Sunday night, three days before she and Joel were due 
to leave, she had supper with the Glickmans; it was to be her 
last meal with them. Everyone around the table, except for 
Natalie, was surprisingly cheerful, largely because of the effort 
Benjamin was making; he reminisced busily about his own 
early days in the Zionist movement, speaking of long- 
forgotten conferences, of the visits to South Africa of men like 
Weizmann and Jabotinsky. And he told them how he and a 
friend had once started a Zionist monthly magazine, with a few 
pounds they had managed to scrape together out of their 
pockets. He had been a bachelor then, working as a traveller 
for a firm selling dairy equipment. He and his friend had 
known nothing abi>ut how to prinluce a magazine, nothing 
about printing, about layout, or about I'nglish grammar. But 
they had canvassed f»ir advertisements, and they had found 
a little printer in Doornfontcin a hunchback fclh)w who 
wrote poetry - and they had arranged with him that in leiurn 
for giving them a discount on the printing, and helping them 
with the layout, they would publish his poctry^n the magazine. 

*He was delighted with the bargain! .So we printed his 
poetry, though it seemed a lot of rubbish tt> me. The rest of the 
magazine we wrote ourselves, entirely. And we laid it on 
.strong and thick. Everything in that magazine was the eleventh 
hour, a time of crisis, a call for action. We didn’t really know 
what a crisis was for the Jew.s, in those days. We still had to 
learn frtim Hitler. Anyway, wc managed to gel out twt) issues, 
and that was the end of the story, the end of our money, the 
end of the Zionist Clariffn. And I haven’t kept a .single copy t»f 
it and nor has Natic Harsch: I asked him about it when I saw 
him in Durban last time I was there. The little printer - he’s 
dead, he died years ago. .So there’s nothing left of it at all. it 
made no difference to anything. And wc were so excited about 
it at ifje time ! ’ 

Sarah was leaning forward, her hands clasped on the tabic. 
Tt did make a difference. It made a difference to me. 1 can 
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remember how impressed I was when I met you, and you told 
me you’d been the editor of a monthly magazine.’ 

Benjamin looked so surprised that everyone burst into laugh- 
ter. 

‘You were impressed?* 

‘Of course, I was very impressed.* 

‘You should have told me. it would have given me confi- 
dence.’ 

‘I think I did tell you. I’m sure I did.’ 

Joel called out, ‘Hev, Mom, you‘re blushing.* 

‘Don’t tease your mother.’ Benjamin reproved him, looking 
at her with a mischiev«ius, curious expression, inviting her to 
say more. 

‘Well, I admired your magazine very much - even though I 
wasn’t a Zionist. 1 admired the spint behind it.' 

‘Did you think you were marrying a literary gentleman 
then?* Joel asked. 

‘No, 1 never thought anything like that. But I did think you 
were serious about things, and \our magazine showc^^ it, even 
though it was also such a foolish affair in so many ways. It’s 
really too bad that you haven’t got a copy of it to show to the 
children.’ 

‘Ach, the children The past ‘ He felt a sad. full happiness, 
saving the words, and shook his head ‘I remember, just after 
the First Woild War, I actually went and made a booKing on a 
boat that was going to Palestine. Fverylhing here was in pieces, 
it was just after the ’flu epidemic, when my mother dic'd and 
my little brother, and I had no job. and thought to myself: 
What arc you waiting for? Ho’ Make a new life in Eretz 
Yi\mvl\ But I didn’t have the money for the fare. Rooking 
was one thing, paving ani>thcr. Afterwards the chance was 
gone. I was involved in business, in all sorts of things, soon I 
was married. So I w'orked in the movement, that’s all I ever 
did. What it would have meant to me in those days if I’d 
known that a son of mine would be going one day to a real 
Jewish state, actually existing in the world! I’d b' ve known 
then that it wa.s worthwhile, it wasn’t wasted effort, the little 
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we did - the speeches, the fund-raising, even the Zionist 
Clarion. But who could know?' 

‘Let the war finish first,’ vSarah said, clasping her hands and 
pressing them together. ‘Let there be peace there, before you 
say that it was all worthwhile.’ They all knew that what she 
was saying was: Let the children not be killed. 

‘If the Arabs couldn't win in the first few weeks they'll never 
be able to now,' Benjamin answered confidently; more con- 
fidently than he felt when he looked at Joel, who might soon 
be fighting against the Arabs. But he was determined not to 
let them fall into a gloomy anxious silence. ‘It is amazing.' 
he went on, ‘the way things happen. People get an idea in their 
heads and run around organizing and squabbling and raising 
money, and some of them change their lives, give their lives - 
and so there's something new in the world, there's a Jewish 
state, for example. Is that how it's done? It seems impossible, 
somehow'. And vet. what else was there? No Zionism, no 
settlers in Palestine. No Zionism and the settlers would have 
died in the swamps No settlers, no Yt\huv yesterday. nt> 
Israel today. Start with an idea, ami where can't you end?’ 

Joel said, ‘Zionism's a verv special case.’ 

Sarah added. 'No Hitler, no State of Israel e*ither. don't 
forget that 'You can't isolate anv thing from .m\ thing else ' 

‘No, I agree, without Hitler there 'd h.ive been no Israel. But 
what was Hitler once except a little mf\hui:\:eneh bastard of .1 
housepainter running around, organising and squabbling and 
trying to raise monev? It’s the same thing again We just never 
know what is really starling or finishing or what it'll one day 
mean to us ’ 

‘Or to our children,’ Sarah put in 

Natalie had been sitting stiffly in her chair, taking no part in 
the conversation, hardly listening to what was being said; hci 
mouth wa.s set in a stubborn, petulant line JtKrl knew well. It 
was some time after Benjamin had spoken that she repeated 
one of the things he had said ^ ‘Start with an idea and where 
can't you end?’ 

They turned to her, she saw them looking at her, puzzled by 
the lone of her voice. She could not herself recall how' she had 
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said the words; but it was obvious to her that she must have 
betrayed some emotion they were not expecting, or could not 
understand. 

How could they understand? Obtuse, complacent, ugly, the 
faces around the table crowded on her : Benjamin now sucking 
at his tea, his eyebrows still raised enquiringly towards her 
above the rim of his cup, Sarah with her mouth hanging an- 
xiously open. Rachel fingering the ends of her hair, Joel con- 
centrating on the pattern he was making with the tines of 
his fork on the tablecloth, his dark head lowered. To Natalie 
they looked grotesque, as if she had never seen people before, 
and she had to ask herself why they had such chins and 
noses, such bodies; why they sat on such chairs between 
such walls Wlut they? What did they want of her? 

What would they do if she were to scream into those faces 
of theirs? 

She could not bear to l*>ok at them She closed her eyes and 
waited, not knowing for what she was waiting. 


38 

Presently Annie came in to clear away the teacups and the 
group around the table broke up Sarah said that she was going 
to give herself a treat and have a really early night; Benjamin 
went into the living room to listen to the radio and read the 
Sunday paper; Pachcl went to her room, and Joel and Natalie 
to his. 

Walking down the passage, they heard from the kitchen 
Jacobus talking in Zulu to the houseboy; from the loud, 
amused, exclamatory tone of his voice he was clearly recount- 
ing some adventure that had happened to him. Jacobus spent 
every weekend at the house now. and as a result Annie's 
stomach was just beginning to cuivc out with the weight of the 
baby she was carrying No one knew what had h. oened to 
the man she used to speak of as her husband; but jacobus 
still conscientiously gave back to his employer a pound a week 
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out of his wages, to be sent to his wife and children in Basuto* 
land. 

Hearing him, it occurred to Joel, with a sudden pang, that 
one noise he would never hear in Israel was that of African 
servants gathered in the kitchen, after nightfall, to gossip to- 
gether in languages he had never learned. How many times he 
had fallen asleep as a child to that deep, leisurely, comforting, 
incomprehensible sound. 

No sooner had he closed the bedroom door than Natalie 
turned to him, her face smooth, her eyes shining and big with 
excitement. 

‘Joel, Pve got something to say to you. It’s very hard, 1 
don't know how to say it.' 

But she said it simply and prc>mptly. 

‘If I don’t go to Israel, Joel, will you stay here with me?’ 
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They left at midnight, in a two engined Dakfita chartered by 
the South African Zionist bederation I he parting from parents, 
girl-friend<, brothers and sisters, and anxunis ledcration 
ofTicials, was tense and uncomfi>rtable for practically cverv- 
one; and it was made more m> bv a group which attempted 
injudiciously to rouse the spirits i^f the Piirly by singing the 
Hafikvah. Then the do/cn members of the Hat/ofim move- 
ment and the fifteen others who were going as individual 
volunteers for the army Irtiopcd out of the prc-fabricaled 
departure-lounge and walked across the alternating light and 
darkness of the tarmac. A cold wind was blowing, carry- 
ing with it the smell of fuel, the st^und of airciaft engines, 
and a sense of a flat empty space larger by far than 
the airport. 

Onae they were airborne, however, a wild exhilaration pos- 
sessed them all. F-ven before the spread of the lights of the 
Witwatersrand had disappeared into the blackness beneath 
them, they were standing up, calling to one another, passing 
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slabs of chocolate and a bottle of brandy from hand to hand, 
singing, flirting with the Israeli girl who was acting as air- 
hostess, joking with the aircrew, demanding food, and shouting 
encouragement at the pale whirling discs of the propellers, 
which the plane's own lights lit up By dawn they were at 
Salisbury in Southern Rhodesia, a few hours later in Ndola, 
on the Copperbcit, later still they were flying over Lake 
Victoria, endessly it seemed They spent the night at Entebbe, 
in an hotel where the waiters wore long white robes, and a smell 
of moisture, growth and rot was carried off the lake In the 
morning they flew on coming down to refuel every few hours 
at heat-stricken airports some of them surrounded by green, 
humid bush, others b> sand and scrub Their last stop in 
Africa was Mcrs» M ♦'“iih then they flew tcross the Mediter- 
ranean to Naples, where they were put on a bus and taken to a 
DP camp on the toist The camp Joel wrote to Natalie (for 
they had agreed, in the end, that they would write to one 
another) looked like a cross between an irmv barracks and an 
African T ocation' Iheic for three long hot irritated weeks, 
surrounded b> strangers of every age and sex and language, 
they remained 
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Another, more b<uslcri)us depirturc look place in the central 
loh innesbuig railw station a few monlb> later on a Satur- 
di\ morning when Jonathan Falmon (or Jonathan Delmond 
is he henceforth intended calling himself) left on the hrst stage 
of his journey to 1 ngland Rachel was in the large and noisy 
group that tame to sec him oil Most ot the people in it were 
strangers to her, hut ill of them Acre apparently inUmate with 
Jonathan, who laughed and talked at the lop of his voice, 
gestured wildly and flung his arms indiscriminately around the 
men and the women in the group His cheeks anu ps were 
smeared red from the kisses the women had given him, his 
collar and tic were disordered, and in his hand he clutched, at 
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different times, magazines, a half-jack of brandy, paper bags 
of fruit, a teddy bear which one joker had given him, and two 
rolls of toilet-paper in an 'economy pack' given him by another. 
Rachel had never seen him so happy and excited before. And 
he was leaving her! She stood aside from the throng and 
waited for some word or sign from him; something more 
meaningful than the hasty kiss he had given her when she had 
come on to the platform, and his delighted whisper to her - 
They’re crazy ! What a send-off ! ’ 

Right at the end. after the first warning bell had been 
sounded, Jonathan's moixJ turned serious, briefly and unex- 
pectedly. He stood on the step of the carriage, holding on to 
the hand-rails on both sides of the door which stotKl upen 
behind him, and made a little speech. 'People, I don't want to 
say anything that will embarrass you. But, all the same. I'm 
not going to go away without telling you how grateful I am to 
you. I love you all I really do - and I'm not ' he pau'‘<‘d 
and swallowed, and his lids dropped over his eyes, as if he 
were committing to memory the words he was going to utter - 
‘I'm not going to let you down.' Then he was smiling again, 
and blowing kisses with one hand, clingiffg to the hand-rail 
with the other, 

‘Good old Jonathan!’ his friends shouted. ‘Bring 'em back 
alive!’ *We'll see vour name in lights!’ ‘West Rnd or bust!' 

The bell rang twice more, a flag was waved, the train began 
to move. Jonathan jumped down from the step, while every 
one shrieked with alarm, and took Rachel in his arms. He 
kissed her on the lips, kissed the tears that were on her cheeks, 
and turned and ran down the platform, to catch up once more 
with his carriage. Rachel saw him leap on to it and turn, 
waving. Before he was out of sight she had left the group on 
the platform and was making her way out of the station. 

Dazed, frightened and incredulous, she went up Rissik 
Street towards the Town Hall, simply walking because the 
street** was in front of her. She was aware of the passing of 
pedestrians and the traffic in the street, of random snatches 
of conversation, of music from a radio shop; once she stood 
and watched a driver trying to reverse his car into a vacant 
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bay, and moved on only when she saw the man looking 
hostilely at her. For months she had known that Jonathan was 
going to leave; she had even been with him when he had made 
his final booking at a travel agency and had looked at the 
bright folders on display there; she had talked of following 
him at the end of the year; for weeks she had been telling 
herself that she would do this or that or the other thing ‘after 
Jonathan's gone'. 

And now? ‘It's over/ she said to herself. ‘He's gone. He 
doesn't want me.' She waited for some movement of grief or 
despair or anger to rise within herself at these phrases. But 
there was none Nothing filled the emptiness within her; and 
a kind of panic oveitook her, at the thought that this blank- 
ness would be ' Ii s’.w w'ould feci. ‘Jonathan,' she moaned under 
her breath, ‘I love you, sweetie, don't leave me.' She closed her 
eyes and sUhhI still, biting at her lower lip. But no image of 
Jonathan came into her mind : only the image of herself stand- 
ing in the dark, waiting for emotions she could not feel, did 
not have Then other bare melodramatic, disconnected words 
came one by one into her mood, assembling there, with emo- 
tionless spaces between them. Lost. Broken. i]>esperate. 
Punished. 

With an insane congriiity, as if she were hallucinated, there 
burst on her cars a harsh, mechanically magnified voice utter- 
ing immense words she could not make out at all. The noise 
was followed bv a burst of cheering. She opened her eyes; she 
was relieved to hear that the sounds still went on, at a distance 
of a blcKk or two away. She looked around her, and saw that 
from all sides people were streaming towards the Town Hall, 
with a look of pleased curiosity on their faces. She let herself 
go with them. 


T.M*ia 
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The meeting had been called in protest against the dismissal 
by the government, under an act it had just passed, of a well- 
known white trade unionist from his position in the women's 
union which he had managed to organize on no-racial lines: 
that was the reason why the government had moved against 
him. Most of the demonstrators were Coloured and African 
women, but there were many thousands of whites, too, in the 
crowd. This mixture of races was in itself enough to make the 
occasion an exciting one; but what made it even more excit- 
ing was the news that the meeting had been banned by the 
police a few hours previously, and that the committee respon- 
sible for it had nevertheless decided to go ahead. 

None of this was known to Rachel; all she knew was what 
she could see and hear. A great crowd of black and white 
people filled almost the entire space betwecQ^the Rissik Street 
Post Office and the City Hall, blocking the traffic in Market 
and President Streets, swaying about in a good-humoured, 
expectant, almost casual frenzy. Different branches of the 
trade union involved, as well as others that were demonstrating 
in sympathy, had unfurled banners above the heads of the 
crowd; the largest banners were yards wide, and on each 
banner were painted huge defiant slogans in English and 
Afrikaans; ‘South Africa is our Country Too’; ‘Dt)wn With 
Apartheid’; ‘Hands Off Our Union’; *We Stand Together’. 
Because of the movements of the people holding them, the 
banners billowed out or sagged, were pulled tight or collapsed 
in wrinkles, so that one might have thought that a strong, 
irregular wind was blowing; but the morning was warm, sunnv 
and still, and most of the Africans and Coloureds in the 
crowd, and many of the whites, were in shirtsleeves and cotton 
dresses. Every now and again a cheer went up from one or 
another section of it, as a new group of demonstrators ap- 
peared around a corner, and those at a distance would turn 
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their heads or jump up and down where they were standing, in 
order to see what the cheering was about. The speakers' party 
was at the head of the steps that led to the Town Hall, with 
the tall brown doors of the Hall closed behind them. People 
were sitting on the monumental howitzers to the right and 
left of the steps; several piccanins had climbed up the palm 
trees that grew near the howitzers, and clung to them with 
their hands and bare feet. No one looked grim or worried, or 
fierce; few people in the crowd appeared to be listening to the 
speeches that were cc»ming fr('m the loudspeakers. Like baffled, 
ignored, living things, the sounds echoed back and forth be- 
tween the high buildings. 

A woman was speaking now; her voice n>se as she came to 
the end of her .^peecn. *I hcy've tried to silence our Sammy, but 
he will not be silenced! Brothers and sisters, our leader - 
Sammy Levine!* Before she had finished the cheering 
drowned the name. Here and there heads in the crowd bobbed 
up and down more vigorously than before, as people tried 
to see the man who had stepped up to the microphone. 

Rachel could not see him at all. But she was taken aback 
when she heard Levine sa> his first words. ‘Comrades,' he said, 
‘m> friends, this is a sad and gloiious txrcasion for me.’ What 
took her aback was that his accent was so much like her 
father’s: that of an immigrant Jew from Lithuania. It seemed 
somehow wrt>ng to her, unlikely, undesirable, that such a voice 
should be booming and quacking through loudspeakers across 
a great crowd, in a public place. She felt herself exposed, put 
in danger hy it; she did not know wh>. 

But Levine did not speak for long He had said no more than 
a few sentences when a noise went up from the crowd quite 
unlike any Rachel had heard hefoie. It began as a mere hubbub 
of surprise and consternation, but swelled in an instant into 
a single shriek which tilled the air. and then - incredibly, for 
there seemed to be no space for it to grow in - rose still higher. 
A group of about thirty uniformed policemen had burst out of 
the dewrs of the Town Hall, rushed upon the sp».akers' plat- 
form. taken hold of .Sammy i.evine and those standing closest 
to him, and dragged them into the Town Hall, closing the 

251 



doors behind them. The arrest or capture had taken place so 
swiftly that the crowd was able to do no more than shriek 
before the doors were closed. 

Then it thrust forward in a great heave. Rachel found her- 
self in the middle of a group of Coloured women; shoulders, 
backs, bosoms, arms, faces were shoved against her, someone 
trod excruciatingly on her foot. ‘What’s happening?’ she 
gasped. 'Wat makeerl Don't push like that!’ There was a 
babble of talk and cries in her ears, and a noise beyond it - not 
the single shriek of rage she had heard before, but a continuous 
loud howling which seemed to sweep unpredictably in waves 
across the square. 

Rachel had not seen the police, and did not know why the 
crowd had suddenly turned violent, nor how far forward she 
had been swept, until she felt under her feet the first of the 
steps where the speakers had stood. The crowd broke open 
momentarily in front of her, and she saw that the doors of the 
Town Hall were no more than yards away. Dark objects were 
flying towards the building; the missiles simply seemed to rain 
Upwards, like things out of nature, before curxipg falling. 
There was a smashing of glass, a clatter of wood. The crowd 
closed round her once more, and Rachel could sec nothing but 
the people against whom she was jammed; she fell herself 
still being carried forward and across. Again, ovcrhe.ad, there 
was an eruption of dark things into the air; they flew upwards 
like birds, but fell steeply, heavily, quickly. 

Suddenly everyone was tumbling back, pushing back, stag- 
gering back. The doors had swung open, they gaped on a dark 
space, and out of it came the police, carrying long white staves. 
More and more came, dark blue figures that jostled one an- 
other in their haste, and then began to smash out with their 
riot sticks at the heads and shoulders of the people in front of 
them. ‘They’re hittintt them!’ Rachel exclaimed aloud, unable 
to believe her eyes. She did not run. She could not. Men and 
women fell, their hands over their eyes, or clutching the tops 
of their heads, blood spurting between their fingers. Still more 
|)oKce were emerging from the building; they were fanning out 
freely in pursuit. The crowd was now a wildly fleeing mob. 
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Rachel saw one policeman have his baton snatched from him 
by a ragged black figure, who was immediately struck down by 
two others; their staves whirled in the air and fell over the spot 
where the man had been standing, whirled and fell again. 
The police were ignoring the whites in the crowd; they were 
attacking the Coloureds and Africans only. Some of the young 
white men in the crowd were joining in, chasing the fleeing 
blacks, kicking out at them, grinning across pale, demented 
faces. 

A policeman ran straight towards Rachel. His stave was 
broken, it had a sharp, jagged egc, and he held it in front of 
him as if it were a spear She opened her mouth and felt the 
tearing in her throat of her own scream, but did not hear it. 
An African came between them, with his head down and his 
shoulder high up. The policeman ran into him. staggered back, 
and lashed him across the side of the head. He fell sideways; 
his body hit Rachel in the stomach and she went down, with 
the man on top of her. The smell of him was in her nostrils; 
and then it was gone. .She fell into a narrow space of darkness, 
that seemed to have been prepared for her. The sense of the 
darkness as something fitting her. made for her, was the last 
thing of which she was conscious. 

When she opened her e\es she thought she must have been 
away, unconscious for a long time. The sk\ was remote and 
blue; it looked further off than she had ever seen it. Then a 
tace which was familiar but which she could not recognize 
Came between it and herself. 

Rachel ! ' she heard ‘Rachel ! ' 

* Bertie,' she answered. 

She did not know what part of herself had spoken. Con- 
sea msly, she rccogni/ed him. she knew that he had been speak- 
ing to her, only after she had said his name. 

‘You’ve been hurt. You're bleeding.’ 

He was kneeling on the ground beside her He put his hand 
under her neck and raised her gently. She looked a^'ound un- 
steadily. Fverything seemed to have changed. The Afiican who 
liad fallen on her was gone. No pi>liccmen were to be seen. 
The square seemed almost denuded of people, they were no 
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more than a black, thick fringe around its edges. But there 
were many dark shapes lying or sitting on the ground, as she 
was; some of them had one or two men or women stooped or 
kneeling over them, as Bertie kneeled over her. A number of 
shoes were scattered about, over the blank paving ~ women’s 
shoes, for the most part, with an abject, lopsided look to them 
- and a few handbags, and scraps of torn banners, pieces of 
broken wood. 

The crowd at the rim of the square began to move forward; 
the sight of it. the darkness and thickness of it. made Rachel 
feel as though her own vision was drawing in. contracting upon 
her. Sick and afraid, she wanted to get away. She began to 
struggle to her feet. 

‘Help me. Bertie, please.’ 

His arm was around her; his hand was holding her own. His 
voice was full of solicitude. The ambulances must be coming. 
Wait here. I’ll get a stretcher* 

‘No,’ she cried, ‘don’t leave me. I’m all right. I promise 
you, J’m not hurt.’ She saw him looking strangely at her, and 
lifted her hand to her face. It was wet and sticky, then she saw 
that her fingers were bright red A thump of darkness assailed 
her, left her, and she sat down again. She sat in silence for 
some time before she was able to .say, ‘I’m sure it's not me - 
not my blocxl ' 

Bertie was wiping his face with his handkerchief, and she 
lifted it up to him, like a child. 

When she stood up she found that she ached in all her 
limbs, and in her chest. Bertie supported her, and she limped 
along at his side Some men and women were still lying on the 
ground, but most of the injured were now silting up. The bkxxl 
ran down their faces in streams, or showed itself in heavy, 
matted patches in the hair of their heads. 

‘I didn’t know that heads could bleed so much ’ Rachel 
said; t|iis surprised her as much as anything else she had seen. 

They made their way through the crowd at the corner of 
President and RLssik Streets. Rachel looked back, and saw the 
square filling with people. At the far corner of it a fight seemed 
to be going on; some people were running toward.s it, others 
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running away. Bertie stood on tip-toes beside her, anxiously 
scanning the square 

‘Are you looking for somebody?* 

‘Yes Adela We got separated when the police charged She*s 
all right, 1 m sure, but she may be worried about me ’ 

‘You better go and look for her 1 11 ~ 1 11 be all right, I can 
manage on my own ’ 

‘It looks like It' he shouted furiously at her, jerking his head 
round, falling back on his heels She did not kno\\ why he was 
so angry, and stood silently and submissively waiting for him 
to decide what they should do next 

‘No, it\ no good I can I see her He put his arm around her 
waist again Come ‘ 

Several imbulances were approaching Ihey pulled up just 
a few yards away with a Ioni»-driwn reluctant, fading growl 
from their sirens Men in peaked caps jumped out of them, 
both in front and it the back of eich vehicle and began pulling 
out Mrctchers 

‘You're sure you don t w mt to get in one'^’ Bertie asked. 

‘Quite sure Have you got i c ir 

‘No - Vm terribly soriy His ingcr was quite gone, now he 
was just dismayed and guilts disgraced in his own eyes be- 
cause he had no car to otter her 1 can call a taxi and we can 
eo sti light up to C asu iltv 

‘Let's go sv>mcwhcre where I can sit down Im not really 
hurl A man fell on me that s all 


42 

Bv chance they went to the cafe in wnich Joel and Pamela 
had sit together, years befoic On the way there Rachel stop- 
ped to look at herself in a mirror on a shop front, and wiped 
off the last of the bloixl from her checks and ^ mds with 
Bertie's handkerchief Her face looked hardly any more pale 
than his She went straight to the livatory in the cafd, then 
washed her face in a dirty little basin, and combed her hair. 

255 



She was struck that she was still carrying her bag; she hadn't 
noticed it on her arm until she reached automatically into it 
for the comb. 

With its wicker chairs and wicker tables carrying green 
glass tops, its crammed sweet and cigarette counters, and its 
knobbly, shiny cream-painted walls decorated with a few 
murky mirrors, the cafe looked as though it had been lifted 
bodily from some forlorn, wayside dorp, miles from anywhere, 
and dumped down by mistake under a fifteen-storey office- 
block. But it was cool, dark and empty, and Rachel sank grate- 
fully into a chair at the table Bertie had taken. 

At once she was seized by a fit of shivering Her whole 
body shook grossly, intolerably, she was jarred, buffeted, 
frightened by it. Bertie was trying to attract the attention of 
one of the African waiters who were lounging against the 
wall at the other end of the rr>om; he had not yet noticed 
what was happening to her 

When he did turn to face her, she attacked him before he 
could speak, before he could see how she was trembling. ‘Arc 
you happy now?' The w'ords came out m gasfw from her soft, 
shuddering jaw ‘Are >ou glad it's happened? It’s what you 
want, isn't *it? You're the bloixJy politician, aren't you?’ At 
last tears sprang to her eyes. *Oh,’ she wept, ‘why d<»n’t you 
leave people alonel' 

She covered her face and sobbed into her hands, glad of the 
darkness, not wanting to emerge from it, carried away, re- 
leased by her tears. 

Bertie's hands touched at hers, then at her hair He stam- 
mered, exclaimed, apologized ‘We had nothing to do with this 
morning's meeting It wasn’t anything to do with us We’d 
never have . . we don't believe it’s time for mass action. Wc’rc 
still in the stage of educating people . 

But in the face of the attack she had made, in front of her 
distress, his words and explanations embarrassed and humili- 
ated him; they seemed so portentous and so irrelevant to her, 
to himself. 

'Rachel, Rachel, please he implored her. His hands were 
still seeking something to grasp, but her face remained covered, 
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she did not yield her fingers to him. He leaned across the 
table and clumsily took the whole of her head between his 
hands, bowed and covered though it was. 

'Rachel, you’ve always meant more to me than anyone else. 
I can’t help it. I want you to know it.’ 

She made no sign that she had heard him. Bertie looked up 
and found two waiters staring over him, trays in their hands 
and unabashed curiosity on their dark faces. 'Bugger off! 
Voetsak!' he said furiously to them. 'I'll call you when I want 
you.’ 

Rachel’s hands had fallen from her face. She no longer 
trembled; she was smiling strangely. He waited a long lime 
for her to speak. 

'Bertie, 1 think I’m pregnant. Ilie man - he - he left for 
lingland this morning.’ 

She covered her face ssith her hands again. They sat in 
silence together. Bertie stared at her, at the dim reflection of 
her in the glass t(»p of the table. He looked at the door, loo, 
where figures passed and paused and were lost in a shiver of 
light. 

When they got up, hours later, Bertie felt that something had 
been done to him from which he would never recover; some- 
thing so deep it was as far bevond alleviation as it was beyond 
the reach of what he would have called pain. They left the 
caf^ together. 


43 

Fifteen months passed before Rachel and Bertie were married. 
’I'hcy had decided they would wait until he had written his 
final examinations for his bachelor's degree. Then he went into 
business w'ith his fathcr-in-Iaw. He gave up his intention to take 
law. he gave up his political ambitions, he gave up e ideolo- 
gical beliefs which had sustained him ever since he had begun 
to read and think for himself. 

For what? For what had he given them up? It was a question 
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hcf asked himself many times in the course of those months, 
and in the years that followed, until the cynicism of his answer 
corroded his capacity even to ask the question. The answer 
was: For nothing. For so many trivialities. For a girl in 
trouble, for a childhood tenderness, for an impulse of pity, for 
a notion of honour, for an insecure, vain gesture of strength, 
for the challenge of matching her recklessness with his own. 
For the ten-day drama of helping her arrange to have an 
abortion, and of seeing her through it, while her parents 
imagined the two of them were camping together in the Maga- 
liesberg. For Rachel's gratitude and smiles, her trust and a 
share in her passions. For a directorship in the Central 
Creamery (Pty) Limited. 

He told himself, and believed, that these were nothing; yet 
they were all he had, and he was fiercely jealous and vigilant 
of all of them. Of none of them was he more jealous than of 
Rachel herself; Rachel who had acted accordingly to her own 
desperate notion of honour in not telling her wretched cousin 
that she was pregnant, lest he should think it was her last 
device, her last trick, to keep him in South Africa. (Instead, 
it had become her trick, her device. Bertie often thought with 
a kind of self-throttling, ironic rage, to entrap him.) He never 
forgot that she had loved and been despoiled by another man, 
and that it was because of that that they had come together. 

So they were married, and Bertie went to work; and sur- 
prised everyone by the eagerness, the hardness, the ambition 
with which he worked. If he was to be nothing else, he was 
determined now to become a rich man. Rachel admired his 
ambition and passionately wanted him to succeed in it She 
was more proud of him, more respectful of him, than cither 
of them had anticipated. But this did little to soothe him. 
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Bertie’s abandonment of Adela intensified greatly her devotion 
to the cause they had shared With Nluli she left the splinter- 
group of the DSAM, and joined the larger. Communist- 
directed movement that was attempting to rouse the conscious- 
ness of the African masses She said to others that she despised 
and pitied Bertie for what he now was, but that she would 
always be grateful to him for havint; done so much to eman- 
cipate her from the c''nfemptible white world of money, self- 
seeking and insensibility he had chosen deliberately to re- 
enter 

It was not long, however before she was saving that the fact 
that Bertie had belonged to a ‘frotskvist’ group like the 
DS AM showed that he had never realiv been seriou> in his 
pcditics, though she admitted he had managed to take her in at 
the time It was only now, am<»ng her new friends, that she had 
leirned what true commitment was For to her and the others 
in the movement C ommunism was more than an ideology and 
a theory of histoiy to be believed m, more than a way of 
removing the self-evident, hideous iniustices of the society 
iround her, more than a source of intense companionship in 
dinger, more than a side peisonally chosen in the cold war. In 
I sense, it w.is more even than a religion It was a culture - to 
which she belonged on fully equal terms with any other mem- 
ber, whether he lived in New York, Rome. Djakarta or 
Mi>scow 

The culture had its own shared references in everv field of 
human activits, its own standards of judgement, its own ways 
of appropriating or rcjc*cting the past, its own hagiographies 
and festivals, even its own novels and pojms, its own music. 
Its own art Its centres of power mav have been | /sically 
remote, but their means of expression, their ways of speaking 
to Adela, never were After six months in the movement she 
felt more intimately at home when she read the English- 
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language Communist journak published in Budapest or Prague 
than when she read the Johannesburg newspapers; far more 
so than when she read the liberal weeklies from England. 
She was a member of a worldwide community, with a com- 
mon speech as well as a common struggle to wage; this was a 
liberation that Adela, Ezreal Klein's daughter, taking her 
degree in Social Science at Witwaterstrand University, hadn't 
known she had hungered fur, until it was given to her. 



Part Five 


1 

Waking to the sound of the cl tnging bell was always painful 
for Joel, but once he was awake once he had washed and had 
had something to eat il»c two hour stretch of work before 
breakfast was the best of the d Morning after morning 
he watched the daw*' break over the Arab-held Judaean hills in 
the east as the sky became steadily brighter and bnghter, 
gleaming with a light th it had no visible source, so, in con- 
trast, the hills turned a deeper and darker blue, until a single 
band of purple vibrated agMnst the hori/on Then the sun rose 
directlv over the hills whkh immediatel> began to lo*e their 
colour and depth bv breakfast time thev were merely a grey 
serration in the distance Onlv in the evening, in the last calm 
light ot the dav did thev tppe tr solid once again, revealing 
more of themselves thin tt inv other time You could sec 
Arab villages dotted anoul on them the fields marked off on 
their lower slopes the finger of a mi'sque pointing to the sky, 
the faint lines of ancient shattered terraces banding them at 
intervals Another du w is over On the kibbutz, men and 
women with wet hair and towels around their necks walked 
from the shower rooms to the wovxicn huts and tents scattered 
on the slope thev sat it c tse on the steps of their prefabs; 
thev waitcx! around the door of the dming-ioom for the dinner- 
bell to be rum* thev watched the lights beginning to twinkle 
on both sides of the boidei 

There were eightv of them on the me^hek \ little more than 
half of them 1 ni»lish-spcakine the other half from a variety of 
countries and speaking a varictv of languages includ. ' about 
a do/en native-born Israelis, who had originally been assigned 
to tram and guide the newcomers, and some of whom now 
intended to remain with them rather than to return to their own 
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kibbutzim. There was also a full-time, paid Hebrew teacher, 
who gave lessons in rotation and went home over the weekends. 
Of the twenty-five South Africans who had originally formed 
the nucleus of the settlement, only ten remained; but they 
had been joined by a few vSouth Africans from other move- 
ments, and a few later arrivals from their own. The other 
largest contingents came from Canada and the United States. 
Men greatly outnumbered women, and none of the women 
was unattached: there were five babies in the nursery. 

For Joel the eighteen months he had been on the kibbutz had 
been on the whole happy ones; and happy for reasons he had 
not really anticipated. What he had not expected was that the 
best of life on the kibbutz should have been its ordinariness, 
its quotidian quality, its phvsicality. so to speak, and not its 
spirituality. It had been one thing to talk or to hear others 
talking of ‘the dignity of labour* and ‘the normalization i>t the 
class-structure of the Jewish people': it was another to flop 
down exhausted, with pounding heart and closed eyes, on top 
of a truckload of building sand he had loaded himself, and let 
the truck carry him half-conscious to the building site: to 
shovel gravel and sand with a rhythm of idleness and frenzy 
dictated by the rumble and clank of the mixer that had to be 
fed; to see boulders crack into fragments under his hammer, 
revealing their hearts shining as if from the dawn of the world; 
to loiter through afternoons with a chisel in his hand and a 
pipe that had to be scraped free of rust laid t)Ut on trestles 
before him; to carry cow-melons to the heaps that made a 
pattern across the field that was being cleared; to stand knee- 
deep in a slippery, pungent ensilage of rotten oranges and to 
shovel it from a truck into barrows, from harrows into the 
cow-stalls; to ride high on a swaying combine harvester, 
deafened by its roar, hypnotized by the chaff flying upwards 
and the grain pouring its bead-like golden weight into the hags 
he clipped into position when they were empty and shoved 
overboard when they were full. 

Always, while he worked, the sky was above him. around 
him were fields and wastelands, hills and wide valleys, views of 
the main road in the distance, with tiny cars flashing by. Within 
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him, if the job he was on was not too taxing, were memories 
and reveries of an extraordinary vividness and variety. This 
was perhaps the most surprising thing of all about the work 
he was doing: that it seemed to set so much of his mind free 
to speculate and remember, to play with its own images and 
fantasies, while his body bent and straightened, his muscles 
clenched and relaxed. He had thought the work might be dull- 
ing and stupefying; but once the agony of getting used to it 
was behind him, he had not found it so. Not yet, at any rate. 

Sometimes when he looked up he wondered where he was, 
what country he was in, what his hands were doing, what had 
happened to the people whose faces he had just seen and whose 
voices he had he 0.1 a moment before. Then he would go 
hack to his work. A period of his life to which his thoughts 
returned with particular frequency was the time he had spent 
in Italy, in the army: he supposed it was because the com- 
munal style of life reminded him in some ways of the army, 
the colours of the sky and the seasons of Italy. And the sense 
of disorder and crisis outside the kibbutz was like that of a 
country still at war, or in a state of siege. He wanted very 
much to go back to Italy, to U>ok at the riches that the poverty 
and destruction of war had shrouded from him. that he had 
been ttK> y<Hing, too frightened, too preoccupied, to pa\ atten- 
tion to. Israel was disappointingly less like Europe than he had 
expected it to be. 

His leisure was full, bland, mindless; he thought and 
dreamed far less when he was idle than he did when he was at 
work. On Sabbaths he slept, woke, went for walks, helped his 
friend, Harry, in his amateur archeological explorations in the 
hills around about, wrote letters, played in scratch games of 
football and rounders In the evenings of work-days he en- 
joyed the rowdincss of the shower-rooms, the long bouts of 
gossip in rooms, the parties given around a bottle of arak and 
a food -pa reel from C'anada or South Africa, the irresponsible, 
schoolboyish excitement that came over them when ‘ley took 
a truck and rode off to see a film in the nearest township, 
their fellowship in boredom or fits of giggles when some 
solemn tarbutnik from Jerusalem came to lecture to them on 
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child psychology or to play the violin or, on one unforget- 
table occasion, to perform certain solo Yemenite folk-dances, 
accompanied by a flute and hindered by an excess of flesh and 
gauze draperies. It had been one thing to talk or to hear 
others talking of a restoration of ‘the spirit of community*; 
it was another to find himself living and working among a 
group of people with whom his relations were amiable, intense, 
indifferent or hostile, as he or they chose. 

Altogether, Joel felt that practically from the moment of 
his arrival in Israel a great burden of self-conscioiisncss about 
what he was doing had fallen away from him; he realized how 
great the burden had been only now that it was gone. For 
others in the group, it was true, the sudden, harsh, inevitable 
abrogation of the status they had enjoyed in the eyes of others 
in South Africa as singular young people, self-sacrificing vis- 
ionaries. the reduction of the large aspirations and fervours 
they had nourished into so many small, commonplace facts, 
had come as a shirking blow, an intolerable affnmt. They 
had been the first to leave; Henry Kramer and his wife among 
them. Others had left later for family reasons, OT after quarrels, 
or simply because they had grown weary of the life. 

Joel shirked administrative responsibility, he still had not 
settled down to learn a special skill, at the bottom of himself he 
remained undecided as to whether this was what he would do, 
this was where he would remain, for the rest of his life. Yet, 
no matter what might happen in the future, the undramatic 
fullness and arduousness of his routine seemed to him its 
surest justification; the contentment he had found in it was 
the surest proof that he had not merely been led there by an 
infatuation with a girl who had let him down. 


2 


Joel found the letter from his mother in the rack in the 
entrance to the dining-room; he did not open it until he was 
seated at one of the long uncovered tables that occupied most 
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of the room, and along each of which, at intervals, were 
grouped aluminium jugs of tea, plates of sliced bread, saucers 
of jam. and a collection of mugs, spoons and knives. While 
he ate and drank, Joel read his letter through, more than once. 
His mother wrote frequently and entertainingly, and this letter 
was especially full of news. 

As always, he ate steadily, smearing slice after slice of bread 
with jam; and he went on drinking cup after cup of tea even 
after he had finished eating The tea, which was served without 
milk, was already sweetened, but he secretly pul a spoonful of 
jam into his cup, every time he filled it; his appetite for sweet 
things was never appeased. 

He sat on his the end a bench, and no one dis- 

turbed him, though people were constantly coming in and 
pouring out their first cups of tea before flopping down on the 
benches. Some sprawled in silence over the tables, littered with 
crumbs and stained with ptiols of tea; a few had their heads 
bent together over the two copies of the Jetusalem that 
had come in after lunch; others were busy, as Joel was, with 
letters; some talked quietly From the kitchen, beyond the 
partition that divided the woixien -walled hut in two, there 
came the sounds of the evening meal being prepared. Bars of 
itrong golden light from the declining sun shone through the 
uncurtained windows and stretched across the room, above 
the heads of the seated men; when they stood up their faces 
were momentarily transfigured, their foreheads gleamed palely, 
their hair become dark and lustrous, the lines of fatigue 
around their blinking e\es were smoothed away. 

Then another group began coming in: those who had 
showered and shaved before taking their tea. They were fresher 
and in better spirits than the people alr**ady there, and the 
volume of the noise in the room iv)se accordingly. Among the 
newcomers were some of the Palestinian-horn members of the 
group, the sahras, w'ho were soon reading the copy of Davar 
which was delivered with the Post but which had »l been 
tc^uched before their arrival. The bench at which Joel was 
sitting had filled up; he put the letter in the pocket of his 
shirt and listened to the random talk around him. Leon, who 
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was now called Leib, sat down opposite Joel, across the table. 
He poured out a mug of tea and spread jam on a slice of bread 
and began eating and drinking slowly 

Neither said anything to the other until, after a couple of 
minutes had passed, Joel asked him, ‘So, what’s new?’ 

‘Nothing 1 was in Haifa, wasting my time, as usual ’ 

Leib was now black-bearded, darker-skinned, harder and 
less plump than before, yet still giving the impression of having 
been somehow shanghaied into his own body, and of trying to 
make the upright, soldierly best of it He was the secretary of 
the kibbutz - he took on such responsibilities as naturally as 
Joel avoided them - and spent much of his time m Jerusalem 
and Tel Aviv, raising money, arguing about land-grants, con- 
sulting accountants and tgronomists, negotiating cautiouslv 
wath f^arintm which might he ‘married* to his group at Ramat 
Elkan He was now just back from a trip to H iita. where he 
had gone to trv ind get the release from the docks of a tractor 
which had been donated to the kibbutz b\ i well wisher in 
South Africa While he drank his lea he tidd Joel .ibout the 
day he had spent there m)ing lri>m oltice to otlice iccumuli 
ting stamped and scribbled upim picxes of paper, at the end 
of It the tractor w is still in its cr ite m the shed 

‘The worst of it all, he sud in his sinill nu asured irritated 
voice, ‘is that no one here reilK secs arnthing with this 

fantastic load of paper-work \ou have to go through to get 
anything done Its the I astern I uropean mmtahtv. 1 suppose 
- they’re just used to carrsme around piles and piles t>f 
dokumenti And then nobcKly trusts .inyhody eNe an inch 
which also means ihii evervthing must be written di)wn and 
stamped and counter st imped and signed and countersigned 
until you think you’re going out of vour mind And the crowds 
waiting in everv oMice* And the shouting md arguing 
Christ ’ ’ He shook his head md drank more of his tea 

‘Don t tell me about it’’ Joel laughed ‘Sometimes I think in 
a furtny way we’re living in a kind of ivory lower here’ He 
looked ironically around the hare, unfinished dining-room, at 
the exhausted men in their work clothes scattered about it I 
know, whenever 1 go outside at first it’s a b g holiday - and 

266 



then I just want to come running back, it’s such a madhouse 
out there. At least here we’ve got our three meals a day, even 
if they are lousy, and a place to sleep and room to walk around 
in, and some kind of order and regularity. But outside —I I 
really get scared when I leave the meshek' 

But while I.eib could complain on his own account, he didn’t 
like to hear Joel complaining too. ‘They’ll get it sorted out, 
eventually, I suppose. 1 just hope I live long enough to see it.’ 
He threw a crust of bread into the aluminium scrap-basin in 
the middle i>f the table. ‘What's new with you?’ 

Joel hesitated. ‘You remember Natalie?’ 

‘Natalie?’ I.eib said, surprised, ‘Yes, of course.’ 

‘She’s getting married.* 

‘Oh.’ His eyes opened v%ide, above the line of his full beard. 
‘Where ’d you hear that?' 

‘In a letter from mv mother. It came today.’ Joel touched at 
the letter in his breast-p(Kket. 

‘Who to?’ 

‘Nobcxly we know. Some eov on the mines - an electrician or 
something. My mother met her in town, and had the story 
from her, ApparentK her people are very upset about it, so 
they’re going to live in Northern Rhexiesia, on the Coppcrbclt.’ 

'Honestly?’ 1 eib pulle<l at his beard; each watched the 
other. Then each began to smile at the expression on lac other’s 
face Joel remembered the evening, in South Africa, so long;* 
ago, when Natalie had turned away from Leon, saying that it 
was Jt>cl she loved None of them had anticipated this end: he 
and Leon still together, Natalie marrying a stranger and going 
with him to Northern RhtHlesia. 

Joel said, ‘You remember, we flew over the Copperbclt, we 
landed at Ndola.’ 

‘Ja ’ Leib dismisscil the C’oppcrbelt with a wave of his hand. 
‘She can keep it.’ 

With the gesture JikI saw- Natalie condemned to a life of 
siihurban boredom in those mining-towns they glimpsed 
from the air — tangled bush for hundreds of miles uiJ around 
them; neat tarred roads, houses, strcetlamps and billboards 
within them. He laughed at this image rather than at Leib’s 
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words; then Leib laughed too, a little taken aback by the suc- 
cess of his remark. 

‘What’s the joke?’ 

It was Ed, one of the Americans. With his dark complexion, 
thin red lips, and large, long-lashed brown eyes, he was good 
looking in an oddly dissolute ^\ay, rather like a dandy villain 
in a Western movie. He wore his overalls belted tightly around 
the waist and tucked trimly into high-laced, rubber-soled para- 
troop boots. He was standing over Leib with an anticipatory 
grin on his lips. 

Joel had decided a long time ago that Ed was one of the 
most stupid people on the kibbutz, and he had no wish to tell 
him anything about Natalie. He was relieved when Leib 
answered : ‘We were just talking about a girl we used to know.’ 

‘Oh?’ Ed waited, ft took some time before he realized that 
nothing more was coming from either of them So he adjusted 
himself to the situation; he tried to make the best of it, the grin 
still on his lips. He leaned over Leib. ‘You know what this kib- 
butz needs?’ he asked confidentially, 

‘No. What?’ 

‘A small red-light district.’ 

That’s ^good ! ’ 

‘You’re not bluffing!’ 

Both of them responded with a false heartiness, and I'd 
went off, satisfied. Then Jiujl and Leib looked at each other, 
their eyebrows raised in embarrassment. 

Joel stood up. ‘I must go and shii^wer.’ 

Leib nodded. Taking his cup with him he slid down the 
bench, to close up the gap between himself and his neighbour. 


3 

The kir outside was fresh and coid, after the warmth and reek 
of food in the dining-rmim. 

Long shadows stretched over the ground from every hut and 
outcrop of pitted, blue-grey stone; the hills in the east had 
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already begun to assume their evening depth and solidity. The 
soil was still dark with the moisture of what everyone hoped 
would not be the last of the winter’s rains; the grass, which 
grew in clumps from every untrodden place, was pale green. 
In the distance the green appeared to fade to a soft, almost 
silvery grey, which merged imperceptibly with the rock out- 
crop, giving the slopes and valleys a deceptive look of smooth- 
ness. But the young crops in the fields nearby stood out vividly, 
in stripes alternating with the black of the soil. 

Joel w'alked down from the central group of wooden huts on 
the top of the hillside towards his own; its roof, well below 
him. was already in shadow. A man in rubber boots, carrying a 
pail in one hand, approached him, coming up the path. His 
hoots slapped together as he walked. ‘Hey. Yossie,* Joel asked 
him from a few' paces away, ‘have you seen Harry anywhere?’ 

Yossic walked past him with a roll of his eyes in his un- 
shaven face, answering in Hebrew', ‘I don't speak English.’ 

*Ach,’ Joel shouted scornfull> after him, ‘go back to Bir- 
mingham.' 

Without turning round, clumping heavily up the slope, Yossic 
made an obscene gesture with his free hand. 

Arich, former 1> Lionel, from Montreal, was showing a wcll- 
lircssed. middle-aged couple art)und the me\hek. They had 
\\ .itched and listened to the exchange between Yosel and Joel. 
Arieh said to them, ‘Iliat’s what we call siK'ialist solidarity, 
>«)U sec.' 

I he man laughed and pushed the brim of his pearl-grey hat 
fiiithcr back fri>m his forehead. ‘Verv impressive.' he said. 
Very moving ' He seemed glad of the opportunity to pause; 
he and the woman with him had been finding it heavy going, 
uphill, along the rough path. 

^rich was short, sturdy and soft-spoken; his features were 
clear and small, their onl\ irregularity being the heavinc‘*s of 
his black brows, which met bristlingly above his nose. He intro- 
; duced his visitors to Joel; thc> were an uncle and '’iint, also 
from Montreal, who were ttniring the country. Aricu s uncle 
lifted his hat when he shook loel's hand, and his wife smiled 
and nodded; both of them were short of breath. They said 
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they were most impressed with what they had seen of the kib- 
butz - most impressed - and Joel said that he was glad to hear 
it. They talked for a few minutes, the visitors shyly anxious to 
say the right things, then Joel left them. As he walked away 
he heard the man asking Arieh how many South Africans 
there were on the kibbutz. 

Joel stopped at the hut immediately above his own. l.ike the 
others, it was divided along its length into three rooms, each 
approached by a little pair of concrete steps He knocked at the 
middle door of the three, and pushed it open when a voice 
called to him to come in. 

There were several beds in the room; on one of them, on his 
back, lay a thin, long-limbed khaki-clad man, his bare feet 
pointing to the ceiling He reached out a hand, as Jt>el came 
into the the room, took up his glasses from the top of a little 
bookcase next to the bed, and brought them to his e\cs 
Having seen who had come in, he put them back on the book- 
case. His naked eyes had a wide, dark mvopic softness, his 
nose was long and sharp, his straw-coloured hair lay flat on his 
skull, still wet from the shower he had just taken. All the joints 
of his body protruded m knobs, bumps, ridges - as frail as 
they were hard. 

‘Haven't we seen enough of each other today?’ he asked as 
Joel sat down on one of the empty besls. 

‘Harry, I've been looking for you ’ 

‘Actually looking for me? Since when?’ 

‘Since tea-time.’ 

‘Why? What happened at tea-time?’ Harry’s voice was harsh 
and jerky; the words were shaken out under the threat of the 
stammer which sometimes seized him He brought his glasses to 
his eyes again and regarded Joel, sideways on. ‘You haven t 
even washed yet. You’re a dirty man, aren’t you? Why don't 
you go and have a wash?’ 

‘I’m going to. First I want to tell you a joke. Then I want to 
ask you to do me a favour.’ 

‘In payment for the joke?’ 

‘If you like.’ 

‘It better be good,’ Harry said glo<imily. 
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‘You know what this kibbutz needs? A small red-light dis- 
trict.’ 

Harry stared straight at the ceiling. ‘Is that the end of the 
joke? ril tell you another. We’re going to throw Ed into the 
next foundation wc dig. and pour the concrete right over him. 
We’ll call that building Bet ffasimcha^ or the House of Mirth.* 
He sat up with a series of angular movements of his arms and 
legs, and put his large bare feet on the tiled floor. ‘Have you 
ever read The House of MirthV 

Joel shook his head. 

‘So you're ignorant as well as dirty.* 

*1 hat's why I'm here. That's why 1 want your help. You can 
write Yiddish, can’t you?' 

Harry had hu gias.e. on no\s, they seemed to reduce the 
comic, errant length of his nose. 'For vos villst du schreiben 
af Idish?* 

‘I’ll tell you. It's something quite extraordinary. I had a letter 
today from my mother Among - well, among other things, she 
told me that much to ever\ body's amazement they've just 
found out that there's a cousin of mine here in Israel. From 
Huropc. He's the son of my father’s sister - she remained in 
I ithuania when the rest of the family trekked to Africa. Wc all 
thought that whole part of the familv had been wiped out, 
because we’d just heard nothing from them since the war broke 
out. But this chap's name appeared a few weeks ago, out of the 
blue, in one of those lists thc> publish in the Jewish papers at 
home - you know the kind of thing. A friend of my father’s 
saw it, all it s;iid was that Yit/chak Sklar was looking for his 
uncles. Benjamin and Meyer Glickman. Of course they wrote 
at once to the paper, and they found out that he's in a maabara 
south of Tel Aviv. Apparently he's been here for only a couple 
of months They've written to him that I’m in the country and 
that he’ll be hearing from me Si), with your help. I'll write to 
Him. I thought Yiddish would be the best language to write 
in ’ 

‘What do you want to say?* 

‘1 don't know. What can one say? I'll suggest wc meet in 
Tel Aviv .some day, and sec how he answers.* 
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That sounds easy enough. Sure, we can do it when we*re 
free in the next day or so.’ 

Thanks.’ Joel sat in silence, watching Harry putting on a pair 
of sandals. Then he said, ’You remember that girl, Natalie, 1 
told you about?' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘She's going to get married.’ 

'Mazeltov,* Harry said drily. 

Joel stood up. There doesn't seem much else to say.’ And 
there didn't. So far as he was distressed at all, he knew, it was 
not for Natalie, but for the emptiness in himself, where there 
had once been desire and tenderness for her, anxiety and 
wonder about her. They had long since given up their corres- 
pondence. The news about his cousin, whom he had never 
seen, had disturbed him far more deeply than that about 
Natalie. When he turned towards the door. Harry called him 
back. 

‘Hang on, I want to show you the thing I was telling you 
about this morning.' 

With hardly more than a single stride of his long legs Harry 
crossed the room and opened a wardrobe which stotnl near the 
door. On a shelf inside it, each item neatly labelled, was a col- 
lection of coins and shards of pale, curved, jagged -edged pi)l- 
tery. Most of the pieces had been found in the ancient burial 
chambers - small, musty caverns dug into the stone, with 
empty .stone shelves inside them - which riddled the hills. His 
latest find was a small, plump-bellied lamp, with a fluted covci 
and a tiny broken neck. In colour it was darker than his other 
pieces, pink, almost reddish. He handled it teriderly. and 
brooded over it even when it was in Joel’s hands. It was like 
holding a pigeon. Joel said, and Harry gave him a grateful 
look. 

Tt docs feci alive, doesn’t it?’ 

‘I wa.s thinking just of the shape, really, this curve here, in 
front/ 

Harry’s lips worked; his protuberant, triangular Adam’s 
apple stood out more sharply, moving in his throat. ‘It’s beau- 
tiful,* he managed to say, though with a catch in the middle of 
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the word. He had taken back the lamp, and ran his finger over 
the front of it, then along one of the flutings of the cover. They 
stood together over it, Joel held as much by the other’s enthu- 
siasm as by the object itself. He felt much closer to Harry, a 
Canadian, than to anyone else on the kibbutz, and knew that 
Harry felt the same towards him. 

‘The guy who made it must have been proud of himself.* 

‘He had reason to be.' 

Reluctantly, Harry put the lamp back on the shelf. They left 
the room together, Harry going to the dining-room for hLs tea. 
Joel collected his towel and toilct-kit from his room, walked 
across the me%hek, and plunged at last into the steam, noise 
and pungent wet-wood smell of the shower-room. 


4 

Jix*I had intended getting up before breakfast and taking a ride 
to the nearest town on the milk truck: but the knowledge that 
;he day ahead was his own, the luxury of lying in bed and being 
able to Ignore the clanging of the bell, had been irresistible. So 
now he was walking the four or five kilometres to the main 
road, where the buses ran He did not mind the walk, anyway; 
the morning was not hot, and it was another kind of luxury 
simply to be his own. 

He followed the double-track down from the elevation on 
which the mashvk sprawled, past the shattered, deserted Arab 
village on the next rise, through the abandoned fields and the 
olive grove which ha<l once belonged to the Arabs. In the sun- 
light each olive tree was a gathering of vaguely shining leaves 
and dark, piecisc branches The unsteady roaring of a tractor, 
somewhere out of sight, now louder, now' softer, was the only 
sound in the air Between the olive grove and the main road 
thcie was a Hat, wide, untended stretch of grass and "ock, and 
Jwl took a short-cut across it, along a ragged footpath. 

He was half-way to the road when a jackal rose suddenly out 
f>f the grass and confronted him. It was a brown and yellow 
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creature, as shabby as a doormat Flies buzzed noisily around 
its small, half-shut eyes It stood still, staring at him, until he 
stooped to pick up a rock. Then it loped off, with a sideways 
shambling gait, looking back over its shoulder. 

Perhaps, Joel thought, it had been a dog from the Arab 
village, left behind and now grown half-wild, and not a jackal 
at all. The kaffir-dogs in South Africa, too, had been yellow 
and brown, and had flinched if one so much as bent to the 
ground. Still, the suddenness and silence of the encounter had 
startled him, and he was relieved when he finally reached the 
main road. 

The bus-stop was a corrugated iron hut, with a few bluegum 
trees behind it At a distance, on the far side of the road, 
behind a stretch of ground that had been trodden flat and that 
was littered with papers, tin cans and other rubbish, there was a 
big, scattered, squalid maahara, a camp for new immigrants - 
bell tents, tar-paper shacks, a few wo<xlcn pre-fabs, with 
pathways running through the sand'betwecn them Some of the 
people from the camp were waiting at the bus-stop, when thev 
spoke to one another it was in a language JoeMid not recognize 
at all. Russian, Polish, Ladino, Arabic - all these he had 
learned to identify immediately But this bubbling, interminable 
sound was new to him 

'Where arc you from?’ Joel asked the man nearest to him. in 
Hebrew. The man was of middle-age, paunchy, unshaven, 
dressed in a collarless striped shirt, a pair of grey flannels and 
canvas shoes He was carrying a baby in his arms, and he 
jogged it in silence for a few moments before asking Joel sus- 
piciously, ‘Where arc you from?’ 

‘South Africa ’ 

‘Hungary,’ the man then answered 

They had to wait a full hour before a bus finally pulled up at 
the stop, in the meantime almost everyone at the stop begged 
franlically for a lift from every vehicle that passed by - beg- 
ging in a desperate, beseeching, bent-kneed manner, with both 
hands cupped and dangling, that Joel had seen in no other 
country. Btit no free rides were given to anyone that morning 
the battered expres.s buses, fuming diesel trucks, army cars of 
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every description, rushed by unhecdingly. When the bus did 
stop there was a furious scramble for places, followed by an 
argument in which the driver, the passengers who were already 
on the bus, and the newcomers all became involved. Joel, 
however, was lucky, and managed to get on and stay on. 

He stood in the aisle all the way to Tel Aviv. The people in 
the bus were dishevelled and poorly clad; many of them 
clutched obscure, misshapen bundles of one kind or another. 
The Hungarian swaved about in the aisle next to Joel, the 
wrapped-up baby still in his arms. Several of those who had 
seats were asleep, their bodies bowed forward, their heads rest- 
ing on the hands which clutched the scats in front of them. 
Occasionally Joel stooped to look through the window of the 
bus. Hluegum trees, shattered Arab villages, small green fields, 
nondescript, huddled Jewish townships with centres that looked 
like outskirts and outskirts that looked like builders’ scrap, in- 
tersections aswarm with people begging for lifts or offering 
each other trash from travs and burrows or simphj standing 
about in forlorn idleness, stucco walls scarred with machine-gun 
fire and plastered with political pi>sters, gangs of bearded, ear- 
iocked Yemenites working with pickaxes and baskets at the 
verges of the road, arms camps, barbed wire, camps for immi- 
grants, more buildings shattered b> high explosive into lumps 
and heaps ~ this was the landscape of Israel two years after the 
state had come into existence And Tel Aviv was a stupefying 
concentration of everything outside it: more peeling stucco, 
more glaring sunlight, less air, more noise, more old men with 
trays slung in front of their chests peddling shoe-laces and 
ra/or-bladcs. And a slight youth of about eighteen, in army 
uniform, whom Joel ^aw as he alighted from the bu.s, with two 
articulated metal hooks wheie his hands should have been. 

‘Ail Ai! Ai!’ the woman on the step below Joel exclaimed 
in pity and horror, w’alching the youth disappear into the 
throng. 

Another long wait in the crowded central ' is-station, 
another scramble and shove to get on another bus, and Joel 
finally arrived at the Mograbi. Prom there he walked to the 
otficc of the South African Zionist Federation in Hayarkon 
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Street. He was glad to have behind him the journey he had just 
completed; he loitered, looked into the windows of shops, 
went into a bookshop and came out of it ten minutes later with 
a couple of paperbacks; he watched the girls who walked 
past. It was a painful pleasure for him to see how many of 
them there were; what skirts and blouses and dresses they 
wore; what waists they had, what hair, what necks, what 
bosoms, what backs, what frail wrists; how preoccupied they 
were, how they smiled, frowned, talked to one another, carried 
things in their hands. The hardest aspect of living on the 
kibbutz, every unmarried man on it had many times agreed, 
was not the work or the food or the housing, but simply the 
terrible shortage of girls. Ed was right. Joel thought, filled with 
a desire that, despite its intensity, was somehow absurdly inno- 
cent; it had within it so much sheer surprise and wonder at all 
the various ways woman had of being different from men. 

The children in the streets were another surprise He could 
hardly say that he noticed their absence on the meshek. Yet, 
having forgotten about them since he had last seen them, he 
was delighted to sec them again, charmed by Their diminutiv^- 
ness and earnestness, by the smoothness of their limbs, the 
treble of their voices. They were extraordinarily attractive to 
look at: sturdy, active, lightly clad, always running abtMit in 
gangs. It was a pity that their adulthood promised to be as 
hard, humourless and self-absorbed as that of the generation 
of sahras that had preceded them. Joel had lived long enough 
in Israel to know that the talk of the uihras as ‘Hebrew Tar- 
zans’ was nonsense; yet it was true that one rarely found 
among them any lightness, softness, or openness of response. 
They were rather dour, neurotic provincials, more like the 
Afrikaners than any other group he had ever met. Rut their 
hardness was less of a shell, more of a muscle, than that of 
the Afrikaners, who had had things too easy in an easy country. 

At the Federation office Joel greeted the girls at the recep- 
tion counter then went through into the little clubroom at the 
back. There were various notices on the walls, advertising 
tours, study-courses and rooms to let; there were a few‘arm- 
chairs and tables, and a counter at which one could buy coffee. 
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cool drinks and the chocolate-covered wafer biscuits that 
seemed to be the only confection on sale anywhere at the time. 
He ate three of these ravenously. He also drank a glass of 
syrupy cordial, before settling down to wait with a six-week 
old copy of the Johannesburg Sunday Times that he picked 
up from one of the tables. It was strange to see the paper, 
with its distinctive type and layout, and to read the cinema 
advertisements in it, and the political headlines. He wondered 
if he would ever again stand on the stoep on which a copy of 
this paper had thumped down, six weeks previously, early in 
the morning before Annie had come in to make the coffee and 
his father and mother had woken to another peaceful Sunday, 
another C hristi; .. ‘..!>.»th The picture of the house that the 
paper brought to his mind was reproachfully bright and for- 
saken. 


5 

When the young man came in Joel felt a physical shock that 
^eemed to separate him from his own body, as if it were not his 
own. Indeed, his bixly was not his own; the man's . ppearance 
was proof of that. He resembled astonishingly those sepia- 
coloured photographs of Ji^el's father in his twenties, which 
Joel had not li»oked at for years, but which he remembered 
immediately nov.. The stranger had the same protruding lower 
lip as the man in the photographs; the same grey eyes, the same 
strong cheekbones and large, straight nose. Only his clothes 
were different from the high-buttoned suits which Joel's father 
had worn so mans years ago. He was wearing a linen jacket 
and an open-neck khaki shirt; pi. shed back on his head there 
was a cloth cap. and on his feci were brown leather shoes with 
clumsily thick soles. 

‘ Yit/chak,’ Joel said, getting to his feet. 

\Shalom.* 

They shook hands. lot>king at each other shyly. 

‘We meet at last,’ Yitzchak said with ditliculty. in English. 
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*At last* Joel repeated. Only then did he release the short- 
fingered. calloused hand he had been holding in his own. 

‘What do we do now?’ Yitzchak asked in Yiddish. 

Joel answered in Hebrew. ‘Have something to eat.’ He 
looked at his watch. ‘It's nearly lunchtime.’ 

They went to a restaurant almost directly across the road 
from the office. Tables were set out on a wooden porch, pro- 
jecting slightly above the pavement, and they sat there in the 
open, at a rickety wooden table, looking across an empty, 
rubble-littered plot of ground to the beach and the idle Medi- 
terranean beyond. A cargo boat stood out to sea, and small 
lighters went between it and the shore. The sea glittered and 
winked, every little movement producing its own ffa.sh. 

At first conversation between them was constrained, partly 
because they had to continue speaking in different languages to 
one another - Yitzchak in Yiddish, Joel in a mixture of 
Hebrew. Yiddish and English - and partly because of the kind 
of bond there was between them Each had known without 
hesitation who the other was, and yet they knew nothing at all 
about each other. So they could ask each other direct questior^ 
only. 

No, Joel said, in answer to the questions from Yitzchak, he 
was not married. He had been on the kibbutz for almost two 
years. Yes, he did like it, on the whole. He had one brother and 
a sister; the sister had just got married, the brother was youn- 
ger than himself and was a student at university; neither of 
them was in Israel. Uncle Meyer had two children: both of 
them were married. Yes, Benjamin was quite rich, he supposed 
- certainly rich by Israeli standards. Benjamin owned a bullcr- 
factory, in which Joel’s brother-in-law had just started work- 
ing. Meyer was in the wholesale produce business, and owned a 
lot of property as well. Yes, his family did have a big house in 
South Africa. How many rooms? Joel admitted that he had 
never added them up to a figure. He did so now; there were 
five bedfrooms, three living-rooms, two bathrooms. And there 
were the rooms for the servants in the back. Yes, they did have 
black servants; one man and a woman. Yes, his father did have 
a car, and David had a car too, Joel's old one. 

278 



Joel found that there were fewer questions he could ask 
Yitzchdk Yitzchak told him that he was waiting to be called up 
into the army, he would like to go into some unit where he 
could learn a trade He knew nothing, he was uneducated, he 
hadn't had time to go to school He had no relatives on his 
fathers side neither in Israel nor anywhere else, on his 
mother's side thcie was Jt)el and the others in South Africa He 
was quite on his own f veryone else in his family had been 
killed 

Ihev were both silent Joel found that there was now only 
one question that remained for him to ask Yilzchak. What had 
happened? 


6 

What had htppened'^ Yitzchak repeated the question He 
swirled round the inch of tci which remained in the glass he 
w4is holding and ilr ink it diwsn He smiled faintly, pushing his 
glass to one side looking out towards the sea, his eves narrowed 
igiinst the light He drew in a breath and began to speak. 
His hands Were molionkss one on the table, the other in his 
hp 

He had lived The others had been killed Within a day of the 
Cierm m inv ision even before the Germans had arrived, the 
Gentiles m the -huti hid fallen upon Ihcir Jewish neighbours. 

All dav he told J<xl til dav the> d been gathering on the 
corners talking iboul the news and drinking And then late in 
the afternoon lhe> began We were in our house we heard 
them down the street attacking other houses We heard their 
shouts and the screams of the pe pic inside Then they were at 
our house, at the door One ivyi. three limes they crashed 

against the diKU. and it was down 

He spoke c«lml\. sMtIunil gcsiurc or emphasis, a he con- 
tinucil in the s..mc way thi^ugh thc'c were times later when he 
fell into silence staring away with an ironic, withdrawn, almost 
scornful expression 
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They stank. The smell came into the house with them. The 
first one inside was a young fellow, Peter, who had sometimes 
helped my father in the shop. The man behind him already had 
blood on his clothes. My father said, “Peter, think what you’re 
doing.’' My mother sat at the table, saying my sister’s name 
over and over - she lived with her husband and her children 
in another part of the village. Then my father shouted, “Yitz- 
chack, you run!" he spread out his arms wide, to try to hold 
them back. I jumped out of the window, into the yard, over the 
fence. Some of them were chasing me. 1 heard screams behind 
me - everywhere screams. And I ran.’ 

He ran over backyards, over potato patches, under clothes- 
lines, through ditches with water in them Someone came out of 
one of the houses and tried to stop him, but he managed to 
push him over and ran on. 

Their house had been near the edge of the village *- ‘that was 
my luck,’ Yilzchak said. So he was soon in the open. There was 
a clear space ahead of him, then the forest began. He looked 
over his shoulder. They had stopped running after him. He 
went into the woods. Even there he could smelj^ the smoke, and 
he could hear the noise; it sounded like a fair-day, when the 
children scream on the merry-go-round He went deeper into 
tbe woods. He didn't come out of them until the war was over. 

He had lived. In holes in the ground, in hurnt-out villages, in 
trees; on berries, on raw potatoes, on the carcass of a doq. 
once; usually by himself, st)metimcs with small groups of other 
Jewish fugitives. Finally he had found refuge with a peasant 
and his wife, living in a lonely spot, who had known that he 
was Jewish but had taken him in nevertheless. ‘Not like all the 
other peasants, who always ran straight to the Germans or the 
Lithuanian militia - they worked for the Germans, worked 
hard for the Germans, you know - when they found a starving 
Jew.’ 

The peasant lived in a clearing in the woods, miles from the 
nearest>»village, which was itself miles from any main road or 
railway. He had a few pigs, a couple of goats; he grew potatoes 
and cabbages and a little corn; he chopped down trees for fuel. 
They were desperately short of food* of clothes, of everything. 
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Still, it was an easier life for Yitzchak than what had gone 
before. He slept with the goats, but he had a roof over his 
head. 

Why had the peasant, at the risk of his own life, taken the 
fugitive in? At first Yitzchak used to wonder. It was true that 
the old man needed help around the place, for he was old, his 
chest wheezed, there was something wrong with his left leg; 
the foot was twisted and he dragged it behind him. After a 
while, however, Yit/chak decided that the peasant valued him 
more for the amusement he could provide than for the labour 
he could do. Befi)re Yitzchak's arrival the old man had had 
only his wife to bully, beat and torment. A strong young Jew 
on the run was a welcome change, offered a fresh diversion. He 
was a humonsi, this pcaNant, that was what had saved Yitz- 
chak's life. 

The old man was short and thickset - he must have been very 
powerful as a young man His lower jaw protruded and was 
curved to one side, and his lips could not close fulh’ together, 
so that he lookeii as if he was always smiling. He had a tiny 
nose and bulging bri>wn eyes, i»n his misshapen jaw there grew 
a stubble of white beard. When his chest troubled him he would 
tear open his chtthes and scratch and slap at his breast, as if 
trying to get at the source of congestion with his bare hands 
and tear it out of himself. * lhc devil, he's choking me, he's 
eating me alive,' he said at these times, labouring for his breath, 
grinning, scratching at himself spasmivdically. He also used to 
speak to his injured leg as if it did not belong to him and was 
deliberately hindering him 'You won't let me lun, but I'll stand 
on you all the same,' he often said to it, banging it down on the 
ground like a club. 

That was one style of his humour. The other was more pain- 
ful for Yitzchak. Day after dav he announced that he was 
going straight away to turn Yit/chak over to the militia who 
had a post in the village. I'm tired of your Jcw-face,' he would 
g’asp. ‘You've grown fat on my foixl. Enough! Enough!* And 
off he would go. dragging his foot, shaking his heao, to return 
ten minutes or some hours later, smiling with that per- 
manent, half-crazed grin on his face. ‘They're coming, my Jew. 
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They're just behind me. They'll be here soon. You better run 
while you can.* 

They never came. But nor did the old man ever tire of his 
simple joke. And he had many others of a similar kind. There 
was, for example, the joke about Yitzchak's hidden wealth. It 
was a well-known fact, the old man said, that all Jews were 
rich: that was why poor, hard-working pea.sants like him.self 
had always hated them. Now Yitzchak wa.s a Jew - but where 
was his money? Where was it? Buried under the floor at home? 
Hidden in the woods? Or had Yitzchak a few diamond rings 
stuck up his arse? Where was Yitzchak's fur coat? What had 
happened to his motor car? Where \^as his gold snuff-box? 
How much of his gold would Yitzchak give to fuck the old 
man's wife? Well, how much? 

Sometimes, by way of variation, he would ask his wife how 
much she would pay to have Yitzchak fuck her. His wife was 
an ugly, bony, mumbling creature, whom Yitzchak trusted even 
less than her husband, though she never threatened him; 
indeed, she hardly ever spoke to him. She hardly ever spoke to 
anyone but herself, even when her husband w^as abusing her. 
hitting her, or asking her this question about Yitzchak. ‘Pay 
him, pay him!* the old man cried at hei. ‘You’ll get your 
money’s worth. It’ll be good with the Jew. His bhxxJ’s hot. 
they're all like that. And his prick's nuked. Come on. Jew, 
show her what you've got. Give the old woman something to 
look at - it'll make her young again. She'll pay you.* 

Then there was the matter of Yitzchak's conversion to Chris- 
tianity. Earnestly, fervently, happily, the peasant tried to per- 
suade Yitzchak that Jesus Christ was the true Son of Gcxl, to 
whom he should go down on his knees to pray. Not, he would 
add, that this would help him when the Germans came But 
afterwards, after the Germans had made ‘cold meat' of him. his 
immortal soul would be eternally grateful that he had accepted 
the one true religion. He would sec all the other Jews - Yitz- 
chak's fhther and mother and all his relations among them - 
roa.sting in hell, suffering tortures far more terrible than any 
the Germans had been able to practise on them. But he. Yitz- 
chak, would be safe in heaven. And he would be able to intcr- 
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cede with the Blessed Virgin* on behalf of the old sinner 
who had taken him in* succoured him and shown him the way 
to salvation. The old man wept, grinned and crossed himself at 
the thought. 

At other times* when he and Yitzchak were working together 
in the potato patch, he simply marvelled to see a Jew sweat; he 
offered to cut Yitzchak s throat in the kosher manner; he 
called his pigs Yankele and Berele and Yitzchak. He also told 
Yitzchak that when the Germans or the militiamen finally 
came and killed him, he would feed Yitzchak's corpse to the 
pigs. ‘Il‘s a happier sight to see a pig eating a Jew than a Jew 
eating a pig.' 

But he never strurk Yitzchak. This was just as well for him, 
for Yit/chak had maae up his mind that he would kill him if 
he ever did. He would kill the old woman as well. And the old 
man seemed to know how far it was safe for him to go, and 
kept his hands and his feet to himself. This decision comforted 
Yit/chak and made it easier for him to suffer in silence all the 
abuse the old man heaped on him. However, there was yet 
another reason for his silence of which Yitzchak remained 
ignorant* until one day when he was alone in the woods* he 
found himself grinning, chuckling, shaking his head, struggling 
to compose himself and breaking down once more into out- 
bursts of laughter that sounded to his own ears as inhuman 
and mechanical as the chattering of a squirrel. Seizing hold of 
his own breast and stomach, fighting to stop the laughter that 
was tearing him apart. Yitzchak was sure that what was hap- 
pening to him. what had happened to his family, the life he was 
leading in the wildernevs, had at last driven him out of his 
mind For the unspeakable truth was that Yitzchak also was 
amused by the old man s jokes. 

He lay on the ground and roared with laughter: he saw the 
sky swinging around him, the branches of trees whirling like 
arms. He beat his head with his fist, he stuffed earth and 
leaves into his mouth, he sobbed with his forehead , ainst the 
trunk of a tree and sank to the ground again, scoring his fore- 
head open against the rough bark; he lay with his eyes closed* 
his .shoulders shaking in spasms. 
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Hours had passed before Yitzchak opened his eyes again. It 
was late in the afternoon and the woods were still; under a 
covering of moss and dried leaves, the earth breathed forth its 
coolness and damp. Where he lay it was already dusk; over- 
head a few dazzling days of sunlight still reeled among the 
moving leaves of the trees. Conscious of the calm around him, 
breathing it in with every lift and fall of his chest, he remem- 
bered his own frenzy as if from days before. He felt washed 
out by it. purged, released. l or m<mths. ever since he had fled 
from his house, he had been telling himself he must live, he 
must live, he must live for the sake of his mother who had sat 
at the table with clasped hands, saying 'Rivcle. Rivelr\ he 
must live for the sake of his father who had stretched out his 
arms wide in an attempt to hold up the chase of the mob, he 
must live because he had run awa>. leaving them lo he killeil. 
Now Yitzchak knew that he was under no obligation lo them. 
It didn't matter whether he lived or died, ll didn’t matter to 
them because they were dead; it didn’t matter to himself be- 
cause he no longer cared. Nothing mattered Nothing at all. 

He went back to the cottage, and when the old man opened 
his mouth in an abusive greeting. Yit/chak t(K>k him by the 
throat and squeezed it until his eyes started more than ever out 
of his head. The woman sat in her corner, making no move lo 
come to her husband's help. They were all ms;inc, all three (^f 
them. The old man clutched at Yit/chak ’s coal, his legs kicked 
and twitched. The thickness of the neck between his fingers 
disgusted Yit/chak. TTie only sounds in the cabin were those 
made by the old man's struggling. He was weakening; suddenly 
hi.s leg^ collapsed. Yitzchak let him go. ‘Now go to the village,’ 
he said. T’ll wait for you.’ 

The old man did not go to the village. He made no more 
jokes, either. Instead, he rested for a few days, then got up and 
went about his work. One night he beat his wife, because, he 
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said, she was barren, barren as a mule. Why had she never 
given him a son? What was the good of a barren wife? Even 
daughters would have been better than nothing, then he would 
have had sons-in-law to help him and protect him. He should 
have left her. years before, she wasn’t worth keeping, she had 
nothing inside her that a woman should have He would have 
done better to have married a widow with children, or even the 
mother of a bastard, then he would have had proof that she was 
fertile Unlike this shc-mule. this blocked-up creature without 
organs, this Sarah whom God had turned away from When he 
had finished with her he told Yitzchak that he had said to 
people in the village that he, Yitzchak, was the son of his 
wife's brother th'» was why no one had ever come for him, 
though he had been seen in the woods a few times. And he 
asked Yitzchak to call him athcr\ 

‘Yes - father ' 

I he old man laughed si ipped his chest, and rubbed his chin. 
‘And you II call her moihci?* 

‘Yes father ' 

‘Get up. mother, the old man said and kicked his wife, who 
was still Iving at his feel in a dazed groaning heap And they 
went on as before, except that the old man was subdued and 
silent for hours at a lime, and Yitzchak called him father. 

Yit/chak knew nothing of the way the war was going, and 
could learn nothing from the wild stones the old man brought 
back from his occasional trips to the village, which became 
more and more infrequent as time passed Where they lived 
there was only stillness, isolation, hunger, the rare sight in the 
woihIs of bearded sav igc figures lurching north or south, east 
or west Once a gang i^f such people came to the cabin, stripped 
It of everything edible, killcxi the livestock, took the ragged 
clothes off the backs of Yit/chak and the old man, and then 
made off. Fhc months that foil iwed were almost as cold and 
hungry for Yitzchak as those he had enduied before the old 
man had come upon him asleep in the woods and d him to 
the cabin. 

Towards the end of an interminable winter the old man's 
rumours became wilder than ever before: he spoke of having 
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seen Satan in the ^ods, Stalin in the sky. Germans and militia- 
men in flight The horizon gave out noises, concussions lights 
at night One day Yitzchak \^ent out to inspect the rabbit traps 
he and the old man had set up in the woixis. he returned after 
sunset The ground is covered with sno\s. there \sas a whitish 
haze in the dark throat of the sky When he came out of the 
trees, within sight of the cottage, he sa^\ that the cottage was 
surrounded bv soldiers In the dim light thev looked like the 
spots a man might see under his own cvciids dark, squirming 
irregular shapes that wavered disappeared, reappeared, darted 
to one side He could not count how mans of them there were 
He turned and went back into the wihhJs behmd him he heard 
a burst of m.ichine-gun hre Two davs passed before cn/cd 
with hunger and cold, dreaming when he was awake and 
waking with shuddering starts from peritKis of total uncon- 
sciousness. stopping to stare obsessiselv it individual sticks, 
stones, berries leases he staggered hack to the cottage 

He found that both the old man ind the worn in were dcul 
The bloixi that had come out of their brt ists ssas fro/cn 
around them Their eyes were open Yil/chaludanccd iround 
the cabin sobbing and cursing and kicking shrieking at the old 
man that he hoped he was in hell burning there with the Ger 
mans and Jews I ithuanian> md Russians N i7is and ( i>m- 
munists, evers accursed breed of the whole human race 


8 

Then. Yitzchak said there followed three ve.irs in a Russi m 
labour battalion At the end of that time he and the others m 
the battalion were put on a train and sent cast How far cist 
it was mtcndc'd to send them Yit/chak did not know, and did 
not wa;t to find out He managed to jump the train, and made 
his way back to the shletl in which he had been born Ihcie 
was no one left alive in it whom he wanted to see again, and 
it was clear to him that no one there wanted to see him He 
was looked at as though he were the criminal; as though it 
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were unforgivable that he should have survived and come back 
to remind them of what had been done. 

He went through Latvia and Poland, living under false 
papers, begging, stealing, smuggling currency and cigarettes; 
eventually he found himself in Austria. After living there for 
some time, working as a day labourer, he at last chose to take 
the route to Italy, to one of the camps for Jewish refugees 
awaiting transfer to Israel. 

That was how he came to be with Joel now, Yitzchak said. 
That was what had happened. 

The sun had moved, but there was no change in the intensity 
of the light. On the shore a few hundred yards off, the Mediter- 
ranean still slapped ' n its small waves, making little noise, 
the cargo boat looked black and flat against the horizon. 

There were pale, intersecting stains on the bare, crackling, 
corrugated plywood of the table-top. As if in a dream Joel 
knew that the one was I atvia. the other Poland, the third 
Lithuania. These thoughts moved with such apparent reason- 
ableness through his mind that some moments passed before 
he was shocked b> them into looking up. Yitzchak's eyes 
were on him Joel said the first thing that came into his head. 

‘Why didn't you trv to come here before? Why didn't you 
try to get in touch with us betore?' His voice sounded almost 
angry, accusing. 

‘1 couldn't reall> do either, until I was in Austria. And then 
Yit/chak did not finish the sentence. 

‘You must understand,' he said, after a pause. ‘Td got out of 
the habit of making plans And once >ou get out of the habit 
It's dilflcult to get into it again.' 

'And now?’ Joel asked. 

‘Now? Yes. I think 1 have plans now.’ 

‘What arc they?’ 

To learn a trade, to get a flat, to get a wife. I want every- 
thing you want.’ 

Vitzchak spoke w'ith an air of challenge, as if J. ’ might 
deny him his right to these things. And deep within himself, 
though he had no impulse to deny the other whatever he wished 
for, Joel did feel a pang of an emotion like despair. If a trade, 
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a flat, a wife were all that Yitzchak wanted, why should he have 
had to go through such experiences before he could think of 
having them? Having gone through such experiences, should 
he not be thinking of other things? But of what? Of what? 

Because he had no answer to the question, it seemed imper- 
tinent and callous to ask it. This was not the first time since 
his arrival in Israel that he had had to remind himself that it 
was foolish to expect the survivors of the holocaust in Furopc 
to have come out of the abyss with revelations, understandings, 
wisdoms: with any hope other than th4)se of finding living- 
space for themselves, accumulating possessions, doing a job of 
work, establishing some order and privacy in their lives. Yitz- 
chak was only one among manv people in Israel who had asked 
him, with an intent, almost childishly greedy curiosity about 
the kind of house his parents lived in and whether or nt)t they 
had a car. The human capacity to lose and suffer seemed to be 
equalled only by the capacity to begin all over again the search 
for what had been lost in suffering, torn away, blown away, 
turned to smoke and ashes. 

Joel had fallen silent; he had no comment trvmake, no more 
questions to ask. about the story he had just heard Yit/chak 
was staringfdown, into the road He did not seem to be waiting 
for Joel to say an> thing to him. nor anxious to speak himself. 
Later, with more hesitation and shyness than he had shi>wn 
over anything else he had said. Yit/chak told Joel that the work 
he would most like to do was ‘with trees’. 

‘With trees?' Joel asked, puzzled. 

‘Yes, 1 lived so long in the forests - I like trees now. But I 
don't suppose ril be able to learn about that in the army. Any- 
way, there are no forests here, I haven’t seen any.’ 

‘Well, they’re supposed to be planting them all the time, 
according to the Zionist propaganda. If you want to go to 
agricultural college, I'm sure my father and Uncle Meyer will 
help you. Even in the army, if you say that that’s what you 
want to do, perhaps they’ll put you in one of the units that do 
agricultural work. Wc’vc had some of them helping us on the 
kibbutz. And there must be others working in the Galilee, in 
the woods they have there.’ 
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•You think it’s possible?* 

‘I m sure of it. I’ll ask people about it, but you must also 
talk to everyone you can about it. It’s the only way you ever 
find out anything in this country.* 

Before they parted Joel repeated his assurance that Yitzchak 
could count on his uncles in South Africa helping him through 
any schooling he might want to take after his army service. 
And he invited Yitzchak to come and visit the kibbutz. ‘If you 
come you can stay as long as you like - as long as you’re 
willing to work. Who knows, perhaps you’ll like it so much you 
won’t want to leave, even though we’ve only got a few tiny 
trees so far ! ’ 

Yitzchak smiled shook hi*- head. But he promised to 
come on a visit within a few weeks, after he had appeared 
before his draft board. 

Joel watched him go. Upright, sturdy, trim, lightly clad, 
glancing about him as he walked, he was no more remarkable 
than anyone else in the sticot. 


All day the boat travelled slowly, alongside a mauve mountain- 
ous country. Mist lay in pale coils, between each ridge of the 
mountains. The nc.xt morning, early, through a dim blue and 
grey light, over a flat sea, Pamela saw the city of Genoa - level 
after level of it, climbing away steeply from a tangle of cranes, 
funnels, wireless masts and warehouses. It was her first true 
glimpse of Purispe. and one which she never forgot. The city 
was so huge, so steep, so still; all its structures were packed 
closely together, one above and behind the other, built on a 
scale nothing had prepared her for She remembered especially 
one particular wall against the mountainside that her eye was 
drawn to - remembered it for its great size, for bluish 
cobblestones which studded its almost vertical surface, for the 
arches of masonry that buttressed it, for the road it carried on 
a terrace, where no traffic was yet moving. 
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South Africa seemed utterly remote. Was she the same girl 
who had gone to school in a green gym frock through the 
makeshift streets of Booysens? Who had just finished her third 
year at the university at Cape Town, and would be dutifully 
going back to take her teacher's diploma when the long vaca- 
tion ended? She did not want to believe it. But her mother 
fretfully reminded her that she was just another tourist to all 
the people they would meet. ‘All they're interested in is what 
they could get out of you. Don't forget it. not for one minute,’ 
she impressed upon Pamela. ‘Not for one single minute.’ 

Mrs Curtis clutched her handbag to herself, convinced that 
every other Italian in the streets was a potential pickpt>ckct, if 
not a rapist. And while they were having their very first meal, 
in the glassed-in terrace of a caf<5, they did in fact have an 
adventure with a strange man: a plump, red-faced, pimpled, 
light-haired man of about thirty, dressed in a creased blue suit, 
who approached them politely, begged their pardon for inter- 
rupting. said that he had heard them speaking English and 
wondered if they would mind if he joined them. 

‘One gets tired of trying to exercise 4>ne*s^''italian.’ he said, 
and laughed, showing a collection of brown teeth and a very 
pale tongifc. 

‘We're just about to go,’ Mrs Curtis replied hastily, reaching 
for her handbag. 

‘No, we re not, mom,‘ Pamela said. *I haven't finished my 
icecream. And I want some coffee afterwards.’ 

Mrs Curtis indicated that she certainly didn’t want any 
coffee. The stranger snapped his fingers at the waiters and 
ordered two coffees. Then, with another laugh, he said that he 
a.ssumed they were Australians. 

‘No, .South Africans,’ Pamela answered. 

‘Really!’ He had been in South Africa during the war. Cape 
Town. Durban. Port F.lizabeth. It was a wonderful country. He 
had been tempted to settle there. But he'd gone back to the oM 
country in the end. though he travelled after the sun as often as 
he could. Were they going to explore the Italian Riviera? He 
could recommend some excellent places, places that were a bit 
off the beaten track. 


290 



‘No, wc’rc going on to Rome. And then to Venice, and 
Florence, and then to Switzerland.’ 

‘To Switzerland?' The man's blond eyelashes parted a little 
more widely than they had done hitherto; he had seemed to 
find the light of the caf6 troublesome. ‘I've got some friends 
in Switzerland.' He was about to go on, but the coffee came 
and he was distracted for a few minutes; he stirred and sipped 
at it reflectively. Then he repeated, ‘To Switzerland? You’re 
going to Switzerland? I wonder He inspected his fingernails 
with a slight frown, and then put his hands out of sight under 
the table, as if displeased by what he had seen. T wonder if I 
could ask you to do a great favour for me. I've got some 
friends in Swit7**»’t t ! to whom ^*ve got to deliver a parcel. 
C'ould 1 ask you to help me with it? It's a very small parcel, 
and you could post it to them for me, once you were in Switzer- 
land.' 

He was a smuggler! Pvimcla read the word in her mother’s 
eyes; her mother read it in hers. They stared at one another in 
consternation. 

'Certainly not!' Mrs Curtis managed to bring out. T - I 
don't know who you are, or what you want. Come, Pamela 1 
We must go!’ 

She got up and began to walk away. But she was overtaken 
by the waiter, who clearl> suspected her of trying to get away 
without paying the bill. Pamela stood by w'hile her mother flut- 
tered distractedly through large Italian notes in various de- 
nominations, one of which the waiter seized and carried away, 
returning with a pile of very small notes, which he presented 
individually to Mrs Curtis, with an imploring silence between 
the offer of cjich. Only when this transaction was over did 
Pamela looked back in the direction of the smuggler, who had 
remained at the table. Seeing Pan*cla looking at him, he winked 
at her. 

Perhaps he was just pretending to be a smuggler! He’d seen 
how green they were, and had come over to tease ar. frighten 
them. Solemnly, Pamela winked back at him; then took her 
mother by the arm and marched hastily out of the caf6. 

They were in Genoa for only a few more hours, before they 
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took the overnight train to Rome; but Mrs Curtis several 
times looked over her shoulder, afraid that the man might be 
following them. For the rest, Pamela remembered of Genoa 
only pastel stucco walls with stucco medallions on them. narroNv 
streets with many people in them, much wrought iron, a huge 
grimy railway station, and her own excitement. 


10 

Rome. Venice, Florence, Geneva, Paris. London: Pamela's 
excitement did not leave her, though to it \sas often added .i 
painful fatigue and an anger against her own ignorance and 
inability to take in all she saw: palaces, squares, galleries, 
slums, railway yards, formal parks, open markets, elegant 
shops, children at play in the streets, the ruins of war seen 
from the windows of moving trains, lips opening to speak in 
languages she could not understand, arms waving in gestures 
she had not seen before. There was so much’^ore of Hurope, 
so much more to EZurope, than she had ever imagined: such 
complexities and elaborations, such likeness and diversities, so 
much grandeur and so much intricate decay, so deep, matted 
an accumulation of every kind of human achievement that she 
felt liberated and constricted within herself by it all, enlarged 
and dimini.shed, instructed and confused at every turn. 

She was ashamed of South Africa, for being so bare and 
simple despite (or perhaps because of) all its misccllancou^ 
varieties of people: for being so poverty-stricken in its inven- 
tions, so blank in its surfaces, so random in its styles and dis- 
positions. She was sure that Furopc must be filled with people 
who were better than any she could ever find at home - kinder, 
less selfish, less limited, more creative. If only she could meet 
theml^ If only she could be something more than what her 
mother had warned her she was, just another gaping tourist! 
In every city she visited, Pamela imagined that .somewhere in 
the crowd.s there was a young man who would recognize her. 
come forward to greet her, take her arm in his, and lead her to 
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one of the cafds, where they would drink and talk together until 
the streets would be almost empty Then they would go to his 
flat and make love She always imagined the young man to be 
rnglish or American, sometimes he was a poor student, some- 
times a iich actor, often a writer, a painter, a professor, a 
psychoanalyst, a smuggler 

But she h.id no luck and she despised herself for having no 
luck It NS as because she was timid, she told herself, because she 
w IS unattractive to men because she was conventional, because 
she was tr.ivclling with her mother She wrote some miserable, 
ipologetic iffectionatc letters to her boy friend in Cape Town, 
Icrencc Armstrong (poo/ Ien\ dathm; 7en\), a slight, fair- 
haiied. unassuming s<Ki(^lot»v student a lapsed Catholic who 
w is a few rnonlfis younger than she was Ferry had bright 
brown eves and a reddish nther lumpv skin, and he liked to 
sit on the floor and sw i\ to md fro while he listened eagerly 
to the intcllcctu.il conversition of cithers He VNa> quite unlike 
anv of the men Pamela im mined meeting in I urope, nd she 
c lined each of the letters she wrote him around with her for 
d.ivs on end and then tore it up before sitting down to write 
^ in >ther In the end he neser did get anything more than a few 
hcctic.illy cheeiful picture postc iids 

Pamela was ilso made miserable at times b\ the mans fierce 
rows she hid with her mothci who complained that sne was 
being run oil her feet th it Pamela lacked all consideration 
for others, and showed no appreciation of everything that was 
being given to her Ihcir worst argument took place m Pans, 
Nvhere, defeated bv the impossible breadth of the streets, the 
furious chasing of the trallic ind the rudeness and incompre- 
hcnsibilitv of the T reiish Mrs C urlis broke down altogether 
ind s lid she could go on no longer She wanted to take the next 
pi me back to South Afric i She had h.id enough of being 
homeless, of living out of suitcases, of foreign food and lan- 
gu.igcs, of famous sights and infamous lavatories, of rapacious 
Nv liters and indiflcrent hotel friendships 
^ Pamela shouted back all the more loudlv and scornfully 
because she, loi'i, w.is exhausted, dissatisfied and lonciv Later 
that night she walke<l alone up and down the Champs Elys^es. 
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The great floodlit arch at the top of the street looked idiotic, 
she thought, a lump of stuff erected for no other purpose than 
to make an impression of grandeur. All the striped awnings and 
shining glass of the restaurants could not hide the fact that 
they were just places in which some people tried to make 
money and others self-importantly spent it. The underground 
stations breathed out a vile, metallic odour; the kiosks were 
festooned with newspapers clipped together like huge sheets of 
dirty, damp postage stamps; the crowds hurried or loiterwl 
past her. faces seamed with individual hungers, blank with a 
common indifference. For her part, they could catch the next 
plane back to South Africa; she wouldn't mind. 

But the next time she came to FTirope, Pamela decided, draw- 
ing in a deep, redeeming, satisfying breath, she would not he 
with her mother. Nor would she he alone. Hven if she had to 
come with Terry, she would not come alone. 

They did not go straight back to .South Africa : they went on 
to London, as they had originally planned!. 

They had no arguments in London. It was a relief simpK to 
be in an English-speaking country once more.j;bough of all the 
cities they had visited the pall of the war still seemed to hang 
most heavijy over London. It was dark, shabby, grimy, defaced, 
soiled; its people seemed wearier than those on the ccmtincnl. 
their clothes and houses dirtier. With a secretive, triumphani 
air shop-keepers pr(xluced a bar of chiKolalc or a packet of a 
particular brand of cigarettes fri>m under the counter; the 
restaurants were uniformly dingy, and olTcred jugged hare, 
reindeer meat, spam and other fo<HJs which neither Pamela nor 
her mother had even eaten before; entire districts were plunged 
by power-cuts into darkness, at irregular periods of day and 
night. Yet Pamela could not help assuming, guiltily, all this 
well into the risk and richness of i'urope. 

Then they took the boat back to South Africa. Looking out 
of the window of the taxi that t(K)k them up familiar AddcrK 
Street In Cape Tenvn, Pamela said, Tl's funny, it looks jt4St like 
Australia to me.* 

‘Pamela, what do you mean? How can you say that? You’ve 
never been to Australia.’ 
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It was only a few weeks later that John Begbie, looking for 
capital as alwavs, found Mrs C urtis 

I he proposition for which John Begbie was looking for 
capital this time wasn t sillimanite, it was talc 

Begbie h.id met a fellow who knew a fellow on whose farm 
near Barberton m the eastern Transvaal there was a mountain 
of talc, a bloiKiy great mountain of the stuff, of the veryhighest 
quality On the back of an envelope this fellow had shown 
Betibic just how pr )lilai»le int quarrying of the mountain could 
be So much j^r ton for quarrvmg - right'^ So much for tran- 
sport to the nearest railw iv siding - right ^ So much for railage 
to I oren^o M.irqiies and for loading there ~ right? So you had 
an 1 OB price of so much per ton right ^ 

Right, right Begbie nodded, until the flesh under his chin 
wobbled in aflirmation Well he was isked, did he know how 
m ich thev were paving ( II ft>r that quality talc in London? 
^ I his time Begbie shook his hetd cigerly and his companion, 
wh(» was almost is ci^rpulcnt is Begbie and was dressed in an 
ovcrsi/e pair of kh iki shorts a pan of dusty veldskoefx, and a 
pink open necked shirt looked carefullv around the empty 
bar lounge to make sure that no one was eavesdropping, 
leaned forward and whispered a figure into Begbie's attentive 
car 

So much ’ Begbie drew back in astonishment The other 
nodded hrrtilv, slowlv proudiv like a man who knew a thing or 
two Of course, he added vou h,ui to allow for a royalty to the 
farmer whose ground voud be working on And 'yours truly’ 
Was entitlc'd to a cut, that v\as onlv fair, wasn't it^ But even if 
you added on these two items ind allowed for extra overheads. 
It Was still a wonderful opporlunitv for someone wb ' could 
i properly exploit the depi'sit \oii could reckon comfortaoly on 
i clear profit of two pounds a ton, and vou could pull out five 
hundred tons a month from the place for the next few years 
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without even making a hole in it. Not a hole that you*d notice, 
anyway. 

‘It's just waiting for you/ the man said to Begbie. ‘You can’t 
go wrong with it, if you get it going *- man with your experi- 
ence!’ 

Begbie appreciated the reference to his experience. He took 
the envelope on which the figures had been written down, and 
added to it the name of the farmer on whose property stood the 
mountain of talc. His head was still full of figures when he met 
Mrs CTurtis a few weeks later, in Cape Town. 

He met her by chance on the beach at Clifton, when they sat 
side by side on deck-chairs in the sun, looking out towards the 
breakers that the Atlantic, as if with the play of slow giant 
muscles, .sent rolling towards the shore - each one gathered to a 
height of ten or twelve feet, curved over in an arch that was 
ragged with foam at its crest and pulled sleek behind, while 
contrary, tremulous movements swirled within it. and then sent 
crashing down upon itself, obliterating form and shape, turning 
all to a white confusion. Until the next weight and width of 
water was .shaped, tugged forward with effortltj^s strength, and 
obliterated in its turn. 

The noisf of the breakers and the sight of them, the sunlight 
on the water and the heat of the ycliovs sand, the cries of the 
people bathing, playing and sunning themselves, were all mes- 
merizing, soporific. Begbie and Mrs Curtis would probably 
never have noticed one another had not a large, clumsy dog run 
up and begun worrying Mrs Curtis. It put its head on her lap 
and wagged its tail foolishly, it barked at the toes of her shoes 
and danced around them as if they were dangerous little 
animals. She waved her hands and .shouted ‘Go a^ay! Voef- 
sakr which seemed to please and excite the dog even more 
Begbie watched the comedy for some minutes, before he 
thought of bestirring himself to come to her aid; once the 
thought had entered his consciousness another minute or two 
pa.ssed1>efore he could translate the thought into action. 

But finally he got up, and .succeeded in chasing the dog away. 
It was the best day’s work, he was to say later, that he had ever 
done in his life. 
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And it did seem to have been a full day’s work for him, when 
he collapsed once more into his deck-chair, sweating and pant- 
ing, his face mottled red. While he wiped his brow with his 
handkerchief and struggled for breath, Mrs Curtis thanked him 
for his help, and told him that she had always hated dogs; they 
were such clumsy, irritating, unreliable creatures. 

Begbie, once he had got back his breath, demurred; he de- 
fended dogs. Well-trained dogs, that was to say; dogs that were 
faithful, disciplined, self-denying, intelligent. Mrs Curtis was 
impressed by his moral earnestness, and soon he and she were 
jointly deploring the infrequency with which fidelity, self- 
denial and intelligence were to be found among human beings. 
An hour later they look tea together at an open-air kiosk; by 
that time Begbie nad di upped the names of his brothers-in-law 
(of whom Mrs C'urtis thonuht she had heard) and Mrs Curtis 
had dropped the name of Kraankuil. 

1 hey met again, and again, tor neither of them had anything 
very much to do with theii time Just as there had beer nothing 
in particular to draw Begbie to Cape Town in the first 
instance, apart from a feeling that a change of air and scenery 
w )uld be goixl for him. so there was nothing to draw hirrMaway 
fiom it Fiut he gave Mrs Curtis to understand that he was 
K)oking after certain interests of one of his brothers-in-law - a 
free translation, so to speak, of the fact that he was living in 
the hut near the beach that his brother-in-law had recently 
built as a hv>lid,iy home. While Mis C urtis, for her part, as she 
explained, now lived permanentlv in Cape Town, with her 
daughter, Pamela, who had just got her degree and was now 
doing her teacher's diploma. 

*1 aking after her father, eh?' 

‘At least, that's what she sa>s she wants to do. at the moment. 
But she changes her mind so often - she talks so wildly some- 
times. I supposed it's just the age she's at, and 1 must be 
patient.* Showing a marked kick of patience, she added: ‘With 
the' opportunities I've given her .she shouldn't mope much, 
that's what 1 always say.’ 

‘She'll settle down. Mrs Curtis. I'm sure she will. .Still, I can 
understand why you'ic so anxious. You can't be too careful 
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nowadays, with a young girl. You just don’t know what 
to think, Qo you? You just don’t know who to trust, isn’t 
that so?' 

‘And I feel her to be so much my responsibility; she has no 
one else,’ Mrs Curtis said, with a brave, wistful emphasis. 

Begbie’s small blue eyes shone with sympathy. He had 
learned by now all about the death on active service of Captain 
Curtis; and he had been at pains to let the widow know that it 
was only because of his bad heart that he had not served in the 
army. It wasn't through any cowardice or lack of conscience 
that he too was not lying with Curtis on the field of honour: 
that he had wanted her clearly to understand This picture of 
himself as one of ‘the fallen' was vividly in Begbic's mind 
whenever Curtis came into the conversatiim. 'Fhen. on the spot, 
in a moment, he resurrected himself, and wished his wife dead 
and buried instead, so that he could be free to court this 
wealthy, bored and apparently lonely widow'. 

And, though his wife remained obstinately alive. Begbie 
courted Mrs Curtis nevertheless - in the most respectful ami 
respectable way - as they walked up and dovyi the road that 
ran ietween the beach and the mountains behind it, or sal on 
deck-chairs, through the long afternoons, or drove in Mrs 
Curtis’s car to her flat in Sea Point. He courted her with smiles, 
with a carefully shaven chin, with a new linen suit which he 
made a great effort to keep uncreased, with further passages 
of stern moralizing about the degradation of the limes, with 
reminiscences of his past experiences as an entrepreneui. and 
with more and more detailed acc4)unts of the promising new 
venture he was about to launch He had been doing some 
homework, both before meeting Mrs C urtis and with renewal 
zeal after their meeting, and he had a sheaf of diKuments tii 
show her. There were letters between himself and the farmer 
in question, firms of shippers and mineral merchants in Lon- 
don, and Mime end-users of the talc in Fingland and Holland 
whom 'he had approached (with samples and chemical and 
physical analyses <if the article) and who had declared them- 
selves interesited in it. 

Happily for him, and without his knowing it, Begbie had 
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chosen his time well Mrs Curtis was unsettled by the trip she 
had just made, reluctant to go back to the routine' of the life 
she had lived before it, impressed by Begbie*s deference and 
eagerness, and by the apparent prospects of the business 

There was a flurry of visits to lawyers, accountants and 
bank-managers, the farmer came down to Cape Town, there 
was much signing <^f papers and, to Begbie’s incredulity and 
delight, he found himself the owner of fifty per cent of the 
shares of the Regbie C urtis Mineral Development Company 
(Pt\) ltd I he capital ot the company was nominal, the 
monc\ Mrs Curtis insested which came to several thousand 
pounds, was held in a Io«in account 

Beghie returned * Inh iiincsbun* and went boasting all over 
the town about the ftirtune he was coing to make Samuel 
lalmon was amtmt; those he boasted to, and Samuel was 
tilled with env\ He beeged to be allowed to become a share- 
luddei in the company and Bcgbie, in the generosity of his 
heart and thcie was generositv in his heart, just as there was 
also greed, impetuosits gullibility and much loose unidentifi- 
able sentiment dcsidcd to sell halt his holding to Samuel for 
a tigure that w is somewhat more than nominal SamUfel, of 
ci>iirsc, cmildn t pi\ th it tiguic in cash but it was arranged 
lh.it he wi>uld do st) out of the profits lhe\ were eventually 
bound to m.ike In the meantime he became joint manager, 
with Begbie of the company and began draw cheques on it 
fi>r his needs Mrs ( iirlis accepted him as a partner, for Samuel 
was presented to her .is a man with expenence almost as wide 
as Begbie s «>wn import.tnl connexions (especially among the 
Jews), and unflagging energv 
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The afternoon faded carl\ into the brown grey va-, 'ir of a 
I ondon cvenmu In the b.itk gaidcn of the house, fenced in by 
heavy biick. walls, stalks of last season’s Michaelmas daisies 
stood up nakedly from beds of sixldcn giound. the glistening, 
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tangled leaves of a holly-bush were as sharp-edged and irregular 
as metal shavings. Eventually the hostess drew the curtains. 
That's quite enough of that/ she said to the group who stood 
by the window. 

She stepped through them, into the middle of the room, 
moving with her head and shoulders held back and her flat hips 
thrust forward; her strides were long and she put her feet on 
the ground with a curious, almost stealthy precision, her iocs 
turned out, as if following a line of marks chalked invisibly on 
the carpet. The guests obe>cd her and turned to look into the 
room, smiling a little at her imperious and dramatic air There 
were about twenty people in the room, most of them dressed 
informally, none of them negligently. 

One of the guests, Neil Hooper, appri>ached the hostess m 
the middle of the room. The blutTness and openness of his 
expression was somehow at vaiiance with the ingratiating wav 
he had of moving his thick shoulders and exposing the palms 
of his hands 

‘Congratulations. June,* he said Tve just heard the news 
from Jonathan.* 

‘^at news?’ 

‘About the baby * 

She threw her head back and thrust her hips even further 
forward Her long, thin arms dangled, naked from the shi>ijlder 
to the tips of her painted fingers ‘Oh that! You shi>u)d be 
consoling me, not congratulating me ’ 

Hooper looked at her. his c>cbrows drawn together, 
and the girl said boldly, *Yes. it was an accident Of course 
it was an accident You don’t suppose I my brilliant 

career interrupted, do vou.^ Or do vi>u ' Oo you think I’ve 
just found a graceful wa> of resigning fri>m the battle' Grace- 
ful! I’m not looking forward to the next six months, I can 
tell you ’ 

*ll*s a long time. You’d think nature could manage it more 
economically * 

‘Don’t you speak to me about nature I hate nature. To go 
around looking like a barrel, for months on end 

‘I’m sure you’ll make a lovely barrel,’ Hooper said, swaying 
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more closely towards her. but not moving his feet. His eye went 
appraisingly up and down her body, and June let him look his 
till. You can t help being lovely, whatever you do.* 

June gave Hooper a wide, delighted simple smile; she was 
never more sincere than when she responded to flattery. And 
because she was generally considered to be handsome, in her 
fair, silky-haired, elongated way. and because praise obviously 
gave her so much pleasure, most people were generous in com- 
menting on her appeal ance But there was an especial gratifi- 
cation for her in being praised by someone like Hooper. 

Dcprecatingly, she said, ‘Jonathan says I'm already begin- 
ning to bulge ' 

‘Oh. Jonathan / He looked around for his host, and dis- 
missed him at d.,* time uith a half-shrug of his shoulders. 
‘Jonathan will say anything to be unpleasant. He just told me 
that Tve got no talent at all.’ 

‘He didn't I ’ 

‘He did. Th«)se were his very words.’ 

June laughed, bringing her hand to her brow. ' I'ou’re im- 
possible, the pair of you. l.ikc cat and dog. Or man and wife,’ 
she added maliciously, watching Hooper’s face. Befc^e he 
could say aiu thing she drt»ppcd her hand. ‘wSorry, Neil, you 
must excuse me 1 don't know who that man is.’ She indicated 
the door with a ninl of her head, and went to it. Hooper stared 
after her, a remote, musing look of di.sgust on his face. But 
immcdialelv he heard his name called by someone else he 
smiled and started forwaid, raising both hands in a gesture of 
eager greeting. 
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‘Are you ~ arc sou Jonathan’s wife?' Dasid asked June, wbc 
responded with a liny cuitsey. 

‘1 have the honour to be Mrs Delmond. 

David laughed. ‘I thought you must be. My name’s David 
Cflickman. I'm Jonathan's cousin.’ 
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*WelI, come in, Jonathan will be thrilled to see you. He iold 
me you were coming.' She took David by the arm, and began 
to lead him into the room. But he held back. 

'1 didn't know you were giving a party.' 

'Call this a party?* She simpered satirically at him. ‘No, this 
is just a sedate gathering of - um - er - friends, colleagues, 
you know, neighbours, people who we think will get on well 
together.' David had no idea what kind of woman she was 
supposed to be imitating; but he smiled gamely, nevertheless 
'Jonathan and I call them our little At Homes,' she went on, in 
the same manner. ‘We're At Home every Sunday after- 
noon. Now -' and \^ith a gesture she dismissed that role, 
only to assume another: familial, protective, understanding 
‘Who do you know here? Who do you want to know? But I 
suppose you'll want to talk to Jonathan first. There he is in the 
corner - talking to the girls, of course! Honestly I* And she 
smiled twice ; once in Jonathan's direction and the second time 
at David, to show that she knew David would understand why 
her first smile had been so proud and indulgent. 

Jonathan sto<xi with his back to the corner of the room; he 
was^iolding an empty glass in his hand. He^ore a sweater the 
colour of milk chocolate and slacks the colour of plain choco- 
late; his* hair was cropped short, except for a tight fringe that 
came over his forehead. His features seemed to David to have 
grown both larger and more mobile, though he stood at his 
ease, there was an alert, practised swiftness in his gestures, even 
in the turns of his head, that was new. He greeted David enthu- 
siastically. David himself had grown taller and thinner since 
Jonathan had last seen him. His complexion was scarred with 
the traces of skin eruptions; these faint, bluish scars and irre- 
gularities made him look old and young at the same time. 

‘So you're here at last!' Jonathan exclaimed. ‘We've been 
waiting for you. June! June! The woman's deaf. Never mind, 
she’ll be back in a minute. How are you, man? When did you 
con^e? How do you like it here? Where are you staying? Have 
a drink ! ' 

‘Give me a chance,’ David protested, laughing and flattered. 

‘This is my cou.sin, David,’ Jonathan .said, turning to the 
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girls to whom he had been talking before David had come up. 
‘One of the very, very few people I could talk to in Johannes- 
burg. And ha*s Jah’birg, men? Wot’s nieuw da’n theh?’ he 
asked David in a burlesque Johannesburg accent. 

‘Nothing. It\ the same old place.* 

‘Same old dump?* 

‘Worse, if anything.’ 

Jonathan shuddered at the thought. ‘Spare us the details.* 

ITie girls on each side of Jonathan listened to their conversa- 
tion; one intently, the other languidly. The intent girl wore a 
pink sweater over her high, tight breasts, which stood out at an 
angle from one another, as though they had quarrelled and 
had no intention of ever coming together again. The languid 
girl, in a bla^'k jc. .c> <lress. h;.d no breasts to speak of; no faQC 
either, but for a pair of immense dark eyes and even darker 
brows, prolonged on cither side by an application of black 
crayon. ‘Julia, Day,' Jonathan said by way of introduction; 
somewhat to David's confusion, for he thought that ‘Day* was 
Julia's surname. He smiled at her, and then turned to the other 
girl, waiting to hear her name. But it wasn't forthcoming, until, 
with an effort, the girl roused herself to say in a surprisingly 
deep voice, */’m Day,' and then fell once more into the silence 
of exhaustion. 

‘Nice girls,' Jonathan said. ‘Your father wouldn't approve ot 
them, probably, but he's a long wa> from here. How is he? 
And your mother? Have you seen my old Dad at all? How’s 
Rachel?' His eyes met David's. Easil>, he asked again, ‘Wed, 
how is she?' 

‘She's fine. She’s married, you know.* 

‘Married! Who to?' 

‘Bertie Preiss.’ 

‘No!' 

David nodded his head, a little uncomfortably. 

‘Well, I'm damned. I always knew he was keen on her, but I 
didn't think that she He shrugged. ‘And has she also become 
a big radical, then - helping the black chaps, rousing the 
workers and pea.sants. bringing on the revolution? Somehow, I 
don't see Rachel in that role.’ 
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'Nor do T. Nor does Bertie. I think he's more or less chucked 
it up. He's going into the business, anyway.' 

Jonathan laughed with silent satisfaction. 'So he's going to 
become a Joh'burg business man? What a fate! A prosperous 
members of the bourgeoisie? Gcxi, that’s a career I’d go a 
long way to avoid. And I never went around shooting my 
mouth off about the revolution. What do your people feel 
about it?’ 

They like him well enough. My father's trying to convert 
him to Zionism.' 

The only thing your father would ever convert me to is 
drink. That reminds me -- vv hat's happened to Joel? Is he still 
toiling away in the Promised Land?' 

‘As far as I know.' 

‘Better him than me.' 

‘And me.' Awkwardiv. yet pleased to be able to sa\ it. David 
said, T don’t have to ask how vou’ve been eetling i>n I've been 
reading in the papers at home about you. Another local boy 
who's making good 

’Have they really written about me in the papers?' Jonathan 
asked with an affectation of surprise, though he himself had 
seen to it that the London offices of various South African 
newspapers had been kept fully informed of his activities. 
‘Well, I must s:iy I've been very lucky since I came here. But I 
haven’t really begun yet. I've done nothing * 

‘Modest, hey?' 

‘I'm not being modest I have bc^en lucky At least.’ he said, 
lowering his vr)icc, 'I've managed to learn the limitations of m\ 
own talents, and that's more than I can s;iy .ihoul some of the 
people in this room. I'm no actor, that much I know lust three 
months in drama school and f knew where I was in the league 
But I've got other plans. I'll fell you about them Ihis country’s 
wide open for exploitation, if you ask me Rut come and have 
a drink. That's the first thing.’ 

He took David by the arm and began to steer him towards 
the table with the drinks on it, leaving the two girls staring 
mutely at one another. When they were out of their hearing 
Jonathan said intimately, ’A few more energetic, ambitious 
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Jews around the place and we could really make something out 
of England.' 

He grinned savagely, shamefacedly, at what he had said. 
Then he reached out an arm to Neil Hooper, drawing him 
from another group, and introduced David to him. 'Neil’s a 
scriptwriter. You want to keep in with him. He knows every- 
body and everything.' To Hooper he said, ‘Maybe I’ll be send- 
ing David to you for advice t)ne of these days.* 

‘Afv advice wouldn't be worth anything to him. I’m an em- 
bittered old hack, that’s all - as you were telling me half an 
hour ago.' 

‘Come, come. Neil,' Jonathan chided him. ‘You may be a 
hack, but you're not old - or so embittered, are you?’ 

Both men ^fnllcO. liut there was a touch of scorn in Jona- 
than's smile, an.xiety and resentment in Hooper's. Not long 
before Hooper had been able to patronize Jonathan; now he 
had merely to look around the room to know that he could do 
so no longer. A round, pale, prematurely bald young man in a 
dark suit stood to one side talking to a woman who nodded 
devoutly at everything ho said; he was. Hooper knew, the head 
of a small, new film company sshich had recently secured the 
backing of a Citv real -estate firm. The w^oman, with ravaged, 
bloodshot, protuberant e\cs in a face as brown as a gypsy’s, 
held a high administrative job in BBC Television, and, what 
was more, had once been the mistress of a famous poet A 
youth in a roll -neck sweater, speaking in an Irish accent and 
wearing on his face an expression that grew even more sullen 
when his smile opened on a mouthful ot sharp, crooked teeth. 
Was an actor for whom all the papers had prophesied a brilliant 
career; the girl he was talking to. Hooper knew, wrote for the 
hvvmna Sumdiird All these people, among others, were in 
Jonathan Dclmond's living-room: lhc> had all dragged out to 
Highgatc on a rains .Sunda> afternoon at his invitation 
Hooper saw these things and smiled more anxiously than be- 
fore: he waggled his shoulders in a gesture of acquiescence. Tf 
ability runs in the family.* he said to David, ‘you *i?on’t need 
much help from me. But what 1 can give you, you can surely 
have.’ 
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Then Jonathan relented. ‘Don’t let NeiPs modest ways fool 
you. He's a first-class man. And a first-class writer, a real pro.’ 

Jonathan continued across the rcH>m. David in tow behind 
him. ‘You want to w'atch that fellow/ Jonathan warned him. 
‘He's completely two-faced, like most of his kind. God. the 
queers there are in this racket ! In F*ngland as a whole ! ’ 

‘So I've heard,* David said. He looked back at Hooper with a 
curiosity which he tried to hide. But Jonathan noticed it. 

‘I could tell you stories!’ Jonathan smiled, lowered his eye- 
lids. and shook his head ‘But they'll shiK'k you. You think such 
things happen only in books. Thc> don't, believe me. And the 
funny thing is.* he said with an air of detached thoughtfulness, 
‘that when thc\ happen you don't find them nearly as shiKking 
as you might have imagined beforehand * 

David stared at his cousin As if it wasn't enough that since 
he had left South Africa Jonathan should have got married in 
a beautiful, sophisticated English actress; that he shi»iiUI base 
‘discovered the limitations of his tmn talent' and dcseloped 
other plans, big plans, that he shtuild base managed to get 
together in his flat a gathering of people whc>, ihi>ugh David 
did not know who thev weic, were to his eves iheatncalK 
smart and^ animated, speaking loiidlv and clearly in I nglish 
accents such as he had hardly heard beftire outside tilms. hut 
that, as well, he should have had secret h»)moscxu,il experiences 
and been unshv)ckcd by them 

David look the drink Jonathan offered him Yet irritation at 
the other’s palrt)nage sud<lenK flaretf up m him when Jonathan 
said, ‘Look, I’ve giit to go and pla\ mine host around the place 
But don't go when every bcnly else leases. We’ll have t)ur talk 
afterwards. I've got a lot to tell you ’ 

*I won't go Lve also got a few' things to tell you.* 


306 



14 


David had several drinks on an empty stomach, but they did 
not help him to feel less strange and gauche among Jonathan’s 
guests. He v-as unfamiliar with the names and references every- 
one used and laughed at; he was convinced that some of the 
guests had deliberately slighted him; he resented the way 
people listened to him speaking and then asked him in polite 
puzzlement if he came from Scandinavia. So he wasn't an 
F.nglish smoothie - all right! But he wasn't Jonathan's poor 
relation eilhe»- :Iv‘ time Ih. last of the guests had left, 
David's initial irritation against Jonathan had become part of a 
settled, aggressive obstinacy. 

Jun<i disappeared into the bedroom, to recover from the ex- 
haustion of the afternoon, so he was able to talk to Jonathan 
without constraint. The tact was, he said immediately the two 
of them settled down, and before Jonathan could begin boast- 
ing on his own behalf, that he was quite on his own in the 
world. He had had a big row with his father before leaving for 
lingland - a realls big, final row. 

‘What abt^ut?’ 

'F'verything.' David answered, lying back on the sofa and 
speaking loudly and swaggcringly. ‘We haven't been getting 
on for a long time He'd been worr>ing - 1 was just doing a 
B.A., wasting my time - he wanted me to ^tart settling down, to 
begin thinking about going into business with Bertie, or taking 
some nice respectable profession, like being a lawyer or a char- 
tered accountant or a d^K'tor or something. And then becoming 
a goixi. steady, reliable member of the bourgeoisie, married to 
a nice Jewish ktn^el and living n a nice Jewish home in Bird- 
haven or Houghton and bringing up nice Jewish children to be 
a credit to their grandfather. One son he'd already given for 
Zion; it was enough for him. And he just shut his w s to any- 
thing 1 had to say - you know what he's like, you know how he 
can shut his ears if he wants to. 
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*Anyway, when 1 came back for the long vac in December it 
all began again. I had only a year more to go, what was 1 going 
to do when 1 was finished? So tell him, please, what? And 1 
kept answering him, “1 don’t know yet, 1 want to find out.” 
“Haven't you had enough time to find out? You’ve been two 
Vears at the university and you want me still to give you more 
time, more time ! ” ’ 

David had imitated his father's accent and gestures; he 
pulled a face, thrusting his jaw' forward, like his father's. He 
wanted to make Benjamin appear ridiculous; then he realized 
that by doing so he was making his own role in the struggle 
appear so much less heroic. 

*I suppose it sounds funny,* he said, ‘hut I can tell you it 
wasn't the least bit funny at the time It was a real bloody 
battle. I let him have it back as hard as he tried to hand it out 
to me. 1 told him that he was a h>piH:rite; that he was nothing 
but a hide-b<iund. conventional Jewish business man of the 
kind he’s always pretended to be supciior to I said to him that 
at least his brother, Mc>er, had no pretensions, he didn't pre- 
tend to be a reader and a bit of a politician and a man in touch 
with ideas. Because that's the kind of idea i»f himself m> 
father's always flattered himself with “My house is full of 
books’* - that’s always been one of his favourite phrases. I told 
him, “What's the use t)f having the house full <»f books if all 
you want to do is live as your miserable neighbours live?” So 
he asked me how I proposed living. Like a Bohemian? Like a 
schnorrerl IJkc my t^nclc Samuel?’ 

Trust him to say something like that.’ Jonathan said bitterly. 

‘And I said to him,' David went *)n gleefully, ‘that he didn’t 
frighten me by pointing at my Uncle .Samuel. That my Uncle 
Samuel seemed to me to be a more interesting man, and tt) have 
had a more interesting life, than ninety-nine per cent of the 
awful, successful, boring business men my father knew. And it 
was when I said that, that he really went berserk. “Then go and 
a.sk your Uncle Samuel for advice! Go and ask him for a 
handout as well, while you’re about it Let him be your guide 
and your mentor and your model. Cio on! Go on! Get out!” 
And he added a few loud complaints at my mother, whom he 
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chose to blame for it all - of course. “He’s a loafer, that’s all, 
and it doesn’t come from my side of the family.” So my 
mother spoke up pretty sharply too, defending me, defending 
Samuel, attacking him. ‘‘Wasn't your father a loafer?” - that’s 
one thing I remember her saying to him. That’s the level they 
were at. by the end . . . C'hrist ! What an evening it was. It 
ended in fine style: me packing my bags, my mother crying, 
my father raging away by himself in the breakfast room, break- 
ing plates, to judge by the noises he was making. And oflF 1 
went into the night, carrying my bags.’ 

‘Hell!' 

Quietly, tiredly, proudly. David sat back in silence at this 
exclamation from Jonathan. 

‘How did you manage to get nere?’ Jonathan asked. ‘Where 
did you get the money for your ticket? What are you going to 
do now?' 

‘You'll never guess sshcre 1 got the money from. Never.* 

‘F^rom your mother?' 

‘No.’ 

‘F rom who then?’ 

‘FYom your father’ 1 followed mv old man's advice; I went 
to mv lincle Samuel lhat same evening. And 1 told him what 
had happened. And he .isked me what 1 wanted to do, and I 
said I wanted to go to hngland So without another word he sat 
down and w role out a cheque for me.' 

'Wrote <Hil a cheque for you!' Jonathan repeated incredu- 
lously 

‘That's what I said That's what he did. I went and cashed it 
the very next morning. )ust in case it might bounce, or he might 
change his mind and :isk for it hack or have it stopped or some- 
thing But 1 needn’t have worried. He really was on my side. Or 
1 suppose.’ David added, ‘ho was really against my father’s. 
Anyway he was very pleased and excited about what I was 
doing and made hmg speeches about all sorts of things - about 
how wicked an institution the middle-class family •'as always 
been, and about how we must “accept in a positive spirit the 
anarchy of the times”, and how we must submit to loneliness, 
^ieoation and exile just as in the olden days people had 
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submitted to marriage, society and work. And so on, and so on. 
You can imagine the kind of thing he says when he gels carried 
away. And in between he would have little gloats about my 
father; he said that he'd always told my father that his children 
would turn against him in the end, if they had anything in 
them. And of course. I agreed with every word he said. I had 
to - he'd just given me a cheque for a hundred pounds. But I'd 
have agreed with him, anv way.* 

‘Now where in the name of hell did he f^et a hundred pounds 
from?’ 

‘I thought perhaps you'd been sending him money.* 

Jonathan laughed at the idea ‘Not me. Where would I get 
money to send him? Did you see mv sister? Perhaps she's sup- 
porting him. 1 always thought she'd go on the streets in the 
end.’ 

‘No. I didn't see her He didn't say an>tlWng abt>ut her But 
he said plenty about you; he's very proud of you. I don't know, 
perhaps one of his schemes has come off at last B> the law of 
averages one would be bound to come off in the end. don't you 
think?* 

‘Not my father's. He's not an average man ' 

‘Anyway. I'm very grateful to him. wherever the money 
comes froin. And I'm not just grateful to him for the money 
either. He really supported me; he didn't just think I was out 
of my mind; he didn't try to send me home and tell me to be 
sensible, as every other uncle in the world would probably 
have done It meant a lot to me, that night It still does Ihe 
way he sat down and wrote out that cheque! I'll never forget 
it. And I'll pay him back one day.’ 

‘He's an impulsive old bugger.' Jonathan said indulgently, 
shaking his head. The gesture and the tone of his voice claimed 
a certain amount of credit on his own account for his father's 
generosity. ‘It’s typical of him, absolutely typical.’ 

‘Til pay him back,' David said again promptly and firmly, 
as if rn deny Jonathan the credit he had just claimed for 
himself. 

So Jonathan asked, ‘How? What are you going to do? You 
must be flat broke.* 
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‘I am, just about. Tvc got enough to live on for about an- 
other week or so.* 

‘And then?* 

‘God knows. I’ll probably get a job with London Transport, 
or something. Or I may be able to teach somewhere. I’ve got a 
certificate from the university saying that 1 attended courses 
for two complete years, and passed them all. Or 1 can always 
wash dishes. I'm not worried. I'm really not worried. You've 
got no idea what a relief it is to have given it all up - every- 
thing ~ the family and their approval or disapproval, the whole 
mad struggle for money, prestige, a place in society, all the 
things that I used to think i wanted. What society? Prestige in 
whose eyes? Tm on* my own. I've only got myself to please, I 
can do what i like. F-.ven when I speak to you - well, 1 don’t 
mind telling you now that I used to admire you, and be envious 
of you, for looking as though you knew what you wanted and 
for having the talent and ability to get it. But not now. Not any 
more.* 

From the way David spoke no one could have guessed that 
he had felt acutely the envy and admiration he was referring 
to just a couple of hours before, in the room he was sitting in. 
‘I want to live without limits of any kind.' he went on. ‘Do you 
understand what I mean? Instead of trying to control what 
happens to me, like you do, instead of saying, “This is what I 
want, this is how far I go and anything outside of that is not 
for me.” Fven ambitions, no mailer how- big they may be, are 
limits, and 1 don't want them. You - someone like you - you 
have ambitions, that's fine for you, I wish you luck. Bui I don't 
envy you for having them, or for having to battle to fulfil 
them. I'm out of it, right out of it.’ 


15 


The two cousins parleii without much cordiality, and without 
making any plans to see each other again. Jonathan had 
been ready, before David had begun to talk, to offer him 
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introductions, ‘contacts', ideas for jobs. He had looked forward 
even more eagerly to telling David how, with the help of some 
useful people he knew, he was in the process of launching a 
company which, while beginning in a small way, making adver- 
tising and public relations hlmlets, would one day do original 
work on serious film projects, revolutionary stuff which the 
profits of the advertising side of the firm would make possible. 
But instead of being able to describe these prospects in the lan- 
guage they deserved, Jonathan had found himself, when it was 
his turn to talk, insisting defensively that there was nothing 
shameful about his new ambitions and plans; that he was still 
as dedicated as he had always been to establishing a name for 
himself as an artist in his own right; that he despised conven- 
tional ideas of success and money-making as thoroughly as 
David ever did. 

In fact, Jonathan said heatedly, he was far more of a threat 
to the bourgeois order of things than someone like David could 
be. For the work he was going to do, once the company was 
truly on its feet, would ‘really explore new possibilities of life 
and art’. Whereas all that people like David could do was sneer 
and jeer. He knew the type, Jonathan said to himself, falling 
at last into a grumpy silence. You said ‘advertising' and they 
told you you were corrupt. You said ‘financial backing' and 
they thought you were after nothing but money. You said the 
word ‘public' and they thought you were pandering to it, in- 
stead of breaking your heart trying to educate and enliven it. 

But what could you expect, anyway, Jonathan said later to 
June, from someone so ignorant and green and bumptious as 
David. Hell, he was so ignorant he simply didn't know how 
re.spectfully papers like the Observer wrote about some of the 
people who'd been in the very same room with him ! 

Consolingly, with a limp, dismissive gesture of her hand, 
June assured him that that was ignorance indeed. 
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Jonathan would perhaps not have needed any consolation at 
all if he had known that, walking down the hill to the Archway 
tube station, David cursed himself for being a loudmouth, a 
fool, an idiot, a child. Why had he made it impossible for Jona- 
than to offer him help? He had gone to the flat hoping that 
Jonathan would be friendly and would want to help him; and 
then, before Jonathan could speak, like a lunatic he had told 
him that he wasn't looking for advice and assistance, that he 
didn't need it, he despised it. Why? What had got into him? 
David knew that he had surprised and somehow bested Jona- 
than during their conversation, and the thought gave him 
pleasure. But that pleasure was small compared with his anger 
with himself, his loneliness and his fear. 

It was a dark, cloudy night. The Great North Road glistened 
in the rain. One after the other, heavy tarpaulin-covered trucks 
were crawling uphill, the engine of each grinding on a single 
note, like a strained, oppressive breath being drawn, which you 
waited to hear the end of, and lost before that relief had come. 
Below, at the crossroads, there was a turbid confusion of lights 
and buildings, retreating towards the City and the West End; 
a mass from which there stood out a few domes and spires, 
edges of shadow. Immediately on David's right, as he walked 
down, was a huge, elaborate building - a hospital - rising 
several storeys, decorated with belfries and cupolas, buttressed 
by concrete ramps and iron staircases, lights shining in patches 
from it. It was like a great factory or warehouse for the sick. 
How many hospitals like it were there in London? A hundred? 
Two hundred? More? 

The journey underground was a long one, through grey, 
ribbed, rattling tunnels. He came out eventually at Earl's Court 
Just outside the Tube station he saw that there had been a road 
accident of some kind: an elderly man lay in the gutter, in the 
rain, his bicycle fallen beside him. A knot of onlookers stood 
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around, some of them sheltering under the awning of a shop. 
The man lay on his back; his eyes were wide open and he did 
not seem to be badly injured, though there were patches of 
blood on his face, under his eyes and on his chin. The blood 
was black in the lamplight. What made the sight bizarre and 
shocking to David was that whenever any of the onlookers 
came forward to help him, the man lifted his sodden grey head 
a few inches off the ground and swore at them - quietly, pas- 
sionately, obscenely. He would not let them touch him. When 
they drew back he let his head go down slowly to the ground 
once more. Some of the people were laughing, others were 
shocked, all were puzzled; none dared to take hold of him. 
The man was still lying there, hissing and cursing and raising 
his head with a snake-like, injured movement at every attempt 
to help him, when David left the scene. 

He made his way back to his room, past terraces of houses 
with flights of steps resting like heavy stone paws on the pave- 
ments in front of them Light moved obscurely among the 
pinkish, sagging clouds; it was caught in the shafts of rain; it 
was gathered together in ribbons and little winking pools on 
the tar of the street. People passed by,‘none of them looking at 
him, all of them huddled and hurried in their movements, un- 
der the steady downward sifting of the rain. 

At last he was in his room: a shaded bulb, a bare table, a 
narrow bed, a suitcase on the floor. David flung himself on the 
bed and covered his face with his hands. What was he to 
do? Why had he come here? Why had he quarrelled with 
his father, and spoken as if he intended nevef to return to 
South Africa? Why had he been provoked to talk as he had to 
Jonathan? 

Always, always, some perversity in himself mastered him, 
made him go further than he really wanted to, made him com- 
mit himself to notions he didn't know were in his mind until he 
found himself committed to them, until he had made declara- 
tions, policies of them. 

He was interrupted by a knock on the door. He went to it, 
smoothing down his hair with his hands. The housekeeper - an 
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old bedraggled woman wearing what looked like several cardi- 
gans, and slippers on her feet - stood in the ill-lit passage. She 
had come to ask whether he intended keeping the room for 
another week, as he had said he might, for she had a ‘ge’ullm'n’ 
downstairs who was interested in it. 

‘No, ril be moving out on Friday,’ David said, the decision 
made on the spur of the moment. 

So the gentleman downstairs came to look at the room. He 
was a bespectacled, emaciated gentleman of about David’s 
age; his face and hair were dripping with rain, but still looked 
as though he was much in need of a wash. He nodded at David, 
glanced rapidly around the room, said that it would do, and 
squelched out, the bottoms of his trousers clinging to his atten- 
nuated legs. His long hair and metal-rimmed spectacles had 
given mm the appearance of a seedy scholar; his striped shirt 
and something indefinably jaunty about his narrow shoulders 
had suggested fun-fairs. Where had he come from? How long 
would he stay in the room? What would he do in the bed 
David was lying on? Chain-smoke? Pull his wire? Take an 
overdose of sleeping pills? 

London was the place for such speculations. David had 
been in London three days, and it was here, it seemed to him, 
that one could enter the heart of darkness he had read of, not 
in Africa; certainly not in the crudely exposed, thinly popu- 
lated, suburban Africa he knew. Who would care in these 
streets, among these houses, in this immense populous dark- 
ness, what you did, where you went, how you lived? Who could 
trace you if you fell into the great tide of brick and asphalt that 
carried indifferently on its surface a scum of advertisements, 
torn newspapers, vehicles, people? Here, in front of him, 
around him, was the place where, if he truly wished to do so, 
his perversities could be explored and known; here he could 
throw off the shames that inhibited him, the scruples that 
hindered him, the affections that weakened him, the name that 
labelled him, the background that conscribed him. He could 
stop being a Jew, he could say that he came from Australia or 
Denmark, he could find a job under another name, receive no 
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letters, send no letters, begin another life unlike any ever ima- 
gined for him. Could he do it? Did he have the courage? 

Lying on the bed, David found that he had begun to pray. 
At first this frightened him more than anything else that had 
happened to him since he had left home; it was something he 
had never done before. He had no forms in which to pray, he 
didn’t know to what or whom he was praying, he couldn't be- 
lieve that his prayer was being heard or attended to. But his 
lips still moved, he uttered words aloud into the squalid room. 
‘Help me, make me better, let me do the right things, don't let 
me make a mess again and again, please help me.’ It was like a 
madness; in shame and fear he put his hands over his mouth, 
but the words still ran through his mind ~ words of appeal, of 
apology, of promises for the future, of renewed appeals for 
help to keep the promises he was making. 

Then his hands dropped from his mouth. He had wanted to 
throw off shame and inhibition and scruple, to make himself 
over, to become another man. Then why shouldn’t he pray? 
Because he had never prayed befoie? That was no reason; not 
for him, not any more. On the contrary : was this the beginning 
of a change greater than any he had ever dreamed of? Greater, 
deeper, more transfiguring, more dangerous to everything he 
hdd been? In his excitement at the thought he got up from the 
bed and walked about the room; he opened the window that 
looked over the sunken back garden of the house and leaned 
out, breathing the damp, smoke-tainted air. Overhead the 
illuminated clouds followed one another still, in an intermin- 
able shifting and streaming; in his ears there was the subdued 
hoarse whisper of the city’s noise, so sustained that it might 
have been the sound of his own blood; on his hands, at the sill, 
fell drops of rain. Grateful, incredulous, filled with a fear that 
was different from the one he had known previously, for it was 
a fear not of himself but of the living response he might evoke, 
of the force which he felt streaming through the clouds and his 
own body, he began to pray again. 

He said the Lord’s Prayer in English and the Shema Y Israel 
in Hebrew, for these were the only two prayers he knew right 
through; then as much as he could remember of the twenty- 

316 



third psalm. He was sorry that he knew no more than frag- 
ments of other prayers; and that the one he had uttered was 
Christian, the other Jewish. He would try to do better, he 
promised himself, to be a little less clumsy, ignorant and con- 
fused the next time; though how he would manage this he did 
not know. 


17 

If this was illness, Joel asked himself, why did it have the 
power to make all the other times of his life seem a thin, 
foolish, disgusting delusion, a wretched scurry for shelter - 
shelter in vvoik, in talk, in the huddled, flimsy community of 
the kibbutz, in enlightened ‘views', in girls or thoughts about 
girls, in books, in fantasies, in notions of success or failure? 

If this was health, why was he alone in it ? How did everyone 
else manage to carry on? Why had it come on him again like a 
seizure, a cold, a fever? 

It had begun with nothing more than a deep, persistent de- 
pression after his meeting with Yitzchak. Then, one night, he 
dreamed luridly, horribly, endlessly. He was Yitzchak, he was 
himself, he was killing, he was hunted. Trees were in his 
dreams, and snow, and a man with a twisted chin, his mother 
and father in attitudes of alarm, wild laughter, obscure effort, 
his hands dragging through thick, moist, living matter. Until 
the bell clanged and it was daylight; confusion shrank to the 
sight of the brown wooden walls of the room, of his feet going 
into his boots on a tiled floor. 

Confusion shrank, but daylight brought less relief than he 
had hoped. Confusion became commonplace, habitual, true, no 
dream; that was all. His depression extended itself, ramified, it 
reached everywhere within him. He went out to work. Later he 
slept, eagerly, dreamlessly. The bell clanged; he went out to 
work. What for? 

He found no satisfaction in it. He remembered finding satis- 
faction in it; but there was none now. It was as if from 
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memory that he spoke, smiled, listened to others, strained at his 
work; he knew from before how to do such things, so he did 
them. But everything around him had receded to a distance; he 
had been severed from his own responses. He had no appetite 
for his food or leisure; when he looked at the hills at morning 
or evening their beauty and calm meant nothing to him. They 
were calm and beautiful; what was he? 

What was he? What for? What did it matter? He was tor- 
mented by questions and reflections that he told himself were 
banal, cheap, adolescent, boring, portentous, poverty-stricken. 
This did not make them any the less tormenting. Nor did his 
fierce efforts to silence them, to shut them up, by telling himself 
that his own weakness or illness, revealing itself once more, 
merely seized upon them as a kind of rationale, as a means of 
self-inflation, as a secret cause for self-admiration. Everyone on 
the kibbutz, except for the patrolling shomrim^ slept at night: 
but he, Joel Click man, sensitive, compassionate, imaginative 
Joel Glickman, lay awake thinking about the six million dead 
Jews of Europe ! 

As if he had the power or courage to do it! As if it would 
help them or himself if he did. He Was safe in his bed, con- 
scious always of what was reassuringly and distractingly 
around him - the shadows of the room, the movements of the 
others in their beds, the coolness and freshness of the air he was 
breathing into his untouched lungs, the maniacal whoops and 
yells of the jackals in the hills. While the gassed and machine- 
gunned Jews of Europe were gone; they were as silent as the 
dead Hebrews and Samaritans whose burial chambers he and 
Harry had explored and had found to be empty. 

In their time those vanished people had also seen the sun 
come up over the mountains in the east, and had lived through 
wars and massacres, or died in them. Alive, they had lain 
awake at night, worrying, scheming, arguing with them.selves, 
fretting for what they could not have, listening to the cackles 
of the animals in the hills, who knew nothing of the past or 
future. 

How could time be measured? The onru.shing, silencing 
indifference of succession; the fixity of repetition and 
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re-enactment : they were the same, they were one, they made a 
futility of what they revealed; futile birth, futile death, futile 
pain or gratification between. 

Futility was not an abstraction, a notion; it made heavy 
every shovelful of earth he lifted, ugly or ridiculous every face 
he saw, remote every voice he heard, tiresome every response 
that was demanded from him, disgusting his preoccupation 
with himself. He felt futility built into his bones, circulating in 
his blood. It was the truth, festering always within him, as lies 
were supposed to do. 


18 

Joel was awake before he knew what had woken him; and his 
first consciousness was one of resentment at having been woken 
before it was time, when it was still dark. Then, in what seemed 
a single burst of sound, he heard shots, yells, a loud explosion. 
He jumped out of bed and groped at the foot of it for his 
trousers; the others in the room were also pulling their clothes 
on in a fever of fear and hurry. Joel opened the door, and 
stood aside from it for a second. The air that came into the 
room was cool. He lowered his head and began sprinting to- 
wards the central group of buildings, where the kibbutz had its 
armoury. He did not know from which side the firing had 
come, but instinctively tried to put the buildings he passed be- 
tween himself and the east, as he ran. Others were running in 
the same direction as himself. A door burst open ahead of him, 
a dim light shone, several figures emerged carrying Sten guns 
and ran past him in the opposite direction. They shouted some- 
thing, he did not know what. 

A torch was burning on the floor of the armoury, which was 
just off the entrance to the dining-room. By its light, Arieh, 
small, neat and methodical, was handing out weapons to each 
of the men who came up, and telling him as he did so where to 
go. 'Main gate . . . cowshed . . . workshop . . .* Joel took the 
Sten gun and the magazine of cartridges that was given to him; 
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it smelled of metal and oil, a clean, distinctive, machine-like 
odour, unmistakable. He clipped the magazine into place. 

Arieh had directed him to the tractor shed; he and Sam, a 
Dutchman, who was going to the bet yeladim, ran part of the 
way together. ‘1 think weVe too late,* Joel panted hopefully. 
The words were hardly out of his mouth when there was an- 
other burst of firing somewhere on their left; the sound of it 
seemed to knock holes in the darkness, as if into something 
solid. He and Sam checked their stride and swerved, not know- 
ing whether they should go in the direction from which the 
firing had come. Then Sam broke away, towards the bet yela~ 
dim, and Joel ran on by himself towards the tractor-shed. 

The shed had been made by using one of the sharp, quarry- 
like declivities of the hillside; its three walls were of rock, the 
fourth side was open. Its roof was made of corrugated iron, 
and was level with the ground from which Joel came. He ran 
straight on to the roof, and then jumped down into the dark- 
ness. The earth hit him sooner than he had expected, and he 
sprawled, trying to hold the gun clear of the ground. There was 
a strong smell of diesel-oil everywhere. Someone else clattered 
over the roof and dropped down beside him. *Ral!i,' he said, 
and Joel answered, ‘No, it*s Joel.* 

*7*m Raffi,’ the man whispered in Hebrew, with such irrita- 
tion in his voice at the misunderstanding that Joel couldn’t help 
laughing. But he thought. Good, I’m laughing, and the laugh 
was cut short by his consciousness of it. 

In the darkness they took up their positions by memory, 
rather than by sight. The double track to the tractor shed 
curved away to the right; on the other side of the track was a 
bank of earth that looked over a ploughed field. To the left of 
the shed the ground was rough, and sloped down more abrupt- 
ly. Raffi lay behind the bank facing the held; Joel clambered 
cautiously down the hillside and took up a position behind a 
spur of rock. Farther to the left were the cow-sheds, the sheep- 
pens, the poultry-sheds, and a workshop, in a semi-circular arc 
which followed the curve of the hillside and was several hun- 
dred yards from end to end; in front of these buildings there 
was only broken rock and grass. The bring had seemed to 
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come from the very tip of the arc on the left; but there was 
none now. Far off, there was the faintest thread of light run- 
ning along the top of the hills in the east; overhead the stars 
still shone. 

Joel had slipped off the safety-catch of the gun. He lay on his 
stomach, the barrel of the gun resting on a rock, his elbows 
digging into the earth; the roughness of it on his skin was 
slightly painful and somehow reassuring. He heard voices from 
the central cluster of buildings, the violent lowing and bleating 
of the cattle and sheep, a door slamming. His eyes strained for- 
ward, but none of the small humps he could see ahead of him 
changed their shape or moved. 

He was astonished and incredulous when, at what looked 
like an immense distance, points within the darkness suddenly 
scratched into life, into flame, sparks flying off as if from a 
grindstone. There was some rifle firing in answer; the attackers 
were too far off now for automatic weapons to be of any use. 
Obviously they were going. Joel wondered what damage they 
had done, and whether they had wounded or killed anyone. In 
the last raid the kibbutz had suffered the marauders had simply 
crept up, thrown their grenades and then fled; the buildings 
into which they had thrown their grenades had been uncom- 
pleted and empty. He hoped they*d had the same luck this time. 

Someone whistled softly. It was Arieh. He and Raffi were 
standing together in the oil-soaked space in front of the shed. 
Joel had not heard any of their movements behind him. 

‘Listen, Joel,’ Arieh said, ‘will you stay on duty? I'm sure 
they won’t come back, but still 

‘Sure,’ Joel said. ‘If I can sleep late tomorrow morning.’ 

‘Bargains, at this hour ! What are you, a Jew or something?’ 

‘That’s right. You’ve found me out.’ 

Ratfi, a sabra^ either did not understand their exchange, or 
was not amused by it. ‘So I go to sleep,’ he said with sombre 
accuracy, and began climbing up, round the side of the shed. 
He disappeared from sight almost at once. 

‘Is everything all right? What did they do?’ 

They killed four calves, that’s what they did.’ 

There was the sound of a single, muffled shot from within 
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the meshek. The two men listened. Arieh said, 'Five calves, 
from the sound of it.’ 

‘But everyone’s OK?’ 

'We thought Gingie was hurt, but he seems all right now. I 
think he was just knocked out by the blast. He’s bleeding some- 
thing horrible from the nose.’ 

'He was on shmira last time they came, I remember.’ 

'It's the colour of his hair that attracts them.* 

Joel was relieved when Arieh left him; alone, he could aban- 
don the light, strained casuainess of demeanour which each had 
demanded from the other. His body’s recollection of fear was 
stronger than anything he had felt in the unreal confusion and 
activity of the raid itself. He .shivered slightly from time to 
time; when he heard a footfall behind him, his whole frame 
became instantaneously a single chilled stiffness. Then his heart 
started beating within it 

It was Arieh, again. 

’Knock off as soon as it’s light.* 

‘What do you think?’ Joel whispered gruffly, after two at- 
tempts to speak had produced nothing but creaks of sound 
from his throat. ‘You think I’m going to sit here all bloody 
day?’ 

'Arieh punched him lightly on the shoulder and went off, 
leaving Joel ashamed and angry with himself. Philosopher 1 
Pioneer 1 Cuntl 


19 

Joel did not know how far he was from the meshek. The thread 
of light along the cre.st of the hills looked hardly any nearer 
than before, but it was brighter and sharper; below it, like a 
stain in the darkness, was a faint purple infusion, the colour of 
a dark grape. Though he knew it could not be so, it seemed to 
him that only a few minutes had passed since he had simply 
walked out of the kibbutz perimeter, into the darkness. 

He remembered running at first, once he was outside the 
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meshek, the roughness of the ground shaking the breath out of 
his body, bushes and rocks starting out of nowhere, at angles 
under his feet; then resting on his back in a damp, cool, 
grassed-over hollow, from within which the stars had shoi>e 
more sharply, the sky had looked blacker than they had out- 
side it; then his slower, more cautious progress eastwards. 
Twigs whined across his trousers, sand and pebbles scuffed 
under his boots, the dew was chill around his ankles; he moved 
forward as steadily as he could, baffled by the darkness and yet 
feeling himself sheltered by it, too. The stillness and silence 
were trancelike; so was the contrast between the vividness of 
what was most distant from him, the stars and the ridge of the 
hills, and the total obscurity of what was immediately around 
him. In mind, as if it had always been there, was a destina- 
tion : a small, empty valley that he had seen many times when 
he had gone out with the sheep. It was right on the border, at 
the very foot of the hills, its entrance on the west protected by 
two flanking elevations. The kibbutz grazed its sheep in the 
nearer valleys, but not in that one, which had always looked 
serene, secret and inviolate, a pocket of rolling grass under 
walls of blue-white stone, untouched between two hostile 
armies. It seemed to Joel that ever since the first time he had 
seen it he had known he would visit it one day, and stand in 
it; he thought about it now as if it had been created for just 
that purpose, no other, and thought about nothing else. 

In his trance of alertness and detachment, he had all but for- 
gotten the emotions with which he had set out on this ramble 
through the dark: chagrin, boredom, self-disgust, a childish 
bravado, a perverse determination to neglect a duty that had 
been assigned to him, a wish to prove to himself that he wasn't 
all despairing speculation on the surface and self -regarding 
cowardice beneath. He saw the sky beginning to grow pale, in 
slow, irregular washes of light, that reached further to the west 
and then seemed to recede, like the coming-in of a tide, each 
shallow wave of light washing away more of the stars. The 
change was so slow, so large in scale, that it appeared to have 
nothing to do with his realization that he could now, before his 
hands or feet touched them, tell outcrops of rock from shrubs, 
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hollows from inclines. He felt frail, disburdened, almost dis- 
embodied; he was grateful for the physicaJity of the dawn’s 
sharp chill, the hard heaviness of the gun he was carrying 
across his back. Occluded within him, like a flaw in a crystal, 
was a sense of reversal that he hardly dared to hope was also 
one of renewal. 

The sound was at first hardly a sound at all, it was a mere 
trembling of the air. Instinctively, Joel dropped behind some 
boulders; slowly he raised himself on his hands to listen again. 
Now it was louder, but he still could not make out what it 
was: it quacked faintly, hissed, quacked again; it sounded 
neither animal nor human. Then it ceased abruptly. Had he 
really heard anything? 

He hunched himself in the hollow behind the boulders. Then 
he heard someone saying, in Hebrew, very clearly and peevish- 
ly, at what seemed to be a distance of only a few yards, 'Wait, 
I’ve got a stone in my boot I ’ 

Joel lay still. He felt embarrassment, above all, at the 
thought of revealing himself to the men ahead of him, at hav- 
ing to explain what he was doing there. They would certainly 
think him mad; and in a way they would be right. He was dis- 
appointed that his adventure had already come to its end. 

^Shalomr he called softly. His voice sounded bold, almost 
impertinent, even though the silence had already been broken 
by the others. 

No one answered. Nothing stirred. He might have imagined 
that casual, complaining voice in the half-darkness. Then he 
heard a metallic clink somewhere on his left. 

Joel called out again. 'Shalom. Ani yehudi m* kibbutz Ramat 
Elkan. Mi zeh?* 

*Mi zeh?' a voice shouted out. 

Joel stood up. *Ani yehudi. Mi a tern?’ 

A savage blow hit him on the chest, and he wondered as he 
fell why he had been struck like that, what kind of rough 
foolishness it was. He was on his back. The brightness and size 
of what was overhead astonished him. Flares and stream^s of 
light hung curled and languid, in a great stillness, under the 
polished, all-encompassing dome of the sky. 
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The patrol which Joel had come across consisted of a dozen 
border-guards; the sounds he had heard in the darkness were 
those from the earpieces of a walkie-talkie radio which the sig- 
naller of the patrol had taken off his back and put down on the 
ground while they were taking a rest. They had been to the 
south at the time of the raid on the kibbutz, and had been told 
on their radio from the base-camp to move north on foot, in an 
attempt *0 cut off the retreat of the Arab marauders. They had 
moved as fast as they had been able to; and were just about to 
move forward again when Joel had stood up and called to 
them. One man only had fired. 

The dawn came up clear; the hills in the east filled the hori- 
zon with their rich purple solidity; the rest of the countryside 
revealed itself in its dry sallowness of colour and rolling irre- 
gularity of contour; the sun, though still hidden, sent out an 
ever-greater intensity of light. The members of the patrol sat 
and smoked and talked to each other, or tried to sleep with 
their helmets over their faces. Two men were on guard, on top 
of a nearby rise. Someone had cut open Joel’s jersey and py- 
jama jacket and stuffed a dressing into the wound in his breast. 
He breathed labouringly, a pinkish froth on his lips, and occa- 
sionally muttered a word in English. His gun had been propped 
up on a rock. The man who had shot him ~ a youngster with a 
thin neck and a large, floppy blond head of hair, who had been 
in the army for only a few months - kept looking over his 
shoulder at Joel. He felt some awe at what he had done: he 
had actually shot a man, and when he looked at Joel it was as 
much to confirm this extraordinary fact as out of guilt or 
anxiety. The others in the patrol were unhappy about what had 
happened - the wounded man was clearly a Jew, and they 
knew they would have to go through endless enquiries before 
the incident could be forgotten. They felt sorry for him, but 
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they were irritated with him, too, for having landed them in 
trouble. And they were bored and hungry. 

When two jeeps came bumping across the open country they 
loaded Joel into one, and then jumped on to the vehicles them- 
selves, in spite of the expostulations of the drivers who pro- 
tested against the weights their vehicles were being made to 
carry. Then, whining, groaning, bumping, the two jeeps made 
their way to the nearest settlement - not Joel’s - where a 
puzzled, stricken Harry confirmed that Joel was from Ramat 
Elkan; where he was transferred to an ambulance and taken to 
hospital; and where the members of the patrol had a breakfast 
of bread, tea, green salad and lebeniyelu 


21 

It is astonishing what money can do, when it is spent to some 
purpose. It can rent office-space, print notepaper, buy mach- 
inery, hire trucks, employ a white foreman and a host of 
Swazi labourers; it can produce talc. ^ 

Happier and busier than he had been for years, his clothes 
ifl sweat-drenched swathes around him. Begbie drove between 
Barbeton and Johannesburg, frequently phoned Cape Town, 
typed innumerable letters with his own podgy fingers, drank 
with a clear conscience through entire evenings, mystified his 
brothers-in-law by the patronizing cordiality he showed to 
them, made large promises to the fellow who had originally 
told him about the deposit, and secretly marvelled at the fact 
that 'the thing’, as he put it to himself, 'was actually working’. 
A red-necked Afrikaner lit a charge of dynamite and so many 
tons of rock collapsed from the wall of the quarry; half-naked 
Swazis, smelling of sweat, powdered with dust, chanting rhy- 
thmically while they worked, loaded it on to trucks; railway- 
men signalled to one another and the trucks clattered towards 
the coast; a tramp steamer was moored to the quayside in 
Louren^o Marques and the lumps of talc were stowed aboard; 
th^ steamer butted its way northwards, then through the Suez 
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Canal, across the Mediterranean, up the coast of France and 
discharged its cargo in Liverpool. There the talc could be 
ground, it could be despatched to manufacturers of paint or 
linoleum, textiles or cosmetics, refractory materials, paper or 
insecticides. 

It had happened, the thing was working, the first shipment of 
two hundred tons had been sent off, and the buyers had 
accepted it, paid for it, and asked for more. They were nego- 
tiating now for a long-term contract. As much as the money 
that this promised him, after his years of failure, Begbie 
prized the feeling that he had become once again a full member 
of society: that his activity was part of the irresistible mom- 
mentum of production, that he was an initiator and a worker 
in a gre?t assembly of processes which was interminable and 
planless, and which yet operated and cohered in a way beyond 
all comprehension. It made you think, he said often to Samuel, 
to anyone who would listen to him; at the same time it had 
you beat what to think. That hole in the ground near Barber- 
ton, those people, ships, documents, distances, trains, factor- 
ies, oceans . . . amazing! 

Begbie did not know that something else wasn’t working as 
it should have. One afternoon, in Eloft Street, he suffered a 
sudden shortness of breath that embarrassed him while he was 
buying a packet of cigarettes from a girl in a kiosk. He fum- 
bled for the change she had given him, failed to get it between 
his fingers, and left the coins lying on the counter. He had 
begun to walk down the pavement, unconscious of what he was 
doing, as if to leave behind whatever it was that was stifling 
him. He pulled vaguely, with frightened, disordered gestures, 
at the tight ring of his collar around his neck. The sunlight 
flickered in his eyes; noises louder than those of the traffic 
roared in his ears, the pressure within him mounted unbear- 
ably. For the briefest moment he was reassured by the thought, 
which broke like a bubble in a corner of his mind, that this ' 
was just a nightmare; he often had nightmares in which he 
couldn’t breathe. Then he found he was lying on the pave- 
ment. Faces leaned over him; he opened his mouth to beg 
for help. But he could not speak, there was no air in his lungs 
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to speak with. The paving-slabs were warm and he tried to 
sink more deeply into them, for comfort, as in a bed. He 
opened his mouth again and uttered a sound which reached 
the people over him like the faintest, saddest of sighs. His face 
went blue, his eyes rolled upwards, he was dead. 


22 

Begbie was buried in a new burial-ground near Northcliff: an 
exposed, sloping piece of ground, beyond the suburb itself, 
overlooking and overlooked by a scatter of smallholdings. 
Fowl runs, mealic patches, wire fences, dirt roads, and signs 
advertising fruit and tomatoes for sale met the eyes of the 
mourners when they looked up, over the low brick and wrought 
iron fence around the graveyard. The only people who saw the 
cothn being lowered into the ground were Mrs Begbie, 
Malcolm, Begbies brothers-in-law, Samuel Talmon, a robed, 
supercilious Anglican priest, and a wizened, red-skinned, filthy- 
fingernailed little man in a threadbare suit much too big for 
him, who had simply joined the mourners at the g^te. This 
stranger watched the proceedings with what appeared to be a 
deep reverential satisfaction, and insisted on shaking every- 
body by the hand before walking down the hill to one of the 
homesteads nearby. 

Samuel returned to his room in a mood of deep dejection. 
Poor Begbie! Gone, just like that - a boxed-up weight, thiust 
into the earth. 

Poor mama! It was only two months since he had been at 
her funeral, too. He had been little affected by it at the time; 
this made him all the more wretched now, in recollection. 
Guiltily, he remembered how irritated he had been with her 
for being so frightened, so childish, at the end; he had been 
positively pleased, at the same time, that her religion, over 
which they had quarrelled so much in earlier years, had finally 
been of no use or comfort to her. 
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He stood at the window of his room, looking down on to the 
foreshortened trees and parked cars along the pavements, 
eight storeys below. His thoughts moved slowly, erratically; 
he felt very tired. His feet had ached at the funeral and he 
wondered, without moving from the window, why he did not 
sit down. He remembered how strange it had felt, at the grave- 
side, to stand bareheaded while prayers were being said. He 
was still that much of a Jew apparently. 

He wasn't much of a Jew. He wasn't much of a businessman 

- he was sure he must be the only man in the world who act- 
ually owed Begbie’s estate money. He wasn't much of any- 
thing. What had he done with his life? Where had it gone? 
Talking, arguing, studying law, throwing it up, selling ladies’ 
handbag**, running around like a meshu^f^eneh looking for 
sillimanite, kyanite, spodumene, silcrete, talc - importing 
corks, buying feathers. What rubbish he had busied himself 
with! Any new rubbish would do for him, as long as it kept 
him busy, kept him from making any order out of his life or 
finding any purpose in it. Now, he jeered at himself, now 
he was sorry for all the time he had wasted in his life. But for 
how long would he be sorry? Until the next bit of rubbish 
was dangled in front of him; then he would reach out with 
both his hands, then he would open his mouth to swallow it. 

He leaned his head against the window and .sobbed spasmod- 
ically, with gasps of sound; in between there were long in- 
tervals when he stood quite silent, motionless, dry-eyed, watch- 
ing a car drive down the road, a cat make its stealthy way 
down the gutter, an African nursemaid wheeling a pram into 
the foyer of the block of flats opposite. The abrupt ringing 
of the telephone interrupted him; he let it ring for some time 
before crossing the room to answer it. 

‘Hullo, yes? What is it?’ 

Benjamin's voice sounded frail and hesitant, like an old 
man's, or like someone speaking from a great distance. 
‘Shmuel,* he said, and the Yiddish form of his name made 
some point of emotion within Samuel quiver and then lie 
open as if it had been touched by a whip, ‘Shmuel, I wonder 

- you think you could perhaps come to the house? We've had 
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bad news about Joel, Sarah is terribly upset, and I thought 
His voice faded away altogether, then came hack. *You think 
you could come? It might help her.’ 

‘What? What bad news? What’s happened to Joel?’ 

*We don’t really know, we just had this telegram saying that 
he was hurt in some border shooting - I don’t understand it 

‘How badly? He’s not 

‘It says seriously. That’s all we know. Bertie’s trying now to 
fix up for us to fly to Israel - both of us.* 

‘I’ll come right away.’ 

Benjamin rang off immediately. 

‘All we need 1 ’ Samuel exclaimed fiercely at the black instru- 
ment he held in his hand He drove to the house like a man 
distraught, lifting his hands from the steering wheel in gestures 
of rage and helplessness. 

His rage left him at the sight of Benjamin’s face, when he 
opened the door. All he saw at first were Benjamin's eyes: 
they were quick, timorous, curious, startled in their glance, not 
like those of a man who had had bad news, but of a man 
anticipating it, without knowing of what kind it might be. 
Their quickness contrasted painfuHy with the heavy, frozen 
set of his jaw. Samuel stretched out his hands, and took his 
brother-in-law by the shoulders. ‘Ah, it’s a world’’ he ex- 
claimed strangely in Yiddish, his own face puckered, his nose 
standing out, his dry, lined, bald forehead moving above the 
tufts of his brows. 

‘Sarah -’ Benjamin said, gesturing for Samuel to come into 
the house, to go to her. 

‘How are you?’ Samuel asked, his hands still on the other’s 
shoulders. 

Samuel felt the weight of Benjamin’s body rise in a slow 
shrug. ‘I told you what we heard,’ he said. 

Sarah and Rachel were in the living-room. They were both 
shocked, quiet and tearless, though Sarah's lips trembled when 
she greeted Samuel, simply saying his name. 

‘I’m glad you came,’ Rachel said, coming forward and kiss- 
ing him on the cheek. 

'‘What else could I do?’ 
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Benjamin had come into the room behind him, and Samuel 
turned to ask him, ‘When is there a plane.* 

‘Not -until the day after tomorrow.’ 

‘You’ve booked on it?’ . 

Benjamin nodded, his eyes darting from one to the other in 
the room. ‘Bertie’s seeing to it. Perhaps we can go sooner, 
flying first to Athens - 1 don’t know He gestured vacantly. 

‘Have you got the cable?’ 

Rachel took it from the mantcl-piece and showed it to him. 
It said what Benjamin had told him over the phone: it was 
signed ‘Leon’. 

‘I remember that Leon,’ Samuel said, giving the paper back 
to Rachel. 

They were silent; three of them standing, Sarah seated on 
the couch. She began to rub her hands together. ‘Joel will be 
all right. I’m sure of it.’ 

‘Of course,’ Samuel said. ‘It doesn’t even say “critically”. 
Seriously is something else.’ He sat down on the couch and 
took his sister's restless hands in his own. ‘You'll go to him, 
you’ll see him, he'll be all right.’ 

Sarah hardly seemed to hear him; but Benjamin listened as 
if Samuel must know what he was talking about, could be 
relied upon, wouldn't speak unless he was sure. In the state he 
was in this confidence did not seem surprising or remarkable in 
any way. And it was to Samuel that he cried out suddenly, 
‘Why Joel? Why not me?’ He struck himself on the chest. ‘I 
said when he left me that I was ready to go.’ 

‘What do we want with Palestine?’ Sarah cried out. ‘Who 
talked about Palestine? What for?’ 

Samuel quietened her. ‘Don't a.sk such questions. It’s no use 
blaming each other. There’s nobody to blame. Joel chose his 
own way. You must be proud of him. It’s something to be 
able to choose, to have the strength to do it.’ 

He held Sarah's hands tightly in his own, and brought them 
to his forehead, hiding the tears that were in his eyes. ‘It’s 
a world, I tell you,' he said, his voice breaking, tears running 
down his drawn cheeks, ‘It’s such a world, we have to live in 
it.’ 
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Later Bertie came from town with the news that he had man- 
aged to book his in-laws on a plane leaving early the next 
morning for Rome, where they would get a connexion for 
Lydda. This would bring them to Israel well before the next 
direct Johannesburg-Lydda flight. 

‘Of course well take it,’ Benjamin said. For a half-hour he 
had been sitting in an armchair staling at the same page of a 
newspaper. 

‘I got your passports, too,’ Bertie said, taking them out of 
his pocket and putting them on a small table near the door. 

He was proud that he had managed to arrange everything 
satisfactorily; and told Samuel and Rachel about the trouble 
he had had in getting the passports issued without delay. ‘No, 
man,’ he imitated the Afrikaner oflicial he had dealt with at 
the passport office, ‘twenty-foor owerrs uhss the muhnuhmum 
forr emuhrrjuhncy ishoo.’ But the man had been proved wrong. 
‘One of these days I must put in for a passport,’ Bertie said, 
‘just to see what happens. I wonder how long it’ll take me to 
live down my radical past, as far as they’re concerned.’ 

He knew Rachel disliked him mentioning this, which was 
one of the reasons why he often did. 

But she ignored the provocation this time. ‘Will you have 
something to drink, Bertie - whisky?* 

‘Please.’ 

‘Dad?’ 

Benjamin had not been listening to Bertie’s story. He roused 
himself slowly from his newspaper. ‘What?’ 

‘A drink?’ 

‘Yes, I think so, a little whisky.’ 

Presently, a very subdued Annie called them in for their 
meal. Only Bertie and Samuel ate with any appetite. After the 
meal Rachel and Annie did .some packing; both Benjamin and 
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Sarah tried ineffectively to help, but succeeded merely in hind- 
ering them. Annie also made up a bed in Rachel’s old room, 
for shCi and Bertie had decided that they would spend the 
night in the house, instead of going back to their flat; they 
had to take Sarah and Benjamin to the airport at five-thirty 
the next morning. Sarah then went straight to bed; Benjamin 
sat in his corner of the living-room, first with the same news- 
paper in his hand, then a book, then, finally, just a drink, 
while Rachel, Samuel and Bertie sat at the other end of the 
room. 

Usually, Samuel and Bertie were awkward in one another’s 
company. Samuel did not know how far the affair between 
Rachel and his son had gone, but was sure it had gone farther 
than either of the young couple now wished to remember; for 
Bertie it wa> humiliating to imagine what this man might be 
conscious of when he saw him with Rachel. But tonight, the 
gravity of the occasion made their talk easier, in a curious way, 
than it had been before. 

Bertie felt the burdens of the family on him, and was deter- 
mined to carry them like a man; Samuel’s spirits were re- 
covering from their earlier low ebb of humility and compas- 
sion. He and Bertie talked business together, Bertie at first 
doing most of the talking. Samuel was impressed by the way 
he spoke, and was anxious to impress him in turn. Soon he 
was boasting about the prospects of his mining company as 
though nothing untoward had just happened; or, at least, as 
though Begbic’s family would want the business to carry on 
and would rely on him to see that it did - which their behav- 
iour to him at the funeral had done nothing to suggest. 

‘You must come and see the quarry, next time I go,’ Samuel 
invited Bertie expansively. *You1I find it interesting. It’s some- 
thing to see.’ 

‘I'd like to.’ Bertie was genuinely curious, willing to learn 
from anyone about any aspect of the world of production, sale 
and profit he had entered. 

‘111 fix it up then, when things have settled down, when 
we're all in a happier mo(xl.' 

Samuel looked from Bertie to the silent, shrunken Benjamin, 
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who sat in his chair like an old man - no longer in command, 
someone for whom things were done. 

So! Joel was in Israel, perhaps dying there; David had run 
away to England, like a lunatic; if he should ever want any- 
thing from this family, Samuel thought, Bertie would be the 
man to whom he would have to come. The reflection sur- 
prised him, then pleased him. Precisely because of the kind of 
uneasiness there had been between them, he might find it all 
the easier to work on Bertie, to win him over. You could never 
tell what might come up, how useful Bertie might one day be 
to him. 

He got up to go. ‘You must go and try to get some sleep,’ 
he said to Benjamin. ‘You really musi look after yourself.’ 

‘Yes, yes, 1 will.’ 

‘ril hear from Rachel how you find Joel. And Tm sure I’ll 
hear only good news.’ 

‘Thank you. yes, I hope so.’ 

Rachel and Bertie saw him to the door. Tliere he said to 
them with a meaningful look, ‘I can’t tell you how much it 
means to me that the poor people have the two of you to look 
after them, at such a time.’ 

‘We can do little enough,’ Bertie answered. 

• Samuel shrugged, in the doorway. ‘Little is all any of us can 
do. I know you’ll do what you must.* 

They watched him walk down the garden path to his car. 
When they came back into the living-room, they found that 
Benjamin had already left it. They stood in the middle of the 
room, looking around them. Rachel began collecting the dirty 
glasses, then changed her mind and left them for Annie to 
clear away, in the morning. She was exhausted. 

‘Let’s go to bed.’ 

‘Ja.’ He was tired, too, but restless. Now that Samuel was 
gone, he felt more ill-at-ease about him than he had in his 
presence. 

Rachel came to him and put her arms around his neck. 

Thank you for everything you’ve done. I’m sorry my 
family’s dumped all this trouble on you.’ Her face was pale; 
her brown eyes were enlarged, the surface of their whites had 
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tiny irregular patches on them, that looked almost as if they 
could peel off. ‘I don’t know why my family’s so hopeless,’ 
she said sadly. 

‘Hopeless?’ 

‘We are. We are. We're incompetent, really. We aren’t one 
thing or another. Joel - Mom - Dad - David - Uncle Samuel 
- all of us. Me too. I’m sorry.’ She put her forehead against 
his chest. She began to cry. ‘Poor Bertie,' she said, between 
sobs. ‘I’m sorry for you too, Bertie.’ 

‘Ah, I’ve joined you, have 17’ 

‘Haven’t you?’ She drew away; she reached in the belt 
her skirt for a tissue and blew her nose. He had been standing 
with his hands on his hips, in a stiff, unresponsive posture, 
holding himself erect rather than holding her away from 
him. 

‘Millions of people would envy us. If Joel recovers you'll 
have nothing to complain about.’ 

They looked at each other. ‘Then why are you so unhappy, 
too?' she asked. ‘Why are you so sorry for yourself?* 

‘Because I've got a weak character, 1 suppose.’ 

He had intended his answer to be a rebuff; but once it was 
said, he was afraid that he had spoken the truth. He held out 
his arms to her. ‘Don't be sad, Rachel. Don t be cross. 1 11 look 
after you - always. I've said 1 will.’ 


24 

Annie, the Glickman's maid, and Nicholas, the servant from 
the house next door, were enemies of long standing. Nicholas 
was a lonely, greying man, much given to talking to himself, 
who had been working for the Lowther sisters for many more 
years than Annie had been working for the Glickmans. He was 
devoted to the timid, elderly, unmarried, identical twin ladies 
who employed him; everyone else, black or white, he resented 
and suspected. He never left the back yard of the Misses 
Lowthers’ house, and no one ever visited him there. Annie 
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insisted, often, that Nicholas was mad; what he thought of her 
he showed by the scowl which came upon his round, lined, 
black face, and his more than usually vehement mutterings and 
head-shakings, whenever he saw her. 

While Benjamin and Sarah were in Israel, their house was 
left in the care of Annie and the latest houscboy, Charlie; on 
the fourth night that they were alone in the house, Annie gave 
a party for some of her friends in the back yard, just outside 
her room. Nine or ten men and women, most of them servants 
from other houses in the street, gathered to sit and talk around 
a brazier, to drink from the bottle of brandy that Jacobus had 
brought with him. and to listen to the records played on a 
hand-operated portable gramophone that belonged to a man 
who had come with Jacobus. Through the thick cypress 
hedge that divided the two yards, Nicholas tried to sec from 
his side what was going on. The hedge was so thick that one 
could really sec through it only at ground level, and eventually 
Nicholas lay down on the ground and peered between the 
trunks of the hedge-plants. He had lain there for many minutes 
before the whites of his eyes were seen by one of the women 
around the brazier. 

She gave an affected shriek of alarm, clutched at the man 
ndkrest to her and pointed at Nicholas, who lay quite still, 
gazing unwinkingly forward, as if there were nothing unusual 
about what he was doing, or as if his best hope of escaping 
detection by the rest of them lay in remaining just where he 
was. For the sake of a laugh. Jacobus, who knew all about 
Nicholas, crossed the yard and stretched himself down on the 
ground, putting his face just a few inches in front of Nicholas's 
own. They stared wordlessly at one another, until Jacobus 
opened his mouth and uttered a roar from the depths of his 
chest, like a lion. Then Nicholas got up and went away, shak- 
ing his head, gesturing, talking to himself; Jacobus returned 
happily to his place at the fire. 

But Nicholas had not gone back to his room. He was knock- 
ing on the kitchen-door of the house, to call his employers. 
The kitchen-door was double-locked from inside, once Nicho- 
las bad finished his work for the evening, so he could not get 
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in. But he persisted with his knocking until he had brought the 
two women into the kitchen. 

‘Whajt's the matter, Nicholas? What is it?’ 

The Misses Lowther stood in the middle of the room, their 
gowns clutched around them, their brushed, fading, reddish 
hair down to their shoulders, alarm on their long pale, droop- 
ing! y refined faces. 

‘Madams, listen, next door.’ 

They listened. They had heard the noise of the party from 
the front of the house; it sounded much louder now that they 
were in the kitchen. 

‘Yes, we can hear it, Nicholas, what about it?’ 

‘Madam, they tsotsis next door. Baas Glickman is gone, so 
that girl she brings tsotsLs to the house, every night. They 
drinking, madams, they bad people, they want to fight Nicho- 
las.’ 

‘Nonsense, Nicholas, go to bed. We know that Annie, she's a 
go(xl girl.’ 

Nicholas stood outside and grumbled obscurely. Then his 
grumbles became words, became a request. Could he come 
inside and spend the night on the kitchen floor? He was too 
frightened to sleep in his own room because of the tsotsis that 
girl had there. He knew they wanted to kill him. 

‘Nicholas, stop talking like that! They won't do anything to 
you. If they worry you, call us, and we'll call the police.' 

They switched ofl the light and began to make their way 
back to their bedroom. They had barely reached the door of 
the room when the knocking began again. 

‘What's it now, Nicholas?' 

‘Madams,’ Nicholas said, in the sincere dogged tones of a 
man to whom the expected worst had happened, ‘they worrying 
me.’ 

‘You know,’ the one Miss Lowther said to the other, ‘I think 
he’s as drunk as the rest of them.' 

‘He must have been drinking with them.’ 

‘I’m sure of it.’ 

‘Just listen to them!’ 

The Misses Lowther fled to the front of the house. The 
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knocking went on; so did the music, the voices, the laughter. 
Whh every minute that passed they sounded louder, uglier 
and more threatening to the two frightened white women. On 
an iimpulse one of them picked up the telephone and dialled 
the laumber of the Flying Squad. 

A few minutes later a police van, with dimmed lights, drew 
up ill front of the Glickman's house. Out of it climbed four 
policemen, two white, two African. They made their way round 
the side of the house, to the backyard. 

'tv Q/ makk julle hiersol' they shouted, turning the beams of 
their powerful torches on to the group around the brazier. 

The women screamed with fright, the man who had the 
bottle of brandy in his hands flung it away from him, Annie 
got ui5, stumbled over the step to her room and crawled to- 
wards her bed. The brazier was knocked over, its coals poured 
out in a heap on the ground. One man tried to flee round the 
side of the house, another was clubbed down by an African 
policeman while trying to scramble over the back fence. Annie 
was pulled out of her room, and she and the others were 
lined up. 

When the police left, ten minuter-later, they dragged with 
them, handcuffed together. Jacobus, the friend of his who 
o^ned the gramophone, and a house boy from a neighbour- 
ing house, the one who had tried to jump over the fence. The 
women and the other men were allowed to go after they had 
shown their papers and sworn they lived nearby. 

Nicholas had lain on the ground and watched the scene 
through the hedge; no one had seen him. The Misses Lowther 
had merely beared the shouts and cries. They hoped the police 
would not call on them, that they would not become ‘involved’ 
in any way, that no one would ever know who had asked the 
police to come. They did not breathe freely until they heard 
the police van drive off. Then they went to bed, each of them 
taking a couple of aspirins with water before doing so. 

Because she was frightened and ashamed, Annie did not 
immediately go to tell Rachel what had happened. Some days 
later Racihel and Bertie came to the house to see that every- 
thing was in order; and Bertie asked her if she knew where 
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Jacobus was, for he had not been to work at the factory for 
some days. Annie confessed that the police had come to the 
house and taken him and some others away. 

‘What was going on? Why did they come? Were you having 
a party? Making a noise?’ 

‘Yes, master.’ Annie hung her head. ‘Not so much noise, 
master.’ 

‘I’ll try to find out what’s happened to him.’ 

It took several weeks before Bertie was able to find out that 
Jacobus had been summarily tried and convicted on charges 
of being unable to produce all his documents on demand, and 
for being in illegal possession of ‘white’ liquor. He had been 
sent to a farm prison in the Bethel district. 

He nc\'“r returned to Johannesburg. Annie never heard 
from him again That too was one of the results of the shot 
which had been fired at Joel in the hills of Samaria. 


25 

The bullet had shattered one of Joel’s ribs on entry, and a 
portion of the shoulder blade on exit; it had gone straight 
through his lung In the hospital in Tel Aviv, to which he 
had been transferred from the local institution, his chvSt had 
been opened and the external and internal wounds repaired; 
the blood spilt within his chest had been drained; after a week 
the drain had been removed Of all this Joel was unconscious; 
all he was intermittently aware of was pain. 

Sometimes his pain was part of a gross, laboured, pitiable, 
nerve-wiacking noise, which he heard without knowing who 
was making it; often it was a weight which every inward 
bieath was a struggle to lift from his chest and every expul- 
sion of breath another failure to do so. It was a needle and 
thread passing through him with slow, deft, unbearable strokes 
which were somehow also connected with his breathing; it 
was a disc whirling within him at such speed and with such 
steadiness that it seemed quite still and harmless until the 
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footsteps of someone passing jarred his bed, jarred his pain, and 
he knew how viciously it was moving. In his dreams the pain 
became landscapes which he was compelled to enter,*so that 
he wandered through rooms of pain, climbed hills of pain, 
was trapped among rocks of pain. 

Often he dreamed that he was dead, or had been dead, or 
was dying once more, having died insufficiently the previous 
times. Death became familiar to him, a visited place, a known 
state, spacious, painless, vacant, silent, dark, cool. It was life, 
not death, that choked him and hurt him; and he wanted only 
to escape from it. He crawled away from life when it wasn’t 
attending to him, he hid from it, he composed himself as in- 
conspicuously as he could and waited for death to take him in. 
At other times, when all the rest of him was alive and in pain, 
he simply held his death in his hand. It seemed to him that it 
had always been there - a help, a promise that he would never 
forego. 

Once he dreamed that he had been transformed into a tree; 
his right leg had sprouted branches, twigs, and leaves; and 
even after some part of himself had woken, he lay quite still, 
afraid that if he moved those twigs would tear the sheets 
between which he now knew himself to be lying. He woke 
ftSlly at last from the dream and was surprised to find himself 
wholly a man : he might as well have been a tree, he thought 
in confusion and yet with a sense of total logicality, before he 
had been a man. 

Waking from that dream or from some other, he was 
astonished to see his mother and father by his bedside. ‘What 
are you doing here?’ he asked - surprised not because they 
were at his bedside, but because of the strange places in which 
he had last seen them m his dreams. Then he forgot that they 
had been near him, and dreamed he was writing letters to them, 
explaining where he was, and what had happened. But where 
was he? What had happened? He could not read what he had 
written, and stared at the blurred, disintegrating words that 
had made everything plain just a moment before; he saw 
Leon’s face, and Harry’s and Yitzchak’s, and the faces of 
others from the kibbutz and elsewhere; but if he saw them 
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once a day he saw them innumerable times in places neither 
they nor he had ever been in, regions, provinces, countries of 
sensation he had never visited before. 

So time, or what would have been time had it been measur- 
able, passed. The same night recurred again and again, mys- 
teriously demanding to be lived through repeatedly; there were 
days that were no more than a space of light between two 
swiftly closing excluding curtains of darkness; others that 
began before dawn and were still waiting for dawn after 
lapses longer, deeper, than time could span. There were gaps 
and crevasses out of life into which he was rolled down, tum- 
bled. bruised, abrased; he was dissolved into levels of himself 
that were not himself, that were stone, root, grain or sand, 
branch of ♦ree. pure wind, water, anything. Pursuing conscious- 
ness and pursued by it, inhabited by alien beings and vacated 
from being, lost, dead and reborn, he was cast out at length 
on an ordinary white bed in a white hospital ward. The cur- 
tains, he saw, opening his eyes wide to the light one morning, 
were checked with red and white. 


26 

Rapidly, as the days of his recuperation passed, Joel realized 
how little new was the world around him; the time tha; had 
immediately followed his wounding ceased to be a cataclysmic 
end of days and became instead merely a brief, implausible, 
vaguely recollected interval of pain and delirium. Yet many 
things had changed - how or why he did not know. Decisions 
had been made within him, ambitions had been surrendered 
and acquired, he had become both more patient and Ic^s so. 
He couldn't speak of any of this; he was .still too weak, too 
uncertain, too surprised by his own recovery. 

In fact, he spoke very little; when he did speak it was 
usually to his mother, who sat by his bed ^')r as many hours of 
every day as she was allowed to. Sometimes she talked quietly 
to him, and sometimes, in Yiddish, or in her long-unused, 
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formal, literary Hebrew, to the other patients in the ward; 
often she just read the books which she brought with her, while 
Joel slept. 

Sleep was the third stage of his recovery, after the delirium 
and his return to consciousness. He slept copiously, accepting 
gratefully the drugs that were given to him when he asked for 
them; he slept through mealtimes and visiting hours, through 
the hundred loud noises of the hospital; all he looked forward 
to during his periods of waking were the profound immersions 
in sleep which awaited him. It was another lapse of his con- 
sciousness that he was surrendering to; but this one was calm, 
like a return to childhood, and all the more so for his aware- 
ness of his mother's presence at his bedside. 


27 

Once Benjamin was sure that Joel would recover, and he could 
look up, as it were, from the hospital bed and his own anxieties, 
he spent much less of his time in Uie hospital than Sarah; he 
busied himself in trying to sec as much of the country as he 
could. 

He walked about the Tel Aviv streets when his rheumatism 
permitted him to, he went on guided tours with busloads of 
tourists, he spent a day wandering about the ma’ahara in which 
Yitzchak had lived before he had been called into the army - 
asking questions, staring, poking, frowning, shaking his head; 
he hired a car and travelled with a driver through the Galilee, 
and to Haifa and Jerusalem and Beersheba. 

He said little to the others about what he was seeing and 
learning outside the hospital He found it too difficult to de- 
scribe either what he saw or the truth of his own reactions to it. 
After so many years of thinking about a Jewish stale in a 
Jewish Palestine, after having read so many Zionist books and 
papers, having attended so many meetings, given so much 
money; after having relied so heavily upon Zionist achieve- 
ments as a moral and emotional recompense for the humilia- 
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tions, estrangements and insecurities he had suffered in his own 
life, and for the unimaginable horrors of what had been done 
to the*Jews of Europe - after all this, Benjamin felt cheated, 
thwarted, baffled and disappointed everywhere he went. Was 
this the Zion he had dreamed of, comforted himself with, 
propagandized and given money for, been so proud to have his 
son work in and fight for? This? This? 

How could he speak about it to his wife, who had never been 
a Zionist; or to his son, whose life had been put in danger from 
a Jewish bullet, as a result of a lunatic escapade which no one 
could account for or excuse, and which Joel himself had never 
offered any explanation for? Could he tell them that he found 
Tel Aviv hot and crowded, filled with rough-mannered and 
poorly dressed people? That he saw strained, unhappy and un- 
frienoly lacc, everywhere? That there was so much haste in the 
streets and so much idleness; so much noise and so much in- 
efficiency? That the buildings all looked so unspeakably rub- 
bishy to him? That the Hebrew he had learned a lifetime 
before, in talmud torah and veshivah, was of so little use; and 
that there were tens of thousands of people in the street whose 
Hebrew was no better than his own, and who spoke in a babble 
of languages he couldn’t understand? That food was in such 
short supply, and that what there was of it was so ill-prepared? 
That there were no big factories, no department stores, no wide 
thoroughfares, no railway stations - nr -thing that m.*de up 
what he thought of as a city, a real city? And what 'as he 
comparing it with, after all? Not Paris, not London, not 
Rome: just lousy Johannesburg! 

Outside Tel Aviv the small towns were hideous: the kibbut- 
zim were for people who could put up with wooden huts, flies, 
heat and communal feeding; the refugee camps were worse 
than the locations for Africans in South Africa - he wouldn’t 
help thinking them worse, simply because most of the people in 
them were white, were Jews. Only in the south was there any 
real sense of available space; and the south was nothing but a 
desert, like the Karroo, the backside of a country. Elsewhere 
there was rock, uncultivable hills, stretcf.cs of barren sea-sand, 
and, here and there, green pockets, pouches, tablecloths of 
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fields and orange groves. The promised land I Tt filled his heart 
with grief and pity, and with a kind of anger, too, a rebellious- 
ness and defiance which, to his own surprise, were directed 
chiefly against the pale, recumbent silent Joel - so far as they 
were directed against anybody, and not just against God, fate, 
or Jewish history. 

Benjamin could not forgive Joel the panic and confusion 
which he had felt when he had heard that Joel's life was in 
danger, his sense of utter, black helplessness and dependence; 
and that memory was linked inextricably in his mind with his 
present raw disappointments and fatigues. 

‘What do you expect?' he said once or twice to his wife. ‘It*s 
a poor little country, it's hardly two years old, the refugees are 
pouring in by the hundreds of thousands. What do you ex- 
pect?’ 

But to Joel he .said nothing at all, though wild accusations, 
words of reproach and .seIf-a.ssertion rose from his breast to his 
tongue and were swallowed down again, sometimes with a 
visible effort. ‘What were you looking for? Why must I come to 
Eretz Yisroel to find you like this? What did you want - to 
fini.sh us both off? I have a life of toy own, you hear? I won't 
let you spoil it ! ’ 

. He had said none of this, yet the silence between them had 
been without peace since Benjamin had asked, in furious be- 
wilderment, ‘What were you doing there, in that no-man's- 
land?’ and Joel had given the cold, off-hand reply, *I went for a 
walk.’ Neither of his parents had asked him the same question 
since. 


28 

Everybody in the ward, with one exception, looked with in- 
terest and curiosity at the excited, happy, talkative family 
group around Joel's bed. Among the people in the ward there 
was a sahra who had had his appendix out and another who 
had fallen out of the back of a moving truck; there was a 
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Roumanian cook from a caf^ near the Mograbi who had been 
operated on for piles, a German bank clerk with a heart condi- 
tion, a •¥ emenite policeman who had had his head cut open 
during a demonstration by unemployed immigrants, a jovial 
Russian builder with a broken leg and an immense set of 
gleaming steel teeth, a boy of about fifteen with a wasting 
disease who looked eight or nine years old. All of them knew 
a great deal about each other, perhaps because of, rather than 
in spite of, the difficulties they had in communicating with each 
other or with the staff; one or another was continually being 
called upon to translate for the next, sometimes in order to get 
a message across to a third. 

Now while the Glickmans stood together, laughing and ex- 
claiming, the word about David was already being passed from 
patient to patient, in a variety of languages. *It*s his brother. 
The one who was in England.’ ‘They're from South Africa, 
who says England?' ‘He’s younger, you can see it.’ ‘He looks 
more like the mother, if you ask me.' ‘No, that’s his brother, I 
said, bruder, acho . . . ken*} Ata mehvinl Verstehst du?* 

The one patient who had not looked up was in the far corner 
of the ward. He sat on the edge of his bed, with one leg lifted 
in front of him and crossed over the other. The pyjama trouser 
of the leg in front of him had been rolled up to the knee, and 
with the tips of his fingers, his eyes fixed upon his hand as it 
moved up and down, he was gently stroking the length of his 
fleshless, hairless, yellow shin. He was a concentration camp 
survivor: that was all that was known about him in the ward. 
He never spoke to anyone, and moved from his bed unly to go 
to the lavatory. Each time he did this he carefully rolled down 
his pyjama-leg and stood up, revealing himself to be surprising- 
ly tall and large-boned, and not much past middle-age; then he 
limped through the ward, looking neither to the right nor left. 
When he returned he took up his position on the edge of his 
bed, rolled up his trouser-leg, and with the same, light soothing 
touch, began once more to stroke his shin, up and down, up 
and down, endlessly, tirelessly. Even when the ward was in 
darkness, late at night, he sat there; in tiiC mornings, when the 
others awoke, they found him sitting bowed and absorbed over 
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his moving hand. No one ever visited him. He should obvious- 
ly have been in a psychiatric ward, but the other patients 
accepted his presence there without comment or complaf nt. 


29 

Benjamin was smiling with pleasure at the surprise he and 
David had given the others ‘I went into the Federation office,’ 
he explained, ‘to look if there was any post, and the first thing 
I see, if you don't mind, is this young gentleman leaning over 
the counter and asking if they knew what hospital Joel was in. 
I don't know who was more astonished - me when 1 saw him, 
or him when I tapped him on the shoulder.’ 

Tapped? That was no tap! You knocked the breath out of 
me.* 

He and David had made up their quarrel : that was obvious. 
They had made it up on the instant, before they had known 
that they were doing so, having met so unexpectedly and hav- 
ing felt so much happiness in seeing each other. It hadn’t 
seemed possible for them to feel anything else. 

‘I wasn’t even sure that you were in Israel,’ David explained. 
‘-Let alone that you were in the Fed. Office, all ready to punch 
me in the back ! ’ 

‘Who punched? What punched?’ 

‘You didn't get our letters?' his mother asked. 

‘The last letter I got was the one Rachel wrote me, just after 
you left. For all I knew you might have been and gone. Or 
Joel -’ he turned and looked at his brother, his eyes shining 
with relief and remembered fear. There was no need for him 
to finish the sentence. 

‘So you came?’ Joel said, gratefully. 

David nodded. 

The silence that followed was broken by Benjamin. ‘How 
did you manage it?’ he asked. ‘Where did you get the money 
for your fare?’ 

‘Well, I travelled rough, I can tell you - third-cla.ss to Mar- 
seilles, and on the deck from there, on a Greek boat. I took on 
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board a whole lot of chocolate and fruit and condensed milk, 
and lived off that. We went first to Genoa, then to Piraeus, then 
to Nicoaia, all over the place. But 1 canVgrumble, actually I 
had a good time, except for being anxious about Joel. There 
was a crowd of American boys on board and 1 fell in with 
them, they used to smuggle me food from the dining-room.’ 

David’s animation and pride in his adventures made it easy 
for them to overlook the fact that everything he said referred 
indirectly to his quarrel with his father. He told them of the job 
he had had in a Lyons tea-shop in London, washing dishes and 
wiping tables; he described the room he had taken in Camden 
Town; he told them about Jonathan's flat and Jonathan’s wife. 

‘One visit to them was enough for me,* he said scornfully, ‘I 
never went back.’ 

Benjamin heard him with satisfaction. Then he said, ‘But 
even to travel on the deck costs money. You didn't manage to 
save up so much from your dish-washing, did you?’ 

‘No, that’s not where I got the money.’ 

‘So where did you get it?' 

‘Well, when 1 got Rachel’s letter, all T thought about was 
how to come here as soon as I could. I didn't want to go and 
ask Jonathan for anything, I really wasn't keen on that. 1 didn’t 
know what to do. Then 1 remembered Uncle Samuel telling me 
that there was some kind of a cousin of his - of ours - in Lon- 
don, a psychoanalyst. Dr Rosing, So I looked him up in the 
book, phoned him up, and told him who I was, and asked him 
if I could come and see him. Once I was there I asked him to 
lend me fifty quid, and explained to him why 1 needed it. I told 
him you'd pay him back. And he gave it to me, what's more! 
He said he was glad to - he said he did it for my mother's sake. 
1 didn't know he was an old flame of yours, mom?' 

‘So first you borrow from Samuel, then from someone you’ve 
never seen before! What kind of way is that to travel around 
the world?' Only then did Benjamin say to his wife, 'I remem- 
ber, you told me about that Rosing fellow.’ 

David laughed at the tone of his voice and the expression on 
his face. Sarah laughed too. ‘I'm glad he still thinks so kindly 
of me,' she said. 
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‘Oh, he does. He certainly made me wonder what went on 
between the two of you. He asked me all about you, about all 
of us, he kept on saying how well he remembers you, ajnd what 
an interesting girl you were.’ 

‘You think that's impossible?’ Sarah exclaimed, still amused, 
yet a little incensed, also, by David’s tone of voice. She was 
sitting in the armchair next to the bed, David was standing be- 
side her. He took her hand in his. 

‘He told me it was like another life for him - Cape Town, 
Dors River, South Africa altogether He's never been back. But 
he's still got a bit of a South African accent, it was funny to 
hear it coming out.' 

‘What’s he like?’ Sarah asked curiously. ‘How does he Jive?’ 

‘Very comfortably, from what 1 saw of his place. He's got a 
big Victorian house somewhere in Hampstead. It looks a bit 
grim from the outside, but inside it's pretty luxurious - all 
white-panelled woodwork and Persian rugs and bits of antique 
furniture here and there. And vases of llowcis His wife's Eng- 
lish, I think, not Jewish anyway - a big, smart-looking kind 
of woman. I hardly saw her. And they have just one son - he 
mentioned only one, doing law in Oxford. “Reading" law, as he 
said. That's how they live, anyway. As tor what he's like ’ 

. David pulled a face, and spoke cautiously at first, glancing 
down at his mother. 'Well, he was really very nice to me, giving 
me the fifty quid and everything, so 1 suppose I should be nice 
to him in return. But I can't say I took to him. He didn't seem 
anything special to me. He's a bit dried out and self-satisfied; 
pretty smug, really. We got talking about things in general - to 
listen to him talk you'd get the idea that serious thinking about 
life just didn't exist in the world until people like him appeared 
on the scene. Then, plonk! in 1903 or whenever it was that 
Freud started writing, it began. And a few people like himself 
have carried it on ever since. He's got it all worked out, he 
knows all the answers, he can see with his wise, trained eyes 
through all our little delusions and religions and ailments. It's a 
kind of smallness, knowingness, cocksureness - I don't know 
what the word is - anyway, he’s got it. I’m quite sure it never 
occurs to him that anyone would be perfectly sane and intelli- 
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gent and still think his way of looking at things one-eyed and 
boring/ 

He broke off with a gesture, half-apologetic, half-indicative of 
how much more he still had to say to them. But this wasn’t the 
place or the time. ‘Hell, all I’ve done is talk about what’s been 
happening to me. I want to hear about you people, all of you.’ 

*Bevakashah, bevakashah!* A small, fat nurse waddled to- 
wards them, gesturing, pointing at her watch; it was time for 
the evening meal. 

The visitors began to leave. When David and his mother 
and father had reached the door, Joel called out, ‘Hey, David.* 

He came back eagerly. ‘Ja.’ 

‘Coming here like this ~ you make me feel - I've never been 
much of a brother to you.’ 

‘Balls! Yoi' have, you have - don't talk like that. You know, 
all the way here I was thinking about when we were kids - the 
games we used to play, the things you used to tell me, the 
way we used to feel when Dad got mad with us and we'd hide 
in the garden until he'd got over it? You remember? Why do 
we ever forget that kind of stuff? When I heard you were sick, 
^in danger, I realized just how much I've always relied on you. 
You were always there; and I was freer and stronger, I was 
safe, because you were there. When I was a kid I knew it, too; 
there was nothing in the world I knew better. Now I had to 
learn it all over again. Thai's why I cam^. you understat'd?’ 
Then he said, astonishing Joel : ‘1 tried to pray for you.’ 

'Bevakashah! Bevakashah!* 

‘Here she comes again. You better go.’ 

‘Sure, sec you tomorrow.’ 


30 

On his first Friday evening David went by himself to a tiny 
synagogue in a street running off from Allenby Street, towards 
the war-devastated area that had once been ihe border between 
Tel Aviv and Jaffa. The .synagogue was .simply a room on the 
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ground floor of a run-down building which had crazy staircases 
and verandahs of wood, iron and gauze hanging from its un- 
painted front. Lights burned in rooms, the air was scgited with 
the smell of food cooking over primus stoves; in the sandy 
little space in front of the building children played and shouted 
while the members of the congregation gathered together. 

David had gone out to look for a synagogue; he had never 
imagined that he would find one so small and shabby. There 
were two steps down into it; the place was lit dimly by a few 
unshaded bulbs and by candles in tarnished holders. Over the 
ark hung a threadbare, dusty piece of green baize, attached by 
rings to a brass rod, and the ark itself was merely a wooden 
cupboard; the platform for the reader was a schoolmaster’s 
dais, on which stood a decrepit household table, covered with 
an imitation silk cloth. From cracks in the plaster of the walls 
and the low ceiling dust seemed actually to sprout forward, 
like a kind of growth. 

In these surroundings, benches creaking at every movement, 
the dozen or fifteen members of the congregation went through 
the service that David remembered unwillingly attending with 
his father, when he had been a ^hoolboy in Johannesburg. 
Their voices holding in a sigh or cry to one interminable sylla- 
.ble, or rushing unpredictably over a hundred, the congregants 
uttered the Hebrew words that were familiar to him only as 
noise, not as meanings, and that roused in him a melancholy, 
slightly resentful nostalgia for what he had never known: for 
the synagogues of Eastern Europe in which his forebears had 
prayed and which he was sure this place resembled; for the 
piety which was not ashamed of the mcagreness it tenanted; 
for a God so humble as to enter a room like this one, to be 
satisfied with so little. 

And yet how much that God had been given ! This was how 
Jews had always prayed, lifting discordant plaintive voices in 
an eternity of supplication, across wildernesses of space - 
Russia, America, South Africa, everywhere. What a people the 
Jews were; how entangled in the sadness of their history was* 
their God! They had thrown that net of suffering over Him; 
and, all-powerful though He was. He could never escape it. An 
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imprisoned, suffering God ; David's mind clung to the words. 
In a suffering world only a God who suffered could be re- 
spected.. 

There were several bearded old men in the congregation; the 
others were more or less middle-aged, more or less shabbily 
dressed; there was no one of David's age. One of the old men, 
with red watering eyes and a strange fatty odour on the miscel- 
lany of clothes he wore, asked David in Yiddish if he wanted to 
be called up to the desk, and David shook his head hastily, 
when he understood what was being suggested to him; he 
wouldn't have known what to do, he wouldn't have been able 
to read the prayers. The old man left him, the shuffle of one 
foot carrying him further than the shuffle of the other. David 
sat there, a tattered siddur in front of him, the black archaic 
letter.'i un its pages staring up at him. He rose to his feet when 
the others did, and sat when they sat. Then the service was 
over. Outside, most of the children were gone; in the dusk, on 
one side, the ruins stretched away, each shattered wall or heap 
of rubble seeming to rise to no height at all against the sky 
and the dark space around it. On the other side, though all its 
lights burned, the city was strangely hushed. 

Of course - this Sabbath wasn’t just his and those of a few 
other Jews; it was Sabbath foi the whole city. The streets were 
almost empty of traffic; through half-drawn curtains, he saw 
candles burning in first and second-floor windows; the letters 
on the shop-fronts were the same as those he had seen in the 
siddur, the people who passed him in the streets spoke the 
language of the prayers he had just heard. Here there was 
nothing freakish or suspect about going to shul on a Friday 
evening, or walking home from the service after having been 
there. Not that he was going home now; he was merely going to 
an hotel. But he imagined himself walking back to a home of 
his own; settled, secure, returning to a waiting wife, a pair of 
burning candles, a festive tablecloth, children perhaps; and he 
quickened his pj\ce, as though these were already waiting for 
him. The evening air was mild, and the graceless, peeling, 
repetitive, narrow streets of the city seemed to him safe, already 
known. 
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He remembered his grandmother, and wished she were walk- 
ing with him, and that he had known her better, had taken the 
chance to learn from all she had had to teach him, instead of 
dismissing her as a remote, antique survival. And he also said to 
himself ‘Jewboy - hooknose -Yid testing the words out to see 
if they still had the power to hurt him, in these surroundings. 

David had often wondered how difficult it would be for him 
to speak to his family of the change that had begun to take 
place within him; he had anticipated embarrassment, apology, 
laboured explanation. But once he started to talk to them, on his 
return to their hotel, all the doubts, insecurities and hesitations 
he actually felt; his sense of tentative hope and speculative 
wonder; the nostalgia, resentment and yearning that had filled 
him in the little synagogue he had just left; the loneliness and 
unreality of the hours he had spent in London in and out of 
stone-pillared, marble-tableted churches, churches lumin- 
ous with stucco and gilt, churches ugly and forbidding with 
varnished wood and tortured Christs; the shock of fear and 
deprivation that had gone through him when he had heard of 
Joel’s wounding; the fantasy of marriage and homecoming in 
which he had just indulged himself- all this was translated, 
when he opened his mouth, into a firm, almost boastful con- 
fession of faith. 

‘I want to become a real Jew,’ he told his mother and father, 
in the half-empty hotel lounge, with its beige paintwork and 
dispiriting decorations. Gilt wires were twisted across entire 
walls in the shapes of Stars of David, of kibbutz watchtowers, 
of vague skyscraping cities (unlike any in Israel), of half-human 
figures dancing the horra and holding up Sk:rolis of the Law. 
The three of them were sitting there over their coffee-cups, after 
the meal, waiting for Yitzchak, who had earlier left a message 
that he would call, as he was in town with a week-end pass. 

‘1 don’t suppose,’ David added, with a smile that gave his 
face a mocking expression, though who or what he was mock- 
ing none of them could have said, 'there can be a better place 
to do it in than Israel.’ 

His parents were as astonished as Joel had been when David 
had spoken of prayer to him. They were more than astonished; 
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they were worried. ‘Why? Why?’ they asked. ‘Do you believe 
in God?’ 

‘Yes.’, 

‘Why?’ Sarah asked. 

‘Because 1 believe He exists.’ 

It was comiq as well as serious; but it was not embarrassing. 

‘A Jewish God? The Bible, the Talmud, everything?’ 

‘I don't know about everything. I know nothing at all. So 
how can 1 say? But I want to find out. And to try to become a 
Jew is the obvious path for me; at least until I know more I 
should try to go the way that all the other Jews have gone 
along. I'm not a Christian, I never could become one; quite 
apart from anything else, 1 could never forgive the religion for 
what it's done to the Jews. But 1 feel that if I try hard it's 
possible, ii ^ conceivable, that 1 could become a Jew. Some 
kind of Jew. And I want the help that belonging to the group 
can give me - the guidance, the instruction, the experience.’ 

Benjamin was more disturbed and at the same time more 
sympathetic than Sarah. She found it difficult to take David 
seriously; while he felt some obscure part of himself both 
vindicated and challenged by what David had said.‘When did 
you begin to feel like this?' he asked, wondering if the quarrel 
he had had with David had perhaps been a cause or a symptom 
of David’s alteration. 

‘In London,’ David answered. ‘One night there - something 
happened to me - I began to ask que.stions 1 hadn't asked 
before.' But the memory of the confusion of that evening 
silenced him. He had said enough. He was relieved that he had 
spoken at last, and that it had been so easy. He was proud, too, 
of the surprise he had caused. To go on would merely weaken 
its effect. 

31 

Joel progressed from his bed to an armchair next to it, from 
the armchair to being able to walk about the ward, and from 
there at last to coming out of the hospital and going to stay 
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temporarily at the same hotel as David, near that in which his 
parents were living. During this time suggestions were made 
and decisions were taken which were eventually to lead to the 
dissolution of the way of life of the Glickman family, as it had 
been previously taken for granted by them all, even when they 
had been separated from one another - with its centre the 
sprawling, iron-roofed house in Observatory, Johannesburg, 
and its income from the butter factory in Pritchard Street 
Extension. 

There was much argument, but no drama, during those three 
weeks; much vehemence but little persuasion. Each felt he was 
doing no more than make explicit what had already happened 
within him; at the same time each thought the talk of the 
others idle, wilful, and self-deluded. To all of them the period 
was one of tedium and scepticism, spent in the unreal surround- 
ings of hotel-lounges, of restaurants and pavement cafes, finally 
in the departure lounge of Lydda airport. They were relieved 
when it was over, when they had had the last of the many 
discussions that had begun with Benjamin's announcement 
that he wanted to retire to Israel. 

That we’re all together here is««an opportunity we must 
grasp,’ he said, his hands, closing in the air above the restaurant 
table at which they were sitting. 'Me and your mother can do 
it, we can manage. We wouldn't live as comfortably as we do 
in South Africa - there’d be no Annie or John to do everything 
for us. But, ail the same, we're both keeping well, and we could 
make a life for ourselves.’ 

He had been talking, he said, to some people he’d met in the 
Federation Office, who had bought some land about fifteen 
miles outside Tel Aviv and were planning to lay out a township 
there. ‘But a good one - not like the rubbish you see in other 
places. Big plots, with decent houses on them, and a club for the 
people who live there, and so on.’ They wanted to attract people 
like himself who were thinking of retiring, as well as younger 
business and professional people who were settling in Israel 
and had some capital behind them - South Africans, Ameri- 
cans, people from England, who were used to a high standard 
of living. ‘Manny Bresloff - you remember him from Joh’burg? 
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- he told me the names of some of the people from South 
Africa who*ve put themselves down for plots, and I already 
knew half a dozen of them. So we wouldn’t be lonely, that’s 
for sure.’ 

As for the business in Johannesburg: there were two possible 
alternatives. The first was to let Bertie run it for him; he would 
be keen enough to have it as his own responsibility, and he was 
competent enough, too, or would be when he had had a little 
more experience. The other possibility was simply to sell the 
place. He’d already had invitations to sell from farmers’ co- 
ops; it was the type of business they were itching to get their 
hands on. Well, if they really wanted it he would let them have 
it. But they would have to pay I 

He wasn’t afraid of the cost of the move, of the cost of 
buying the land and building on it, even though prices in Israel 
were crazy. Things had been going well in the business in South 
Africa. Since he’d bought out Meyer he’d had the best years 
ever in the creamery; he’d gone into partnership with Ezrael 
Klein and a couple of others in putting up a block of fiats and 
shops in Hillbrow, and the venture had turned out well, better 
than he’d anticipated; what he’d invested in the Stock Ex- 
change had lately come splendidly right. He had never done so 
well in his whole life as he had in those last few years, even 
though none of the children had known anything about it, 
they’d been so busy running around with their own affairs ~ uni- 
versity, England, Israel, whatever they liked. 

If all he wanted in the world was money, he would stay in 
South Africa. But instead of using the money to make more 
money, he’d rather u.se it to please himself. Perhaps (who could 
tell?) he might bring over enough to make an investment in 
Israel, too; something that might help them here. 

There was no one who could reproach him for leaving 
South Africa, he added - though no one had offered any 
reproach. The country wasn’t a poorer place because he’d lived 
in it. In any case, what feeling could he have for it when it was 
ruled by people who'd prayed for Hitler to win the war; who’d 
waited for the day when they could send the Jews to concen- 
tration camps? They now talked differently, they wouldn’t 
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touch the Jews, he was sure, they now tried their best to make 
everyone forget what their past was like. But he had not for- 
gotten. And how much better was their present - whert all they 
knew was to hound the blacks with new laws, new restrictions, 
new penalties? It wasn't for people like that to tell him what 
to feel about South Africa. He would miss the country, it was 
true. He'd spent nearly fifty years in it; it was his life that had 
passed there. 

‘But if I can live in Israel for the years I've still got,' he 
said firmly, ‘then this is where I must live. They talk about 
building a nation here. But the Jews are already a nation, they 
always have been. A nation's a memory, that's all, a longer 
memory than any of us can have on our own. And what's the 
Jewish memory? Does it bear much thinking about? 1 don’t 
want to leave it to others to make the memory a different one, 
now that I have the chance, at last.’ 

‘But what's the good of talking like that?’ Sarah protested. 
‘What you’ve got in your head won't help you in your actual 
living here. Benjamin, why are you pretending, what are you 
trying to tell us? I know that you don't really like it here.' 

Benjamin's face wrinkled in a queer expression of amuse- 
ment and chagrin. ‘If I choose to live here then I bloody well 
have the right - the right, do you hear? - not to like it!’ he 
said loudly, bringing his hand down with a bang on the table- 
top. 


32 

They all laughed at this an.swer, but later Joel surprised the 
others by telling them that he wanted to leave Israel, that he 
wanted to go back to university and finish his degree in history. 
This merely made Benjamin more obdurate. 

‘You suit yourself. It doesn't matter to me, I have my own 
life.’ The phrase he had swallowed down several times before 
came out almost casually, without Benjamin noticing it until 
it Was said. 
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Besides, he said, David would be staying in Israel; and 
David agreed, yes, he would, he wanted to stay. At any rate, he 
didn't want to leave. 

Sarah's dogged, distressed opposition to the idea of the move 
also had no apparent effect on Benjamin. He didn't care what 
she did. If she didn't like the idea of living in Israel, she could 
go and live with Bertie and Rachel; she could keep house 
for Joel in Johannesburg; she could go and live with her 
brother, Samuel. She could do what she liked. But he knew, 
he added later, that she would come with him; she always 
did in the end what she was told, though never with any 
grace, never so that a man could feel himself helped and 
supported. 

That outburst was followed by silence Then the talk began 
again, i alk about the costs of building, talk about David going 
on to one of the ulpan courses to learn Hebrew, talk about 
nationalism, talk about religion, talk about countries, careers, 
ambitions, talk about currency transfer regulations. 

There was Joel asking David, ‘Doesn't it put you off - the 
whole thing - kashrut, keeping the Sabbath, all those fanatics 
in Jerusalem in their kaftans and fur hats?' 

David laughed. 'I shouldn't think I'll become one of them. 
But they don't put me off, no. Why should they? Why shouldn't 
they believe that God is interested in us keeping our milk and 
meat separate? Why shouldn't that be a w:i> for us to show our 
willingness, our obedience to Him? It's loo bad if it otfends 
your idea of your own dignity; perhaps you have the wrong 
idea of it. What are we, after all? What's the whole bloody 
human race worth? How much better can we do? You know I 
remember once in London 1 was sitting in one of those Wren 
churches, and I thought, here's one of the greatest architects the 
world's ever seen, his buildings are a marvel to us. But say 
there is a higher intelligence than ours, watching us. Some 
spirit as intelligent in relation to us as we are to a child who 
makes a little building out of block.s, a goixl building for a 
child of his age. We say, “He's a clever boy.'' But what do we 
really think of his building? Do we take it seriously? Don't we 
pity him in a way for being proud of it? Do we take it more 
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seriously than his table manners, or anything else about him? 
You see what 1 mean?’ 

‘No.’ 

David was annoyed. ‘All right. I’m not proselytizing. If you 
don’t want to see it, you don’t.’ Yet he asked, on another 
occasion, ‘So what do you believe? Or do you think you can 
get along fine without believing in anything?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Joel answered wearily. ‘I just feel that 
beliefs and justifications and all that kind of stuff aren’t as im- 
portant as I once thought. Or not important in the way I 
thought they were. They don’t last, anyhow. Nothing lasts. 
We change, so they change.’ He looked around for more'^to say, 
provoked by the condescension he read on David’s face, and 
found some words. ‘It seems to me that we should just be 
content to be mediators, and not try to be judges.’ 

‘Mediators? I don’t understand. What do you think we 
mediate between?’ 

‘Practically everything. Everything that we’re part of and 
that’s part of us. Life and death. Matter and consciousne.ss. 
Past and future. The tiniest cell in my fingernail’s doing it, as 
much as my mind or my consciousness or any other part of 
me. 

• ‘I told you,’ he went on, suddenly vehement. ‘I’m tired of 
trying to find justifications for myself and for what I do. I’ve 
had enough of it. The hell with it! I don’t owe anyone any 
explanations or apologies for being alive, or for being a Jew, or 
for being five foot eight and having brown eyes, or for living in 
the middle of the twentieth century, or for being white and 
having a father who made some money in South Africa. I 
don’t have to exonerate my.self in front of anyone. Not the 
goyim, not the six million dead, not the blacks, not my father, 
not the Israelis - no one! I’ll do what I like. I’ll live where I 
like. I won’t go round telling myself that I can’t do this and I 
can’t do that, that I’ll be too lonely, that it’s too late, the 
world’s too wretched. I’m too guilty. Look, I was nearly dead, I 
thought I was dead : I know how easily I can be dispensed 
with. What’s true of me is true of everybody else - OK, I don’t 
want to pity myself for it or to admire myself for knowing it. 
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I just want to explore my margin while I can, to take my 
chances - all of them, including the ones I've been handed on a 
platter, as well as the ones I may be able to earn for myself. 
Nobody in the world can do any more, and there’s no group or 
society who can do it for me.’ 

‘You sound like me,’ David said, ‘Like me some time ago. 
That kind of thing won't carry you very far. Either you’ll 
realize it and start looking for something else again or 

‘Or 1 won't,’ Joel interrupted, irritatedly. 

‘Or you'll stop caring. You'll live like most other people do 
- so busy with themselves that they're never really aware that 
there’s a whole world outside themselves.’ 

Joel kept to himself his unkind opinion that that, perhaps, 
was what ailed David. And David wondered at how things had 
changed since his boyhood, when he had always believed Joel 
to be wiser than himself. 

Talk, talk. talk. When Sarah and Benjamin left for South 
Africa everything was decided and undecided. But Benjamin 
had put his name down for one of the plots in the village of 
which he had spoken. David went to his ulpan, which was on a 
religious kibbutz near Haifa. Joel went to Ramat Elkan to tell 
the others there that he was leaving, and to collect his things. 


33 

Leaving the kibbutz was a more painful experience for Joel 
than he had allowed himself to anticipate, lying in hospital and 
knowing that that was what he wished to do. 

It wasn't easy to leave for gotxi a place where he had put in 
so much work, and where the results of his work, together with 
that of all the others, had made so great a difference. When they 
had come to the hillside after six weeks on a border kibbutz in 
the Galilee, there had been nothing on it but grass and rock; 
in those days they had slept under canvas and had had their 
water brought up to them by tender each day. They had put up 
every building that could be seen on the crown of the hill; they 
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had laid the pipes that brought their water to them; they had 
cleared the rocks from the fields round about, that were now 
real fields, instead of so many tracts of wasteland; they had 
planted the little trees, still swathed in sacking and tied to 
stakes, that would one day shade all the paths on the meshek. 
To an outsider it might have looked like an ugly collection of 
hutments, sheds, vehicles and heaps of building materials; 
but, though he tried to do so, Joel could not see it as an out- 
sider. It occurred to him that perhaps never again would his 
work produce such tangible and effective results as it had done 
here. 

The people on the kibbutz were hurt by his defection, as he 
had known they would be; he had been hurt in the past by the 
defection of others, and he remembered how painful had been 
the disappointment and self-doubt he had felt when he had seen 
the departure of someone he liked or whose work he had valued. 
Now it was his turn to inflict that pain on others. Rafti, the 
sahra with whom he had guarded the tractor-shed on the night 
he had been wounded, asked him, ‘What for you go? It's no 
better any other place,' and Ginger from London, whose hair 
was a wild tangle of coppery red wa%ies and ringlets and errant 
locks, and whose face beneath was as mild and as plump as a 
baby's, paid Joel the compliment of sa>ing simply, ‘Oh, shit!' 
- not to Joel, but, as it were, to the world - and turning away 
so that no one could see the distress in his round, blue eyes. 

His courage having failed him, Joel had given out that he 
might be leaving only temporarily; but most people knew 
immediately that this was a fiction. Lcib, for one, at last felt 
free to express some of the hostility there had been between 
them for so long, and which both of them had always been 
careful to try to conceal. 

‘I always knew you’d pack in,’ he said, making no attempt to 
hide the reproach - and the satisfaction at having been proved 
right - in his voice. 

It was curious in fact that those who were most reproachful, 
who were most ready to look at and speak to Joel as if he were 
some kind of traitor, were those with whom he had got on least 
well, and who would not miss him at all. 
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Harry took it for granted that Joel would not be coming 
back. 

‘I knew something was going on/ he said. ‘Otherwise you’d 
never have gone out like you did that night. And before - you 
were in a state.’ He laughed abruptly. ‘It’s the kibbutz cafard.’ 
Then he said, ‘If you're going I'll probably go too. I don’t 
think I’ll be able to stick it out here without you.’ 

They were walking together through the olive grove of the 
abandoned Arab village. Harry walked with stiff strides, his 
long legs opening and closing like the blades of a pair of 
scissors. The grey, twisted trees looked more wraith-like than 
the black shadows they cast on the ground; the grove had an 
appearance of age, almost of antiquity, to which its neglected, 
desolate air contributed. The ground was littered with twigs 
and tiny leaves, with shreds and stones from fallen fruit; and 
branches had fallen, too. 

‘What'll you do if you do leave?* Joel asked. 

‘I don’t know. But I don’t think I'll leave Israel. I don’t 
fancy the idea of becoming a Jew again.’ 

‘It makes me nervous sometimes, to think of going back 
among the gm’/m,’ Joel confessed. ‘But it's funny - what you’ve 
just said - my brother's all keen on Israel because he thinks 
he’s become religious, he says he wants to be a real Jew.* 

‘Well, it’s a free country,' Harry answered ironically. ‘We 
admit all types.' 

At the end of the grove was a small ditch or gulley with a 
tumbledown fence of stone on the other side of it. They jumped 
over the ditch and sat down on the ground, their bfcks to the 
pale sun-warmed stone, their feet dangling above the ooze of 
mud that glittered in the hollow. 

‘No,’ Harry said, ‘I'd rather be an Anglo-Saxon among the 
Israelis, any day, than a Jew among the goy/m. I had enough of 
that.’ 

Joel threw down a pebble and kicked it aw'ay with his shoe 
before it had reached the ground. ‘It wasn't only disadvantages 
we wanted to get rid of by coming here. It was advantages as 
well. We wanted to get rid of the adv. ^tages of being lucky 
Jews, Anglo-Saxon Jews, rich Jews, Jews who escaped.' 
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Harry looked up, frowning, his lips thrust forward in a 
characteristic, pouting smile, the skin around them drawn 
smooth and tight. Joel knew he was going to stammer: that 
smile was almost a part of it. ‘But now - but now, you’ve 
learned to value those advantages - is that it?* 

‘In a way, yes. I want to use them, somehow, if I can.’ 

‘Well, I can't say 1 envy you. Neither the advantages nor the 
disadvantages.* 

But he was making no reproach, passing no judgement. 
Calmed by the sunshine and the silence around them, by the 
friendship they felt for one another, by the melancholy of 
knowing that they would not again be together for many years, 
if ever, they sat talking together. Then, from far off, they heard 
the sound of the bell clanging on the kibbutz for the midday 
meal. Joel was leaving after he had eaten. 

They got up to go. The grove was still; the trees held up 
their dim, wistful branches to the sun. 

Harry stood without moving, his head lowered thought- 
fully, ‘You know what's the worst thing about being a Jew 
among the f^oyimV he said. ‘I’ll tell you. They don't hate us 
because we killed Christ. They hats^us because we produced 
him, it was from the Jews that he came. Came with alt his 
impossible demands - give all you have to the poor, turn the 
other cheek when anyone strikes you, look not after a woman 
with lust in your heart. How can ordinary, hitting, fucking, 
greedy people do it? So they hate him for asking it of them, 
and the more they hate him the more they hate the Jews, who're 
responsible for him.’ 

‘Are you trying to make me stay here?* Joel asked. 

‘No. I’m just thinking of what you’re going back to.* 



Part Six 


1 

Denys Warrenton's small, rapidly blinking, dimly blue eyes 
were set closely together, his lips were thin and pale, his 
shoulders were slight, and his legs were short. However, he 
made up for the lack of distinction in his appearance by the 
alertness, interest and ingenuousness which he conveyed with 
every lively movement of his body, every cock of his head, 
every gesiu«e of his hands. When he was seated he always sat 
on the very edge of his chair, like an excited schoolboy; when 
he was on his feet he often rose eagerly on to his toes. He 
expressed amusement by lowering and shaking his head in a 
silent laugh; surprise by swaying back and holding up a hand, 
as if to take an oath; seriousness by nodding repeatedly with a 
stiffened neck and blinking his eyes even more rapidly than 
usual; affection by putting his head so much to one side that it 
almost rested on his shoulder; determination by bringing his 
hands together in front of his chest and shaking them as though 
he held a pair of dice concealed within them. Generally he 
listened and responded with these gestures far more i:;an he 
spoke; this gave him a reputation for being not only eager and 
alert but for being deep and sincere as well. 

He was sincere, in his way - a way which had always been 
profitable to him. He was sincere in making mock of his title 
and the whole in.stitution of the House of Lords; sincere in de- 
ploring colour prejudice, the hydrogen bomb, organized reli- 
gion, English conservatism and English cooking, the famous 
public school at which he had been educated and the philisti- 
nism of the British public; sincere in the modesty with which he 
pronounced himself to be a man whose only meagre talent lay 
in spotting the talents of others and nur ing them to fruition; 
sincere in anticipating that the goodwill he showed to the world 
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would be reciprocated by the world; on those sad occasions 
when this faith was betrayed he was sincere in the dismay and 
disappointment he showed. Above all, he was sinc^e in the 
esteem and adoration with which he regarded his wife and their 
three children. 

The Warrentons* marriage was a famous one. The Warren- 
tons' marriage had been written about in several journals, more 
than once by one or the other of the Warrentons, who ascribed 
its success firstly to the love they felt for one another, of course, 
and then to the similarity of their interests and views, to the 
frankness with which they thrashed out their problems be- 
tween them, to the fact that Lady Warrenton (or Meg, as she 
was referred to in the articles that Denys Warrenton wrote) 
had never allowed the arduousness of her duties as the mother 
of the three Warrenton children to come between her work and 
herself, and had also never allowed her work to come between 
her and her children. The Warrenton marriage had been on 
television; so had the Warrenton children, who were famous 
(among those who went to the Warrenton's parties) for their 
delightful, barefooted, pyjama'd appearances among the War- 
renton's distinguished guests. These^ appearances were typical 
of the artlessness and sincerity of the Warrenton’s family life, 
^hich had always remained extraordinarily little affected by 
the publicity it had received or by the strains of the many social 
and intellectual demands the work of the Warrenton parents 
made upon them. After ten years of marriage Meg and Denys 
Warrenton were still like young lovers. They held hands in 
public, they smiled tenderly at one another across rooms full of 
guests, they spoke to each other in scraps of gibberish mean- 
ingful only themselves and bewildering (but charming) to their 
friends; they played private games together on railway jour- 
neys and at dull dinner parties and in their office. They shared 
their office (the two desks in it, side by side, had been photo- 
graphed); they shared their bed (that, too, had been photo- 
graphed); they shared their talent for spotting the talent of 
others. 

They had met while they had both been working for the 
BBC during the war; since the war they had together revita- 
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lized the old-established publishing hrm of Kenworthy and 
Rose. Meg was black-haired, sharp-toothed, even smaller and 
slighter Uian Denys, but fully as energetic. Everyone (that is, 
everyone who knew the Warrentons) agreed that no photo- 
graph did Meg full justice, for photography could not repro- 
duce her warm, dark complexion and the mobility of her face 
when she talked. She was almost as good a talker, people gener- 
ally agreed, as he was listener. 


2 

It was in the Warrentons’ large, high-ceilinged. ornately- 
corniced drawing-room, with its tall windows overlooking 
Teviot Square, that Joel and Pamela met again. They found 
themselves jammed together, facing one another, each with a 
glass in hand, neither recognizing the other and yet both know- 
ing that they had met before. 

There was such a crowd in the room, and the noise rose so 
deafcningly around them, that they might have done no more 
than smile fugitively at each other, if they had not been held 
where they were by the crush, and if Joel had not been feeling 
so ill-at-ease at knowing so few people there - among the 
hundred or more who were drinking, talking, smoking, grimac- 
ing, laughing, bending forward to hear one another and alto- 
gether raising a noise that ascended to the ceiling and seemed 
to echo from it with a high, sustained, independent, ringing 
note. 

Of all the people Joel had seen Pamela was the first whose 
eyes had not slid uninterestedly over or to one side of him, 
whose face had not worn a strangely blank, abstracted look of 
excitement that broke abruptly (though not for him) into a 
hundred creases of amiability, complaisance and gratification. 
Instead, the young woman looked at him curiously, with half- 
recognition, with a mouth turned down humorously as someone 
behind her forced her more closely against him. 

You had to shout to be heard. So he shouted, his lips almost 
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touching her ear, half-concealed under the line of her black 
hair, ‘Haven’t we met before?’ 

‘Have we?’ 

‘I don’t know. I’m asking you.’ 

She smiled and shook her head to show that she did not 
know, she could not speak. 

‘Is It always like this?’ Joel shouted at her. 

‘Every time I’ve been.’ 

‘God*’ 

It was impossible to say more They lost sight of each other. 
Pamela was taken away by Meg Warrenton, who dragged her 
through the crowd to meet ‘such a sweet, clever man’, as she 
shouted into Pamela’s ear, ‘an Amewican Anthwopologist 
who’s just spent two years in Kenya and is going to wite the 
book on the Masai for us ' Pamela found herself in front of a 
plump, young man in a curiously crumpled and shiny suit, 
whose face, like his suit, was much creased and yet some- 
how quite unweary. 

No, she shouted at him, she had never been to Kenya She 
was from South Africa Oh, he shouted, he guessed they had 
problems of their own down there. Yes, she shouted back, they 
had. 

• The conversation came to a halt The American pursed his 
lips reflectively; as if coming to a decision he took a drink 
from his glass Then he pondcied for a moment longer. 

‘Quite a crowd here,’ he shouted. 

‘Isn’t there?’ 

‘Yes, there is.’ 

That was settled. 

Pamela said suddenly: ‘I’ve just seen somebody I haven’t 
seen for about eight years ' She hadn’t shouted these words, so 
the American’s face expressed total incomprehension. Then, 
bravely, he made his attempt to reply to her. 

‘You’ve been in England how many years?’ 

‘No But It was too much of an effort to repeat what she 
had just said; she had spoken only in the surprise of re- 
membering who Joel was. She looked around the room, seeing 
again its walls papered in alternating panels of white and 
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royal blue, its tall draped windows, the cubes of lozenges of 
the cornice thrust out like white teeth under a series of gilded 
horizontal convexities, the dark-suited men, the bare-armed 
women, the smoke ascending to the ceiling. Joel Glickman! 
What on earth was he doing here? 

‘Excuse me,’ she shouted at the American. ‘I must go and find 
my husband.’ 

But it was in hope of finding Joel that, to his relief, she left 
the American anthropologist and began to struggle through the 
throng. 

Joel, too, had remembered who Pamela was only after she 
had been taken away from him: like Pamela about himself, he 
wondered with much curiosity what she was doing here. He felt 
that very little time had passed since he had last met her; yet he 
knew it was hardly less than eight years before, and in another 
country, another world. He did not know which was the more 
surprising - how long ago their last meeting was in fact, or 
how recent it seemed to be. 

When she reappeared in front of him he said at once to her, 
‘You’re Pamela.* 

‘You're Joel.’ 

‘That’s right. Joel Glickman.’ 

‘I know.’ 

‘It’s fantastic.’ 

‘Isn’t it?’ 

Once again the noise silenced them. They remained smiling 
at one another. 

‘It’s impossible to talk here.’ 

‘Let’s find a quieter place.’ 

‘Where?’ 

She began to make her way towards the big open double- 
doors to the room. They passed a struggling, grey-haired 
waitress with a tray of drinks in her hand, and Joel took one 
from her and put his empty glass on the tray. ‘That’s it ! ’ the 
waitress hissed out; he could not tell if the exclamation was 
ironical or not. 

The crowd thinned out a little near the door. A small, bald, 
dapper man, a look of concentrated impatience on his face, 
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was taking three tiny, rapid, almost running steps forward and 
then the same number of steps back, while listening to a much 
taller and older man, who had a grey fringe of moustache on 
his upper lip, spectacles on his nose, and a savoury in his hand. 
The man slipped the savoury under his moustache and went on 
talking, without apparently noticing the food now in his mouth 
or his listener's charges and retreats across the little space of 
carpet between them. ‘The whole thing is preposterous,’ he 
was saying. Tf Jesus really couldn’t find a place for him we’d 
have taken him with pleasure. And we said so. We did say so. 
But 

In the little hall outside, the hot reek of smoke and gin be- 
came quite suddenly a smell rather than an atmosphere; the 
noise, receding, sounded like a simple roar in the background. 
Coats were piled on chairs against the walls, men and women 
were continually passing, from the far end of a carpeted pas- 
sageway there came the noises of cutlery and glasses being 
washed. It was possible to talk rather than shout, and as a 
result Joel and Pamela were shy with one another; they had 
nothing to say, 

‘Well?’ 

‘Well ! ’ 

. ‘Did you hear that bit about Jesus?’ Joel said, looking back. 
‘And did you see the two men talking! The pair of them ! ’ 

‘I suppose it was Jesus College they meant. In Cambridge.’ 

‘Or Oxford. I'd worked that out for myself.’ 

Joel’s tone was sharp, Pamela stared at him. The whites of 
her eyes were large and clear. ‘It's all right.' she said mildly. 
‘I’m sure you know as much about all this as 1 do.’ She gestured 
towards the room they had just left. 

They had lost some of their shyness in the exchange, but none 
of their wonder at meeting again, in surroundings so different 
from those in which they had known each other before. With a 
roughness that betrayed his own curiosity and self-distrust Joel 
asked her, ‘Don’t you mind - that I can remember you when 
you were my father’s typist?’ 

‘Why should I mind?’ 

‘Because you’ve been keeping such grand company since.* 


368 



*Do you call this grand company?’ 

‘Don’t you?’ 

‘I thought it might be, before I met it,’ she admitted. 

‘And now?’ 

‘Now Her shoulders rose, the corners of her mouth went 
down. 

‘Still,’ Joel said, ‘it’s much more satisfactory to pull faces 
about them after you've met them than when you’ve never had 
the chance of doing so.* 

‘Of course. But it would be nicer still if there was no need to 
pull any faces at all.’ 

Joel laughed. ‘Now you’re asking for a lot. Who are they, 
anyway?’ he asked. 

‘God knows. I’ve spoken to an American who was writing a 
book about Kenya. There was nothing very grand about him. 
I suppose there’s the usual lot of people -’ 

‘f saw Professor Transome. He looked just like he looks on 
television. 

‘They all do.’ 

‘/ mind,’ Joel said suddenly, ‘that you can remember me 
when I was at Wits.’ 

‘I thought you did, or you wouldn’t have gone for me like 
that.’ 

‘It makes me feel exposed somehow. I look back and feel I 
was so stupid and raw and easy to sec through, when 1 knew 
you.’ 

‘And what are you now?’ 

Joel laughed. ‘Stupid - and raw - and easy to see through. 
That’s what I mind most of all.’ 

Pamela was smiling; when he saw, between her painted, 
parted lips, the edges of her teeth, he remembered how white 
they were. 

‘You weren't so bad,’ she said. 

‘Thank you. You were very nice.’ 

She nodded quickly, acknowledging the compliment. 

‘I remember we always got on well together.’ 

‘Always? We only met about twice.’ 

‘Both times, then.’ 
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A woman wearing on her head a dusty-looking, pale green, 
scalloped velvet object, came between them, peered short- 
sightedly and impolitely from one to the other, presenting to 
each of them in turn a good view of her hideous hat, and went 
down the passage. They looked at one another, each trying to 
match doubtful memory with a presence that effaced all but 
itself. Joel knew that whatever memories he had of Pamela 
were of a girl, and the person in front of him was plainly no 
longer a girl. She was still unlined, her colour was high, her 
eyes were clear, so where the difference lay he could not really 
tell : it involved her whole appearance, all her features - they 
were moulded emphatically now. finally, as it were; her skin 
had lost its gleam, and lay tightly against the bones of her face. 
He was sure that her hair was much shorter than it had 
been; he didn't remember it brushed loosely over to one side, 
rather high off her head, the effect of it being both rough and 
smart. Pamela saw only that he had put on weight, and his face 
was pale, under the sallowness of his skin At the corners of his 
eyes were a few lines which deepened when he smiled, but 
never entirely disappeared. 

‘We did get on well together,' Joel^id, and added, as if with 
an air of apology, ‘Every time ’ 

. Pamela stirred ‘I’ve got to find my husband. I really must.’ 

‘Who is your husband?’ 

‘Malcolm Bcgbie.' She said the name as if she expected him 
to have heard of it. But it meant nothing to him. 

‘Pamela ! I was beginning to wonder if you'd come.’ 

It was their host: small, quick, alert, shaking Pamela's hand, 
kissing her on the cheek, drawing back to look at her again, 
his head to one side ‘What a pretty dress ' Only then did he 
turn to Joel. ‘Have we met.^ I’m Denys Warrenton.’ 

Joel put out his hand. ‘I'm a gatecrasher, I hope you don't 
mind.’ 

Warrenton looked at Joel from quite another angle. ‘May I 
ask who you crashed my gates with?' His eyes blinked humor- 
ously, but he evidently wanted an answer to his question. 

‘Peter Dewes ’ 

‘Peter Dewes? Peter Dewes? Oh, Peter, of course. But I really 
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can’t let you monopolize the pretty wife of one of my most 
promising authors. You must come inside, both of you, come.’ 

He lec? the way; Joel and Pamela followed. Once they were 
inside the drawing-room they were separated. Joel found he 
was still carrying his drink in his hand and emptied it at a 
gulp. He felt he had carried off his part of the meeting with 
Warrenton rather well; yet he was sorry that he had been 
exposed in front of Pamela an an interloper, someone who was 
not there by right, as she obviously was. He was sorrier still 
that he was weak enough to give the matter any thought at all. 
The pretty wife of one of my most promising authors’ - he 
remembered the phrase. Little Pamela had done very well for 
herself. She was not to be monopolized by insignificant, un- 
invited Jj'^l niickman, guest of Peter Dewes. Peter Dewes? 
Peter Dewes? Oh, Peter, of course. 

He smiled slightly, his eyes half-closed, smarting a little 
from the smoke in the air, his ears filled with the noise of the 
party, his body buffeted by the movements of the people 
around him. He had swallowed his last drirk too quickly. The 
effect it was having on him made him feel like having another. 


3 

Later they came together again, but this time Pamela was with 
her husband; Joel was with Peter Dewes and Peter's wife, 
Sally. 

‘Malcolm, this is Joel Glickman - Joel 

Pamela began to make the introductions. Peter and Malcolm 
knew each other, but Pamela had not met Peter before, and 
Sally had met neither of the Begbies. So the introductions 
seemed to take a long time. But it had taken no time at all for 
Joel and Malcolm to be staring at each other with complete 
recognition and great wariness. 

‘You have met Joel?’ Pamela exclaimed at a mutter from 
Malcolm. ‘Where?’ 

‘On the Potchefstroom Road,’ Malcolm answered, amused 
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by the obscurity of his answer. His gaze lingered on Joel for a 
moment longer, before he said to Pamela, ‘Come, we must go. 
The party’s breaking up.* 

The room was quite suddenly emptier and quieter than it 
had been for the past hour; the people who were still there 
stood in knots and clusters, with nuked spaces of carpet be- 
tween them. 

‘Joel, will we be seeing you again?* Pamela asked. 

Joel shrugged. ‘I live in London.’ 

‘I haven't even asked you what you’re doing. What are you 
doing?’ 

‘I'm at LSE. Doing research. Fm supposed to be working for 
a doctorate.’ 

‘That’s nice,’ she said inanely. 

‘Is it?’ 

‘Isn't it?’ 

‘I don't know.’ 

The emptiness of their talk did not matter, for each saw in 
the other’s eyes the meanings that their words lacked It was 
that silent, curious, cautiously sympathetic exchange to which 
they both attended 

Malcolm had been standing aside with Peter and Sally. 
‘Come on, Pamela,’ he called out 'It's time we were off.' 

‘On our bicycles ! ’ Peter said. 

Malcolm laughed out loud at the phrase. ‘What’s all this 
about bicycles?' Sally demanded. ‘What's the joke?’ 

Peter did not explain it to her. Instead he asked her, ‘You 
feeling spare?’ 

Malcolm laughed again. ‘Dead right, man! You can see how 
skaam she is.’ 

'Lelik is niks, maar stupid —!* 

The pause that followed was somewhat dejected, though 
men still smiled. Malcolm moved away. ‘Pamela, go and get 
your coat. I’m waiting.’ 

‘I’m going now. Where do you live, Joel?* 

‘West Hampstead. Behind John Barnes.’ 

‘We’re near Primrose Hill - Regent's Park - it isn't far from 
yon.* 
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•No.’ 

‘We’re in the book.’ 

She took a pace or two, looked back, and went on towards 
the door. Joel watched her go. The room was a long one and 
she walked slowly, soft-footed, across the carpet, her dark head 
tilted a little forward, her bare arms drooping. 

‘I didn’t know you knew my wife,’ Malcolm said, at Joel’s 
aside. 

‘Yes, we knew each other years ago, in Joh’burg. When I was 
at Wits ’ 

‘Weren’t you supposed to be going to Palestine, or something 
like that?* 

‘Yes. I did go. But it’s a long time since I left - about four 
years.’ 

‘What have you been up to since then?’ 

‘1 went back to Wits for a couple of years. Then I came 
here.’ 

‘This suits you better, does it?’ 

*I suppose so ’ 

Malcolm nodded, rubbing the blond bristles that had begun 
to appear on his chin The hollows of his face were deep, the 
protuberances stark and hard. His blue eyes were hot, inflamed, 
prominent. 

‘And you?’ Joel asked, feeling that it was time the other 
answered rather than asked questions ‘You prefer it here?’ 

‘Sometimes - sometimes not.’ 

It was clear to them both that neither was going to give 
away much to the other. 

‘Are you off?’ Joel asked Peter. 

‘Sure.’ 

Malcolm walked with them to the door Pamela was waiting 
in the hall, talking to Meg Warrenton. Minutes passed before 
they made their way down the stairs and on to the pavement. 
Somehow Joel and Pamela found themselves together again. 
But they did not speak at all Everybody waved and smiled, 
and Joel went with Peter and Sally to the car that Peter had 
parked around the corner. 

‘Darling, do you think you’re sober enough to drive?* 
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Peter ignored her. 

‘So - where do you want to go, Joel? You want to come 
back to the flat with us? There'll be something to eat there.’ 

‘I don’t know. Perhaps you can just drop me at the Tube. I 
think I'll go on to Dora's.' 

'Well, I’ll take you as far as I can. Come on.* 


4 

Sally Dewes worked on a fashion magazine; and so made a 
point of dressing simply, of using no make-up except for some 
thick, inexpertly-applied lipstick, of wearing her long straight 
hair like a schoolgirl, with an alice-band to keep it in place. 
Because of the weight and length of her hair she seldom turned 
her head without turning her shoulders too; when she threw 
back her head it seemed to go a little further, always, than might 
have been expected These simplicities and easy expenditures of 
energy were matched by a clear skin, sharply defined features, 
a straight back, a tall figure, and a complacent conviction that 
she was entitled to, and would always get, a full share of what- 
ever nourished, sheltered and pleased her. 

She and Peter had met in Oxford, where he had been doing 
research. It was because of her that Peter had abandoned his 
academic ambitions; Sally had said that she wasn't prepared 
to be a don's wife, thank you very much, and that had been 
that. So instead, he had worked miserably for a time in the 
publicity department of an enormous chemical company; and 
had then managed to get a job in the publicity department of 
Kenworthy and Rose, where the pay was less good but the 
work and prospects more attractive. Just a few weeks before 
he had at last got the transfer he had been hoping for, into the 
firm’s editorial department. Sally was satisfied with his pro- 
gress; Peter was satisfied with her satisfaction. 

Now, while he drove towards the West End, Sally talked in 
her confident voice about the people who had been at the party 
- about so-and-so’s dress, and the amount that someone else 
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had been drinking, and what Meg Warrenton had said to her 
about Peter’s work. She asked Peter about Malcolm^ whose 
novel thed^ had both read, but which Joel had not. 

‘I think he’s terribly attractive,’ she said. ‘In that bony sort of 
way. He looks much more like a son of the wide open spaces 
than either of you do, T must say.’ 

‘It's just because he’s taller than we are,’ Peter protested. 

‘And bonier,’ Sally said, pleased with the word. 

Joel let the car carry him, hardly noticing in which direction 
they were going, hardly listening to Sally’s talk. There was still 
light in the high, firm sky, light in the streets; as if on a level of 
its own darkness hovered, just above the trees and rooftops. 
Cream-coloured stucco terraces, with all their scrolls and flut- 
ings, sills and pilasters, arranged themselves into squares, were 
tilted into crescents, ran alongside the car in long straight 
streets. The rows of black spear-headed railings flickered, 
vaguely importunate, like something gone wrong on a cinema 
screen. He felt much drunker now than he had at any time 
during the party, perhaps because of the fresh air, perhaps 
because of the movement of the car. He was warm within, but 
the skin of his face and on the backs of his hands was chilled. 
Something good and something bad had happened tonight, he 
thought childishly, without knowing what either was; it seemed 
minutes later that he understood the good thing to be that he 
had met Pamela, the bad thing that she was married to Mal- 
colm Begbie. 

‘What did you think of my boss?* Peter asked him. 

‘I hardly spoke to him. I can't say I liked what I saw. But I 
suppose Td have it in for him, anyway, because he’s rich and 
English and a lord and everything.’ 

‘He’s a terrible little fellow, there's no doubt about that.’ 

‘Darling ! * 

‘Well, he is. I don't have to love the man just because he 
gave me a job. Or his wife.’ 

‘They’re not so bad,’ Sally insisted. ‘Meg’s been sweet to me.’ 

‘I hope it’s OK that you brought me along.’ Joel said. ‘He 
didn’t look too charmed when 1 told him 1 was there under 
your patronage.* 
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‘It's all right,’ Peter assured him. *ril tell him you’re writing 
a book.’ 

Joel laughed at the idea. ‘Will he believe you?’ 

‘Oh, he'll believe anything - for a while. If you ask me, 
gullibility's the secret of his success. He couldn’t push all those 
books of his so hard if he didn't believe that he was really 
making a contribution to art, literature, history, modern poli- 
tics, anything you like, everything that's on his list.’ 

‘Darling! Then anyone could make a success in publishing.* 

‘Perhaps anyone could if he had the capital and the con- 
nexions. But the thing is, the important thing is. that you must 
keep your gullibility liquid, you must always be ready to invest 
it in something absolutely new, the very latest thing, in any 
line. It's a valuable asset, you must see that it turns over 
quickly. No one turns it over faster than Denys Warrenton.’ 

‘What's going to be the secret of your success, then?’ Joel 
asked, knowing the question to be unkind. 

‘Of mine? My wife I * 

‘Dar//>i.c! ’ 

Sally had taken his reply for a compliment. Peter did not 
correct her. He concentrated on hi& driving. They came out 
just below Hyde Park Corner to a sense of great flat spaces 
between the gates and monuments; of dangerously tiny, 
changing spaces between the scurrying cars and buses. The 
darkness seemed to have ascended, deepened, in the sky. 

‘Dora’s just off Baker Street, isn’t she?’ Peter said. ‘I’ll take 
you there. It isn’t out of your way at all.’ 

The trees in the park were erect, bearing as if with out- 
stretched arms great weights and widths of foliage. Between 
them were level expanses of turf, and, further back, dark blue 
air becoming night. Then the squalor and confusion of Marble 
Arch; another square, a narrow street of brick, with dirty 
shops and doorways opening directly on the pavement. 

‘Won’t you come in? I’m sure Dora will be glad to see you.’ 

Sally and Peter consulted together and decided against it. 

“Thanks very much,’ Joel said. ‘For the lift, and for every- 
thing else. I enjoyed myself at the party. It was interesting.’ 

Peter grimaced humorously. ‘It’s an attraction for tourists.’ 


376 



‘I certainly felt like one.* Then Joel said, ‘Can I order a book 
from you? I’d like to read Begbie’s novel.’ 

‘Don't be funny. I’ll lend you my copy. It’s rather good, 
actually, 1 think you’ll enjoy it.’ 

‘OK. I’ll pick it up next time I’m at your place. Good night, 
Sally. So long, Peter.’ 

The car drove off. Joel crossed the pavement and rang one 
of the bells on a door constricted between two shops; each bell 
had a name on a slip of cardboard pinned up to the side of it. 
D. said the card next to the bell Joel had pressed. 

‘Hullo, D. Magid.’ 

‘Joel - Oh, you do smell. Are you drunk?’ 

‘A little.’ 


5 

Dora turned and began making her way up the stairs, which 
were hardly wider than the door. When Joel closed the street- 
door behind him the staircase N\as filled with a brown gloom, 
lightening to grey only at the landing windows. He followed 
her, several steps behind, his eyes on the pallid glimmer of her 
stockinged ankles. Her flat was on the second landing: a large, 
low-ceilinged untidy room, with a divan bed in a corner, two 
windows overlooking the street, between them a cran.med 
bookshelf, on top of which were scattered some lumps of rough, 
uncut semi-precious stones, and a desk with a reading-lamp 
directed on to a couple of opened books. There were a few 
shabby rugs on the floor; a few prints stuck with drawing- 
pins on the walls. Two doors led off to the bathroom and 
kitchen. 

‘Have you eaten?’ Dora asked. Her voice was small but in- 
cisive, with a strong South African inflection. 

‘I had bits of stuff at the party.’ 

‘Enough?’ 

‘I’d like some coffee.’ 

She made two mugs of Nescafe, and while they drank it - 
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Joel sitting at the desk, Dora on the divan, her back against the 
wall - he told her about the party. She listened with a detached, 
musing attentiveness, her small, triangular face rais^, except 
when she bent her head to take little sips at her drink. Her face 
would have been pretty, with its high, flat cheekbones and 
drawn cheeks, had her skin not been so tired; had there not 
been so much care visible on her forehead and about her 
brown eyes. She was slightly built; her shoulders were childish, 
the sinews and veins of her hands stood out, even when they 
were clasped around her mug. 

‘Have you ever heard of a novelist, Malcolm Begbie - a 
South African?' Joel asked. 

‘No, I don’t think so.' 

‘Nor had I. He was there with his wife, and the funny thing 
is that I knew them both. I'd known them both, anyway, years 
ago. Years and years ago. His wife used to work for my father, 
in the creamery, of all things; she was a typist, secretary, some- 
thing like that. Then she came into some money and went to 
Cape Town. It was queer seeing her again, really queer, I 
couldn’t get over it. And him, too - he was at Wits the same 
time as I was.’ 

‘Did you speak to them?’ 

‘A little - I spoke to her - Pamela.’ 

The name was oddly clumsy on his tongue. 

Later Dora worked and Joel lay reading on the bed, looking 
up occasionally to see her at the desk. The intensity and still- 
ness with which .she could work always impressed and touched 
him; even after the many months he had known her, he still 
found it difficult to associate her femininity and frailty, her 
emotional vulnerability, with ambition, heavy books, pads of 
notepaper, a public role, a career. But she was truly ambitious; 
often, in comparison with her, he felt himself to be shiftless, 
restless, a dawdler, a dreamer, no worker at all - .someone who 
walked about the room, smoked, fldgeted, looked up, when he 
was supposed to be working. Even now, the book he was read- 
ing was one of his own, which he had left there on a previous 
occasion; and what was he doing with it? - looking at her, 
bent over her books. 
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He got up and crossed the room, and touched the hand which 
she had thrust into her cropped, brown hair. 

Time for bed.’ 

‘Is it?’* 

He kissed her on the cheek. Her eyes remained on the bright 
black and white page in the lamplight, but she was no longer 
reading it. She leaned back and put her arm around his waist. 

‘It would make everything so much simpler if you loved me,* 
she said, as if she had been thinking of nothing else all evening. 

He was silent; sorry for her, ashamed of himself. She sighed 
and closed her books, one 'by one, awkwardly, with her left 
hand, keeping the other arm around his waist. Joel read the 
titles of the books: Cheshire and Fifoot’s On Contract Law; 
Casebook on Contract by Chitty, Smith and Thomas. 

In bed her body was agile, frail, quickly moist in many places. 
He was tender towards her, until neither looked for tenderness 
from the other, only oblivion. 

But after she had fallen asleep he was possessed by a shallow, 
familiar tension that let him doze but did not let him sleep, 
and in and out of which were woven a host of preoccupations 
of a .shallow, familiar kind: about Dora, about his work, about 
whether or not he had said the right things to the right people 
at the party, about his parents’ forthcoming visit to London, 
about how fast time was passing. 

More than once during the last year he had woken from such 
a doze to tell himself in a confused way, ‘What's there to -.orry 
about? You're only twenty-three,' or The war's been over just 
a few years’ - only to remember with dismay when he v/as fully 
awake that the war had ended many years before, that in fact 
he was already twenty-seven. Twenty-.seven ! It .seemed an 
immense age to him. And the worst of it was that as he grew 
older the pace of time appeared to increase, each year went by 
faster than the one before. Instead of time somehow accumu- 
lating, thickening, as he had imagined it would, so that it could 
be moulded into firm, known shapes which would be his life, 
time was more elusive than ever, it escaped any grasping, it left 
him dissatisfied and empty-handed, a gi.I he pitied and ex- 
ploited asleep at his side, street lamps sending cracks of yellow 
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light between drawn curtains into his sleepless eyes, an alco- 
holic dryness in his mouth, too much activity in his stomach. 

What had he done with himself, where had he bfen, since 
he had last seen Pamela? The time in the movememt, the time 
in Israel, two years back in South Africa taking the Honours 
degree he had disdained before, and now almost two years in 
London - how, Joel asked himself, overlooking all that had 
sustained and absorbed and distracted him, how had he en- 
dured it all? He was where he had always been: in the dark, 
still asking himself how he should live, why he didn’t live bet- 
ter, still afraid to acknowledge to himself that the shapes his 
life had indeed assumed were those of failure, lack, dissatisfac- 
tion, irritation. How Pamela would despise him if she knew 
how much the same person he was as when she had last seen 
him. Only older; unforgivably older. 


6 

The shrieking voices of the ch i Id ren^ dropped suddenly, when 
the bell rang, then rose again, in a final outbuist Pamela, who 
had been on playground duty, began to cross the stretch of 
asphalt towards the corner where her class queued up before 
going into the classroom, around her and in front of her, chil- 
dren darted and swerved in all directions The retreating 
patches of moisture on the tar gleamed and sparkled so bright- 
ly under the scurrying feet of the children that it was a relief 
for her to look up, when she could, and see how mildly blue 
the sky was, how much white cloud hung in it, how small and 
weak the sun really was, above the low, ugly, Gothicized school 
building. 

There were thirty -five six-year-old boys and girls in her class. 
As always after break, she read a story from a book to them, 
for she had found nothing settled them so quickly; then she 
issued arithmetic cards and went around the class looking at 
and marking the children’s attempts to deal with them. She 
sharpened many pencils and blew some noses; she traced and 
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confiscated (until the end of the lesson) a missing Dinky toy 
which one boy claimed had been stolen from him and another 
insisted l\ad been given to him; she praised some children for 
the work they were doing, reproved one or two others, and sat 
down, for the sheer pleasure of it, next to Mickey Pentopolous, 
a recent arrival from Cyprus and her favourite in the class - 
not for any aptitude he showed in his lessons, but simply for 
the size of his black eyes, the length and curliness of his black 
hair, the sturdiness of his chest and the gruffness of his voice. 
He, like many others of the children, called her ‘Miss Bigbee’, 
under the impression that *that was her name, which gave 
Pamela a vision of herself as the kind of giant, flying monster 
she must sometimes appear to them to be. 

The last few minutes of the lesson were spent in reciting, in 
chorus with ihem and with accompanying hand movements, 
some of the little rhymes she had taught them. 

Five little ducks went out to play, 

Over the hills and tar away 

Old mother duck said quack-quack-quack, 

But only FOUR little ducks came back. 

The ringing of the bell sent a quiver through her, through the 
entire class: at once a general shuffling, banging and chirping 
began. She still had to see her class into the cloakrooms, where 
they w'ent to the lavatory and washed their hands; then she 
led them into the school hall for lunch. Her responsibilities for 
them ended there; usually it was at that moment that the 
fatigue of the entire morning's work overtook her. But she hur- 
ried back to her classroom, tidied it up for the teacher who 
took over from her after lunch every day, packed into her case 
the books and papers she was taking home with her, and set off 
at a quick pace across the playground towards the gate. 

She was already at the gate when Mr Dinwoody, the head- 
master of the junior school, called her. ‘Mrs Begbie, Mrs Beg- 
bie, can I have a word with you?’ 

Mr Dinwoody's word became ten, became a hundred; they 
all dealt with the absolute necessity of Pamela not failing to 
hand in, by ten o ckx:k on Friday morning, the cash and unsold 
tickets for the combined infant and junior school concert due 
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to take place the following week. Mr Din woody had a small, 
pallidy shining, bald head, attached to a thin neck, and an In- 
gratiating smile which didn't for a moment conceal ^his fussy 
determination to have his way in every particular. Pamela, who 
had agreed to be responsible for the infants' sale of tickets, 
listened to him in a quiet frenzy of impatience, her eyes fixed 
madly on the widening and narrowing gap between his neck 
and collar button. At the first chance he gave her she assured 
him that she had not forgotten, that she had everything under 
control, that she wouldn’t fail him. But Mr Dinwoody re- 
mained unconvinced. It was most important, he repeated for 
the third or fourth time; they had to know just how many 
tickets had been sold so that arrangements could be put in 
hand for the teas to be served afterwards. And he wanted to be 
able to announce on the night of the concert, just how much 
money had been raised: it always made a good impression . . . 

At that point, mercifully, it began to rain Pamela turned up 
the collar of her raincoat; Mr Dinwoody looked up with dis- 
pleasure at the sky, looked down w'ith greater displeasure at the 
grey sleeve of his suit, on which a few dark drops had fallen, 
and with a final, ‘Friday morning - mind ! ’ busily made his way 
back to the building 

• Then she had to wait for a bus, on the main road, while the 
rain came down, held off, came down more lightly, stopped 
altogether and the sun broke through once more, all within the 
space of a few minutes Bright drops slid down the side of the 
bu.s-shelter, hung from the panels of every passing car, shivered 
on the hedges and rose-bushes of the gardens of the houses 
opposite. The sky looked mild and innocent again, with clouds 
moving casually across it. 


7 

When she saw the bus approaching, Pamela decided that she 
was mad, cracked in the head. Every day it was the same : she 
fled from home to school as if her life depended on it, and then 

382 



fled from school back home again, as if she had betrayed her- 
self by staying away from it for so long. Or as if she might find, 
when shq got there, that something of great importance had 
happened while she had been away. But nothing would have 
happened; all she would have betrayed during her absence, in 
her absorption in her work, was her own unhappiness. 

That you could develop a loyalty to unhappiness, that you 
could look around for it when it had been forgotten for a spell, 
that you could shake it, poke it for response, be reassured when 
you felt its movement within and alongside yourself, was one 
of the things Pamela had been most surprised to learn from her 
experience. Another had been that unhappiness could be in- 
tense and persistent, affecting everything she did, and yet not be 
disabling She could be unhappy and yet remain a competent 
teacher, cook tne food that she ate, read newspapers and books 
and have opinions on what she read, meet people socially and 
converse with them, sleep night after night with the man who 
was the cause of her unhappiness, make love to him, and write 
reasonably cheerful letters home to her mother. 

All of which went to show, she often felt, that she lacked 
depth of feeling, lacked strength, lacked passion, was incapable 
of being truly, profoundly unhappy. Was unworthy, in fact, of 
her own unhappiness, particularly and generally; which was in 
itself another reason for unhappiness. 

Unhappiness was circular in all its movements; it re ther 
advanced nor retreated, led neither forward nor back. Ur hap- 
piness sapped the heart and life out of all her responses, made 
all she did appear trivial and insignificant; and found in the 
triviality and insignificance of her actions another reason for 
unhappiness. Then it jeered at her for being so trivially, so 
modestly, so civilly unhappy, unhappy in such comfort. 

How wretched did you have to be, she sometimes wondered, 
before you ran screaming into the streets, or talked to yourself 
and waved your arms about on the tops of buses, or thrust your 
head into a gas cooker? It was only at moments that she could 
imagine herself doing any of these things- but she felt that she 
understood far more deeply than ever beiore those who did. 
Unhappiness was egocentric, interested only in itself, it was 
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true; yet what had happened to her had brought her an ap- 
palled, intermittent consciousness of the individuality of suffer- 
ing that she had never had previously. Pain, failure, /nadness, 
imprisonment were not, as she had always unthinkingly 
imagined them, an abyss, a darkness, an undifferentiated mass: 
each sufferer, of whatever kind, had to bear his portion by him- 
self, in all the weight, sharpness and length it had for him. Mt 
must come to an end!’ she exclaimed within herself; it was 
intolerable that there should be so much individual wretched- 
ness and pain in the world, and that it should just go on, from 
one person to another; and her exclamation made no differ- 
ence to herself, or to all the others. 

The bus jerked up the Hendon Way; the repetitive, semi- 
detached houses with their scab-like, red-tiled roofs went by, 
unreal in their repetition; an inch or two from her forehead the 
drops of rain on the moving window vibrated, or one or an- 
other of them suddenly ran down at an angle, becoming a 
trickle, then nothing at all. She saw and did not see what was 
before her open eyes; a line creased the middle of her brow, 
her lips were pressed together and their corners were turned 
down, slightly, girlishly, sullenly, as ii to contradict the open- 
ness of her eyes. 

*She had, in all seriousness, with the conviction that this was 
the rational thing to do, proposed terms, periods, to her un- 
happiness. It would come to an end by Christmas; surely it 
would be gone when they went on their holiday to the continent 
in spring; it would end when Malcolm’s mother came to stay 
with them. But each of these terms had passed, and there had 
been no change. She and Malcolm were left confronting each 
other in the same silence, or with the same recriminations; she 
looked up from her meals or her books to sec Malcolm looking 
at her with the same clenched hatred in his expression, as if she 
were the worst enemy he had ever had. He pestered her still at 
times with the same nagging, derisive questions about her inno- 
cent past, harrying her obsessively about the school she had 
gone to, the jobs she had held, the degree she had taken, the 
books she had admired, the boy friends she had had, the money 
her mother had come into, the man her mother had recently 
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married, the letters her mother wrote to her, the opinions she 
held about people, London, life, anything. He made unreason- 
able demands of her time, of her body, of her patience, and 
despised her when she gave in to him and shouted at her when 
she refused to; he told her that he did not love her, and had 
never loved her, that he was incapable of loving anyone; he 
invited her to be unfaithful to him and assured her that he 
would not hesitate - he had never hesitated - to be unfaithful 
to her. 

Yet they went on living together, with remissions of calm 
indifference, stubborn neutrality, or exhaustion; they had done 
so for far longer than she would ever have thought imaginable. 
Months, indeed, had become years - well, almost two years. 
For she could more or less date the beginning of their unhappi- 
ness, even if she could not put a term to it; it was after Mal- 
colm’s first success, after his publishers had enthusiastically 
accepted the manuscript of his first novel, that he had turned 
against her. But while that success may have precipitated his 
anger with her, it had not caused it : of that she was sure. His 
anger must have been there all the time; it must have been 
there before they had married, and in their first happy period 
together in Johannesburg: perhaps he had fplt it the very first 
time he had seen her in the flat in Sea Point, when he had 
called to talk about his father’s estate with her mother, and she, 
Pamela, had come in from a game of tennis, dressed like \ fool 
in a short, white tennis dress that left her thighs bare, her ’’acket 
in her hand, shouting at the maid to run a bath. 

Tlie bus turned, and Pamela’s thoughts swung heavily with 
it, away from the past, away from what she had thought of him 
then and later, the impression of strength, detachment and 
rigorous ambition he had made upon her, the admiration she 
had felt for what he had .shown her of his work; away from 
speculations about what she might have been to his imagina- 
tion, what she might have repre.sented among his aspirations; 
away from speculations about his relations with his mother. 
There was no point in thinking about th: past, in trying to re- 
make it, to look in it now for warnings of events that had 
already taken place. In any case, the lessons of the past were 
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never those one thought one was learning when one most 
needed them. 

She did not know what depressed her more outside, the win- 
dow of the bus : the weighty, meaningless confusion of what 
she saw, or its simultaneous, meek orderliness. The bus was in 
the Finchley Road now; the houses on it were much bigger 
than those on the road they had left, older, more elaborate, 
built to last longer, with flights of steps going up to ponderous 
hooded doors. But just because they were so much more solid 
they looked as though they were lived in solely by nomad elec- 
tricians and carpenters, always busy at the task of sub-dividing 
them. Soon there would be the first of the blocks of Hats, then 
the traffic jams around the Tube station. In fifteen minutes she 
would be home once more. 

He hated her. She knew it, though he had never used the 
word to her. He did not need to. The way he looked at her was 
worse, almost, than the words he used about her; his eyes 
shallow and watchful, always following her. Only recently had 
it become possible for her to face the idea of his hatred with- 
out panic. Yet what she now believed was more hopeless than 
her earlier notions that she must havewfeserved his hatred, that 
she must have failed or betrayed or misunderstood him. Panic 
was irrelevant to belief of the kind she now had. 

What he hated was what she was: it was her life, her vital 
principle, that threatened him and that he felt he had to over- 
come, to extirpate. Simply by living with him, by wanting to 
live with him, by accepting that she could do no better for her- 
self than live with him, by offering again and again to love him, 
she challenged and enraged him. He was a man who never 
escaped from an exacerbated sense of defeat; that was pre- 
cisely why he was a success. 

Poor Malcolm! She groaned inwardly at the thought of the 
torment of his ambition. In South Africa things had appeared 
to be .so much simpler, they had been so much younger and less 
experienced. There, if you wanted to make money, if you 
wanted to have your name in the papers, if you wanted to 
marry this or that girl, if you wanted to write a book, if you 
wanted to come to London, then you considered yourself am- 
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bitious, everyone thought you were ambitious. But here, in 
London, surrounded by an infinity of streets, a never-diminish- 
ing sur^e of population, by distractions and opportunities 
which appeared everywhere as unpredictable as the views the 
city offered of itself through its own thick atmosphere, she had 
seen his ambitions lose their hardness and simplicity of outline, 
become diffuse, strange to him, always unsatisfactory, but 
never moderate. She knew what snobberies he had developed 
and what acute, trivial shames; how much he despised both his 
own past and the meagreness of the ambitions that had helped 
him to sever himself from if (she. too, among them); how much 
he felt betrayed by his work, which did not increasingly sustain 
or support him, as he had once expected it to, but which instead 
he had to drive on. drive on. day after day. for an end which was 
so uncertain tu him, and which the work did not itself contain; 
how he was filled at times with an absurd envy and rage at the 
success of others, in any field - lawyers, businessmen, scientists, 
actors, academics. ‘The ambitions of a Tamburlaine and the 
habits of a toady'; that was how he had once described himself 
to her. pleased by the phrase. But it had helped him little to 
formulate it. 

And to think that she had imagined it would be simple to put 
in the service of his ambition whatever she had had in the way 
of spirit, money and health; that she had believed that through 
him, all her privileges would find not only their form but their 
justification, too! She hadn't known then how much the world 
could be hated by those who wished to remake it, or add to it 
She had thought that on one side lay kindness, generosity, con- 
structive endeavour and love, and on the other hatred, destruc- 
tiveness and frustration; and that the two sides could never be 
confused. Now Malcolm had taught her that there were no sides, 
there were only interpenetrations, mutual dependences, dark 
concurrences. By that lesson or vision, even more than by her 
own incredulity at finding herself hated, she had been rendered 
incapable of decision and movement. 

What were they to do? What was she to do? She was not 
surprised to step off the bus with that last interminable question 
unanswered. 
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She hesitated on the pavement, trying to make up her mind 
about a much simpler question: whether or not to cross the 
stream of the traffic for the sake of going to a delicatessen 
shop just off the main road, or whether to go on to one of the 
smaller, less interesting shops which were more directly on her 
walk home The problem was complicated for her by the fact 
that she did not know whether or not she would find Malcolm at 
home for lunch; ever since Swannie had arrived on his visit, 
Malcolm had more or less given up any pretence to be working 
seriously, and had gone on an orgy of sightseeing, gallery- 
visiting and general, aimless wand^ing about with his visitor. 

Finally she decided to go to the delicatessen; the most she 
could hope to get from the other shops would be a tin of steak 
and kidney pudding or a tin of tomato soup, and she felt like 
treating herself to something a little better. She would buy 
some of the cold meats and ready-mac]^ salads at the delicates- 
sen. And some olives. If Malcolm wasn't there she would have 
ju^ a bit of it and leave the rest for their supper that evening. 

She stood on the corner, waiting tor the lights to change, the 
entrance to Swiss Cottage Tube station behind her. The traffic 
went by, glittering, stinking, whining; over to the left was the 
great dark red structure of the local Odcon, like a fortress or a 
prison. So many busy roads met at this point that she was 
never quite sure just where or when she should cross, which 
traffic light she .should watch for. 

‘Don’t look so worried,’ a voice said to her. 

She turned, startled, and saw Joel. For an instant she thought 
he knew what she was truly most worried about; and that 
momentary feeling of guilt and exposure made her voice, 
when she answered him, emphatic and breathless. 

‘It’s the traffic!’ she cried. *1 never know how to get across 
here.’ 

‘I’ll help you.’ 
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He was smiling cheerfully at her; the sunlight glinted off his 
plump, sallow cheeks and he stood with his arms a little apart, 
hanging dpwn, as if forced to do so by the thickness of his 
own figure. When he moved to her side she lost the sense she 
had of him as someone thick, dumpy, boyish, in a jacket too 
tight for him. The lights changed and they began to cross the 
road. It was perfectly simple, after all. There we are,' he said, 
when they reached the opposite pavement. He had not touched 
her, but he seemed to relinquish her all the same, drawing 
back. Things always happen in pairs,’ he said. ‘I knew I'd 
meet you again.’ 

‘If we hadn't met last time we wouldn't even have known 
each other now.’ 

‘That’s whv a benevolent Providence sees to it that things 
happen in pairs 

They were smiling, pleased to have met one another; it 
seemed a small triumph over the size and turmoil of everything 
around them. Through an apertuie in a glassed-in tobacconist’s 
kiosk, the face of a sad. captive, bespectacled, hairy-chinned 
woman stared at them 

‘Perhaps we've passed each other in the street lots of times,’ 
Pamela said. 

‘Perhaps we have. Or in John Barnes, on a Saturday morn- 
ing.’ 

She laughed ‘You go there too? Anvwa>,* she said, takh^g a 
step forward, ‘Providence w.is guiding me to that delicatC'-sen 
over there I must get a move on ' Then she stopped. ‘But we 
must fix something, Joel We can't wait foi Providence every 
time. It takes so long, apart from anything else! Why don’t 
you come round one evening? I'd like to see you, I want to 
find out what’s been happening to you.* 

‘Thank you. I'd like to come.’ 

‘Come for dinner. Or for coffee. We’re in most evenings, 
really. What about next week - say, today a ^eek?* 

‘Do you mean it?’ 

‘Of course.' 

‘I’ll come for coffee, then. Thank you very much.’ 

‘Not for dinner?* 
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*No, why should you bother? Coffee’ll be fine. About half 
past eight? Nine? What’s the address?’ 

When he had written down her address on a scrai^ of paper 
which he took from his wallet, she said, Til put it in the book 
that you’re coming, first thing when I get home. So I’m defin- 
itely expecting you.’ 

Then HI definitely come.’ 

‘Good.’ She smiled at him, he at her; each of them lifted a 
hand at the other and turned away. 

Five minutes later Pamela had all but forgotten about the 
meeting, except for that small part of her mind which still re- 
tained the intention of writing down in her engagement book 
the appointment she had just made The frown was back on 
her brow; her thoughts were again moving backwards and 
forwards along the grooves they escaped from so seldom and 
returned to each time with such guilt, with such self-abasing 
relief. 


9 

‘So what does your literary sensibility say, when it’s con- 
fronted with all this - with this process of process that's taken 
us over? In a special trembly voice it says: More than ever 
we are the guardians of what is essentially private in human 
experience; we remind you that consciousness remains an 
individual affair and always will be; that no technical revolu- 
tion can affect the truth that each of us is forever alone with 
the inwardness of his own fate.’ Malcolm abandoned his 
special, trembly voice. ‘And you know what the world answers 
to that?’ 

‘It tests another hydrogen bomb.’ 

‘Exactly. And having done so, satisfied with the results, it 
says, Say that again, you literary gentleman, say it controver- 
sially, say it sensationally, and we’ll make you our Personality 
of the Week. Last week we had a racing driver, next week 
there’ll be an Indian who lives on water and monkey-nuts, and 
the week after that we’re going to have another controversial 
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and intransigent writer who says that the industrial world is a 
stinking corpse and he is a gift from God. And most of the 
literary ge^ptlemen are only too eager to oblige - for the fee, 
for the fame, for the good effect it'll have on the sales of their 
next book. Perhaps there are a few really incorruptible spirits 
who don’t oblige, who won’t perform and prance and simper 
and pull terrible faces. But they're very rare, very rare indeed. 
And perhaps they’re even less capable than the others of admit- 
ting that something irreversible has happened - to the world, 
and so, also, to them, to the place they can occupy in the mind 
of society, to the kind of attention their audience can spare, to 
what their audience has become.’ 

‘So where does all this lead you to?’ Swannie asked. 

‘Well, T certainly don’t believe in running away from it, or 
in pretending that it isn't happening. Or in shuddering at it and 
crying out, Ooh it's so ugly, it isn't nice, I wish I'd been born an 
eighteenth-century gentleman with a landed estate. What have 
we got to lose? A particular notion of what's important in 
history and what isn't? A literary culture? Most people have 
never known anything about them, anyway. A sense of local- 
ness, a variety of styles of living? Too bad! As for that in- 
dividual consciousness that's supposed to be so threatened, it's 
a burden most people would be glad to get rid of. They don’t 
feel threatened by the process 1 was talking about; all they’re 
afraid of is that they might be left out ot it, they're d*sap- 
pointed because they're not totally absorbed into it - into the 
business of production and consumption and disposal, which 
is the one true passion of the soul everyone shares nowadays. 
And who's to blame them? Not me. Certainly not me.’ 

Malcolm leaned back and grinned suddenly. ‘Christ, you 
want to know how insupportable human beings are? In their 
private, natural, inward, individual state? In detail? Then get 
married ! ’ 

‘No thank you. I don't like women.’ 

The confessions had not been difficult for them to make; 
each knew the other to be already aware of what he had said. 
Looking at Swannie, seeing again his round face, which was 
smaller than he had remembered it and which was still a little 
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unreal in these surroundings, even after the many days they 
had spent together, a strange thought occurred to Malcolm: 
How much more friendship was like love was supposed to be 
than love itself was. 

‘I’ve been thinking,' Swannie said. ‘You should come back to 
South Africa. This place doesn’t need you. We do.’ 

Malcolm answered jeeringly, because of the affection he had 
felt a moment before. ‘What makes you say that? Patriotism? 
Or do you think I should just settle for being a big fish in a 
little pond?* 

‘You say you don’t want to run away from the real world. 
Well, you could count, Malcolm, you could make a difference 
in a country like South Africa. You’ll never be anything but a 
hanger-on here. And a hangcr-on to what? To what you go 
around saying every day is dead and meaningless and played 
out! Not the England of consumption and production, all 
right, but the England of - of high culture and Swannie 
waved his hand in the air - ‘literary resonances. The England 
James and Eliot came looking for. You can t have it both 
ways. Either you mean what you said about the way things 
are going, or the whole harangue is’JUst your way of consoling 
yourself for being another provincial, another colonial out- 
sider. An outsider to what you must believe still exists, after 
all, and which you want to sniff and lick and hang on to, 
whatever the cost.’ 

In another tone of voice Swannie said, ‘Besides, South Africa 
isn’t such a little pond. Sure, in comparison with England 
maybe it looks drab and makeshift and confused. But that 
shouldn’t scare a prophet of the new order like you. And it’s 
already managed to produce some pretty big fish: that’s one 
of the extraordinary things about the place. 1 was thinking 
about it just the other day - Rhodes, Kruger, Smuts and 
Gandhi were all alive and active in the country, all at the same 
time. That’s a pretty big fishery for you, by any standards. 
It’s happened once, it can happen again.* 

‘They were all in politics.’ 

‘Well?’ 

The two men remained staring at one another. 
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*It*s up to you,’ Swannie said. ‘It’s up to you to decide 
whether you’re going to make the maximum effect you’re cap- 
able of, lY whether you’re going to be just someone who’s - 
who’s affected. By this stuff, among other things.’ 

He gestured over his shoulder towards the buildings of 
Hampton Court behind him. The two men were having lunch 
in the open-air section of the tea-room: they were sitting at 
one of the wobbly tin tables scattered about near a space of 
shaven lawn. It was a grey, clouded rather heavy morning, yet 
the air was full of a light that gleamed in haphazard suspended 
patches, above the grass, the twisted crab-apple trees in formal 
rows, the hedges and thick brick walls thrft divided one section 
of the grounds from another The palace itself was hardly 
visible arrono the bigger more distant trees: in the complica- 
tion of the light, its pinnacles and chimneys looked no more 
substantial than the foliage which obscured them. 

‘You reckon I should get back my roots?* 

‘I haven’t used the word Tm not going to either. It's much 
too late for that kind of stuff. 1 see the w^ole thing so dif- 
ferently from you in some ways 1 agice, what you call the 
process of process is taking over, but the result is that we’re 
all being forced into our owm individuality more than people 
ever have been before: intolerably so No absolutes for each 
of us outside our own feelings: no scale of time even im- 
aginable outside the passing moments of the process. Bu* we 
can't live like that - we're not birds, or dogs' ’ 

‘So?’ 

‘So we need people who’ll take risk for us Tliey need them 
here in England, we need them there - people wtio know what’s 
going on and who’re prepared to work with it, without just 
sinking into it like all those others you were talking about. 
Leaders, if that’s the word you want to use. And the biggest 
risk you can take as a writer - as the person you are, alto- 
gether - is to go back. That’s why you need us. That's precisely 
why I'm telling you to do it, not because of any crap about 
roots.’ Or you can play it safe here and ’’ve like some kind 
of metropolitan literary gentleman, whatever that means now- 
adays. You know better than I do.’ 
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Swannie was now a lecturer in comparative literature at the 
Afrikaans university in Pretoria; he was travelling for a few 
months in Europe on a Government scholarship. He was 
quieter and more subdued than Malcolm had ever known him 
to be; he also drank far less. All this he ascribed to the fact 
when Malcolm commented on it! that he had finally accepted 
his own nature and its inclinations. But he said the words with 
aversion, cutting under their truth even as he uttered them. He 
also told Malcolm that he taught his students from memory; 
he found the books he admired too depressing to read. ‘You 
read Dickens or someone, and you see all that vitality and 
depth of feeling going on, and you compare it with yourself, 
with what you’re capable of feeling and seeing, with the way 
you live - no, it’s too much. I’m not prepared to do it.* 

Yet with what risks, in how much loneliness, Swannie lived! 
In Pretoria! Malcolm returned -again and again to the 
thought; and he returned, too, to the challenge Swannie had 
thrown out to him. It had been a great relief to hear Swannie 
talk, after listening to all those supposedly clever people in 
London who solemnly asked him, sooner or later, ‘Do you 
think you’ll be able to go on working, now that you’re cut off 
from your roots?’ As if he hadn't been goaded into his am- 
bitions, hadn’t chosen his career, precisely with the intention of 
leaving behind what they were too smug and stupid ever to 
think of as ‘roots’ - humiliations, isolations, angers, hatreds, 
frustrations . . . 

But what if they could never be left behind? If they were the 
ground of his being, the mode of his understanding? If the 
incurable singleness of his body among so many millions of 
others was one aspect of them, its mortality another, the 
limitations of his mind a third? He had worked hard, for many 
years; he had been determined to do work that would stand 
out, stand apart, individual, meaningful, distinctive and recog- 
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nizable by others; only in that sense had ‘art’ been his inten- 
tion. He could say that he had succeeded; at least, that he had 
begun to succeed. But wasn't it time that he, like Swannie, 
‘accepted’ his own nature, and ceased to hope that some success 
he hadn’t yet attained - some book he hadn’t yet written, some 
recognition he hadn’t yet had, some wealth he hadn’t yet 
earned - could assuage his angers? Shouldn’t he rather try to 
provide them with a worthy object? Worthier, for example, 
than wretched Pamela; smaller, more manageable than the 
world in general and all the people in it? Especially as he was 
now sure of two things he had only suspected before : that the 
kind of work he was trying to do would fnean less and less to 
fewer and fewer people, as he had pointed out to Swannie, 
with a kird of rhetorical glee; and that he would continue to 
work at it, he would never give it up. 

The day after Swannie had urged him to go back to South 
Africa it seemed to Malcolm that he had been thinking of the 
possibility for weeks. Carefully, he dwelt upon the least attrac- 
tive features of the country - its racial and cultural confusions, 
the crass racialism of its rulers and the oppressiveness of their 
rule, its provinciality, the drab lack of style of its cities, the 
narrowness of mind that all its peoples shared, with the blacks 
shut off from real education or enlightenment, and gross, 
prized, material comforts the only adornment of the life en- 
joyed by the whites. Of its compensations, its beauties md 
potentialities, he chose not to think: they were nor directly to 
the point. 

‘What would you say,’ he asked Pamela, ‘if I were to say 
that we should go back to South Africa?' 

‘I’ll wait until you say it,' she answered, wearily pert. 

Le.ss evasive replies had infuriated Malcolm in the past. She 
waited for an attack from him, but it did not come. 

Instead, he told Pamela that he had hired a car and intended 
doing a bit of a tour w'ith Swannie - Oxford, the C"»Nwolds, 
Stratford. Then vSwannie would be off, Malcolm would go back 
to his work, everything would return to r rmal. 
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Arriving at Meyer Glickman's house in Cape Town, Sarah and 
Benjamin found only his wife, Roise, at home. She made them 
welcome, kissing each of them in turn, chirping out words of 
Yiddish and fluttering her hands in eager, inefficient move- 
ments, so that the loose sleeves of her dress fell back to reveal 
her thin, blue-veined arms. She Issued instruction to the ser- 
vants to carry the suitcases Sarah and Benjamin had brought 
with them into the guest bedroom, and then to make tea, 
gleich, gleich. Having given these orders, Roise made sure they 
were carried out; she pursued the servants down the passages 
and into the kitchen, her head craned forward shortsightedly 
at the end of her long neck. 

Sarah and Benjamin were left in the large living-room, the 
windows on one side showing a view of the rough flank of one 
of the Twelve Apostles, and the windows on the other looking 
over a terraced garden, and over \Uc roofs of a few houses 
scattered at a distance, to the width of the Atlantic beyond - 
Hue-grey, faintly rippling, gleaming not at all, under a cloudy 
sky. Benjamin looked out of one window, Sarah out of the 
other; they met in the middle of the room, and sat on a couch, 
waiting for Roise’s return. 

‘She's looking well.' 

‘Yes, she doesn’t change. And she still keeps everything 
beautiful, doesn't she?’ 

Roise came in, following the tray that a while-capped, white- 
aproned Cape Coloured girl was carrying. When the girl had 
put the tray down on the table, Roise hovered over it, inspect- 
ing it once more, to make absolutely sure that everything that 
should have been on it was there. Satisfied by her inspection, 
Roise told the girl, 'Bet Alfred arein kumnien.’ 

Alfred, white-jacketed, yellow-skinned, with a sardonic 
slant to his black brows, came in. 

*Heiiz ain dem faier^ Roise directed him. Alfred knell and 
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lit the fire, which had already been laid in the grate. Soon it was 
burning cheerfully; the curtains were drawn; the tea had been 
poured oijt; and Roise sat down with her brother-in-law and 
his wife. But she did not sit for long. The dinner, the dinner, 
she had to go and see what was happening to it. 

The fact that her husband had been a very rich man for 
many years, that she lived in a house she would have thought 
a palace as a girl in the old country, and that she had servants 
to do all the work for her, had never in the least affected 
Roise’s view of herself or her duties. She had to cherish her 
heavy, gleaming furniture, ^present enormous meals at the 
right times, bicker over the price and cfuality of every item 
that came into her house, and generally carry on in the manner 
of a frugal, conscientious herye from any shtel in Lithuania. 

Sarah heard the sound of a car on the little asphalted drive- 
way. ‘I think they’ve come.’ 

Benjamin went to the window, drew aside a corner of the 
curtain and looked out. Yes, they had come. The car had 
pulled up at the front door. Morry Glickman and the driver, 
who was dressed in a white coat and peaked cap, got out of 
the front of the car, and the driver opened one of the back 
doors, 

A light aluminium crutch appeared through the open door, 
then another, both of which the driver handed to Morry The 
driver thrust his head and shoulders into the car and pulled at 
what appeared to be a great weight. Meyer emerged slowly, one 
arm around the driver’s neck, the other grasping for support on 
the front seat of the car, then the door column, the door itself, 
and finally at Morry, who put his crutches in his hands. Only 
when Meyer was firmly on his feet, supported by his crutches, 
did the driver withdraw. 

Meyer stood still for a moment, looking up at the dozen steps 
which led to the front verandah of the house - because of those 
steps he was now trying to sell the house; he wanted to move 
to a block of flats which would have a lift and no steps to its 
foyer - and then, slowly, hobbling heavily, made his way round 
the side of the house. There was a slope on that side, and he 
found it easier to manage than the steps. 
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He had not seen his brother watching him; but Morry, who 
ran up the steps, letting his father make his own way into the 
house, noticed Benjamin at the window and waved to him. 

Morry was in the room first: he was a handsome, hard- 
featured, rather taciturn man in his mid-thirties, who still bore 
very visibly, in the way he carried his shoulders and head, the 
mark of the five years he had spent in the army. He greeted 
his uncle and aunt, in a rather rasping, unwilling voice. 

‘Well be fellow-travellers, hey?’ 

‘It’s good to have company on board, among a crowd of 
strangers,’ Benjamin said. 

‘Depends on the company,’ Morry answered grimly. But 
that, as people often said about him, was only his way. He and 
his wife were taking their younger son, Selwyn, to London so 
that he could be examined by specialists there; the boy’s left 
leg had been in irons for the past few years. 

‘Where's your wife?' Sarah asked. 

‘She’ll be here soon, with the children.* 

The rubber tips of Meyer's crutches were heard on the 
polished parquet of the hall, before he came into the room. He 
was dressed as carefully as ever, but his clothes no longer 
fitted him; his body had grown smaller and had changed its 
shape since he had fallen and broken his thigh the previous 
year. His skin no longer fitted him either; it hung dry, loose 
and colourless from the bones of his face and tendons of his 
neck. His eyes swam towards the recognitions they made. 

‘Nm.’ he said, nodding his head ironically and looking from 
one to the other in the room, ‘we make progress.’ 


12 

Seated around the table for dinner that night were Meyer and 
Rotse; Benjamin and Sarah; Morry and his wife. Rina, and 
their two sons, Ivor and Selwyn; Meyer’s daughter, Ethel, and 
her husband. Max; and Yitzchak Sklar, who was working as 
a storeman in the mill owned by Meyer. 
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There was little conversation during the meal, for Meyer’s 
family treated their food with considerable respect, and the 
food - a cold gefilte fish, clear chicken soup with a baked 
pirogen inside each plate, roast beef with prunes and three 
vegetables, and fruit salad - was declared by everyone to be 
excellent, even by Roise’s standards. 

Half-way through the meal the two boys became restless, 
and were allowed to take their plates into what had once been 
the playroom for Morry and Ethel, where they settled down to 
play a game on the pocket-billiard table which still stood there, 
and was one of the great "attractions of the house for all 
Meyer's grandchildren Ivor and Selwynjiad been brought to 
the meal as a last special treat before the leavetaking the next 
day; while the others were away, Ivor was to stay with his 
uncle and aunt. He was a strained, silent boy. resembling his 
father, and was used to being overlooked in favour of his 
much younger, plump, petulant, bright-eyed brother, whose 
lurching, clattering walk and knowing demeanour had always 
secured for him the watchfulness of his parents and kisses and 
caresses from everyone else 

There are two kaiUkes in the family, you see,’ Meyer said to 
Benjamin, when the door had closed behind the two boys. "One 
old one. one young one ’ 

‘Dad ! ' Ethel reproved him, from her end of the table. 

‘Which one musn’t I call a kailikel Me? Or the little one?’ 

‘Both ' 

‘So find me another word ’ 

‘Leave him,’ Morry interjected ‘Let him talk. He thinks I 
listen to him?’ He jerked his head to one side, to show how 
little he listened Rina, with lowered eyes, attended to the food 
on her plate. 

Immediately after the meal, Morry and Rina got up to 
go; they had to finish their packing, and it was time the 
children were in bed anyway Selwyn protested loudly at being 
taken away from his game; then limped clumsily but deter- 
minedly around the table, exacting a goodnight kiss from 
every adult there, while his parents and ui other waited for 
him at the door. 
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‘I’ve told Morry he’s wasting his money,’ Meyer said, after 
they had gone. ‘You think they can perform miracles in Lon- 
don? Nowadays everyone wants to run to London if he cuts 
his finger. The doctors are doing everything the/ can, they 
won’t learn anything different in London.’ 

‘Our medical standards are very high,’ Max said, hoarsely 
eager to please. ‘There was an American professor visiting the 
other day - I read in the paper - he said we don’t take second 
place to any other country in the world.’ 

‘Listen to the expert. Listen to the reader of newspapers.’ 

Sycophantically, trapped by his own bulk between his chair 
and the table, Max^laughed. Ethel, who shared her family’s 
low opinion of her husband, smiled more sincerely. She sat 
upright, almost as large as Max himself, but supported ex- 
ternally by a carapace of corsets, and internally by a deter- 
mined, managerial nature. Max had no such props to sustain 
him, so year by year his face and belly expanded, his voice 
retreated further down in his throat, his eyes grew more humid 
and sentimental in expression. 

‘And how’s Joel?’ Meyer rounded on Benjamin, the contem- 
plation of his son-in-law having ^nfirmed him in his ill- 
temper ‘Is he a professor yet?’ 

. ‘Not yet. But he seems to be doing quite well, from what he 
writes us. We'll be able to tell better when we’re there.’ 

‘He’s another one that South Africa isn’t good enough for. 
He must also go running to London. You think he’ll be able 
to make a living?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Benjamin replied unhappily. ‘He doesn’t ask 
for money.’ 

‘He’s working,’ Sarah said. ‘If that’s the kind of life he wants 
for himself. I’m perfectly happy.’ 

‘What work?’ 

Sarah was less certain than she had been before. 

*I think he teaches part-time. And he’s writing a thesis, doing 
his doctorate. After that - I don’t know - I suppose he’ll be 
able to find something.’ 

‘A lerrind boy,’ Roise said, impressed; for which she earned 
a. glare from Meyer. 
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‘And how’s your other lerrind boy, David? Is he still in 
Haifa?’ 

‘Ja.’ 

‘Still learning?’ 

‘Ja.’ 

Max struggled anew to make his contribution : ‘They say the 
Haifa Tech has become one of the best schools of engineering 
in the world.’ 

‘Listen to him! Opinions on all subjects! TTie only thing he 
knows nothing about is the milling business, where he earns his 
living.' Meyer turned again ‘to Benjamin. ‘How old are these 
professors of yours?’ 

Sarah answered. ‘Joel's twenty-seven. David's twenty- 
three.’ 

‘They’re taking their time.’ 

‘I'm not so worried about David,’ Benjamin said. ‘He seems 
to have settled down, he's changed.’ 

‘Is he still frooml' 

‘I don't know, so much.' 

‘A froom engineer - that’s something strange, something 
new in the world.’ 

‘Perhaps that's why David has become one,’ Sarah said. 

Meyer stared at her, not sure whether the point. that had 
been made was directed against himself or against David. 
He grunted, without animus. ‘Ring the beil, he said per^'inp- 
torily to Roise. ‘We’ll go to the othei room.’ 

TTie bell was rung, the servant came to clear away the things 
from the table Max brought his father-in-law his crutches, 
and he and Yitzchak stood by to help him out of his chair. It 
was a laborious business, that left Meyer panting for breath. 
Then the labour was gone through again in the living-room, 
when he sat down in his armchair near the fire. 

Benjamin sat at his side; Max, Yitzchak, Sarah and Ethel sat 
together at the other end of the room; Roise was in the kitchen, 
making sure that the servants took for their supper only what 
they were entitled to. 

The fire had been built up again, while they had been at 
dinner, and the logs burned brightly and noisily. Meyer put up 
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a hand to shield his face from its glare, but he did not move 
away from it; he found the warmth and agitation of the 
flames comforting, he enjoyed the extravagance of tj^e blaze. 


13 

Only then did Meyer say something to Benjamin of the 
journey he was about to make; previously, at dinner, he had 
avoided the subject. ‘So it’s goodbye to South Africa for you 
too?’ 

Benjamin hesitated. ‘Not altogether goodbye. There’s still a 
lot that keeps me here.’ 

‘I know how much. You got a good price for the creamery, 
hey? Better than you paid for my half.’ 

‘It's a long time that 1 bought you out. And money isn't 
worth what it was then.’ 

‘I know how much money is worth 

‘Who knows better?’ 

‘And I tell you that you got a good price. I was a fool, I 
should never have let you talk me out of it.’ 

• That was a long time ago, Meyer, let's not go over it now. 
Anyway, how do you know how much I got for the factory? I 
never wrote to you.’ 

‘People talk, I listen.’ 

‘People exaggerate.’ 

‘I allow for that, also.’ 

Benjamin laughed. ‘Perhaps not enough But I’m satisfied 
with what I got. I’m not complaining. A funny thing - you 
know this Boerre Ko-op that bought the place from me - 
they’ve put in that fellow Verster as manager. You remember 
him? He used to work for me years ago. Then he went to a 
creamery somewhere in the Free State. You should see him 
now: smart suit, very respectable, very keen, still young. He’ll 
make a go of it, I could see. And there he sits in my office! ’ 

‘I remember him. Well, it’s their country, more and more 
they’re taking such positions.* 
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•Ja, sure, I wish him luck. It’s not my business, anyway, what 
happens there. What I hope is that this new company of 
Bertie's w^I turn out all right, and that he’ll be able to manage 
on his own. It looks promising, and he’s energetic and hard- 
working. I've got a lot of respect for that boy, he’s got more 
ambition than Joel and David put together, in some ways.’ 

‘What is the business?' 

‘Minerals, industrial ores 

‘What? Mining them?’ 

‘Maybe later mining them. But at the moment, no - he 
wants just to merchant and*ship the goods, and build up his 
connexions, leain his way into business! There are minerals 
in this country that the whole world needs and that ordinary 
people have never heaid of. They're just starting to be devel- 
oped properly, they've only been scratched so far. So Bertie 
got this idea from talking to Sarah's brother, Samuel, and he's 
decided that something can be made of it. And I'm backing 
him, all the way.' 

‘Is he taking him in?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘That Samuel, with the waving arms ’ 

‘Taking him in? God forbid* Anyhow, Samuel's all right, 
he's found what to do with himself at last. There's a firm of 
Germans, real Germans from Germany - they’re trying to get 
into the market in a big way with their typewriters and ao'. mg 
machines and all that kind of stuff. Gelingen Office Fquipr ent 
they call themselves Well, they've taken a good look around 
and they’ve seen there's a lot of Jewish businesses in this 
country, plenty, plenty, of every kind, with lots of money to 
spend. So, for public relations, to show the lews that they're 
not Nazis any more, that they're kosher democrats, they’ve 
decided they must have a Jew' in the company. And they've 
found my fine brother-in-law. He's their show-Jew. They pay 
him well for it, and he's happy. You should hear him on the 
subject of how such a thing as Nazism was just an unfortunate 
accident that can never, never happen again * ’ 

On her side of the room, Sarah was talking of her two grand- 
children, Rachel’s little boy and girl. ‘Lovely, lovely children,’ 
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she said. ‘The httle boy*s such a bright little monkey. And die 
baby’s a beauty, so fat and peaceful.’ 

‘Bless their hearts,’ said Max, who was easily mfved, even 
by the thought of children he had never seen. ‘When you’re a 
grandparent you have all the nachas, hey? and none of the 
anxiety. That’s what I’m looking forward to being - a grand- 
father, with no troubles.* 

‘I haven’t managed to feel as though I’ve got no troubles, 
Sarah answered. ‘I still worry, all the time - about the children,* 
and their children, and so on, it’s endless, until you’re in the 
grave.’ 

‘Don’t use such words ! ’ said Max, who was easily shocked. 

Yitzchak sat by quietly, taking little part in the conversa- 
tion, though Sarah made a point of trying to draw him into it. 
He was polite, but shy - especially shy because he knew that 
Benjamin had still not forgiven him for accepting Meyer’s 
offer of a job and a passage to South Africa, after he had 
finished his army service in Israel. Benjamin had been furiously 
indignant at the thought that he. who had all the comforts he 
wished for in South Africa, should be moving to Israel; while 
Yitzchak. the refugee, the one whcrriiad suffered most at the 
hands of the chose to leave the Jewish slate and come 

to South Africa - just fifty years too late, fifty years after the 
rest of the family! Benjamin had been especially indignant 
because he suspected that Meyer had engineered the move ‘to 
stick his finger in my eye’, as he had said at the time to 
Sarah. 

Sarah had no patience with this attitude, and wanted 
Yitzchak to know it. In reply to her questions Yitzchak told her 
that he was living in a boarding house in Wynberg; that he 
did not find it difficult to get to and from work because he had 
bought a motor scooter; that he enjoyed the work in the mill. 
Was he good at the work? He smiled; he could not answer 
that question. Perhaps Max could? 

‘First class, first class,’ Max said enthusiastically. 

‘And you like the country?’ 

‘Very much.* 

•And the politics?’ 
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‘Not so much. But I’m so new here, I haven’t reaUy got 
opinions.’ 

Max approved of this caution even more than he had ap- 
proved of Yitzchak's work. ‘Quite right! Quite right! It’s a 
complicated situation here. I don't like the way the government 
goes about things, it makes me sick sometimes, but they also 
have a case. Without the white man there 'd be nothing here. 
And when the white man goes under it won't be justice that 
rules the land, believe me.* 

‘It isn’t justice now,' Sarah said. 

‘No, of course not. But a*ll the same, the country is being 
built up, it's becoming richer every day, a«id everyone is getting 
a little more for himself, the blacks also.’ 

‘It's true,’ Sarah said. ‘These people in the government - with 
one part of themselves they want to be rich, to have a flourish- 
ing country, and with the other all they want is to drive the 
blacks down into the dust. And they can’t really do both, the 
two things don't go together, even though they try their hardest 
to make them do it. So there is a little hope. Still, 1 do feel that 
I know what it was like to be a good German, who did nothing 
against Hitler.' 

‘No!' Max rejected the comparison with many shakes of his 
head. ‘We can still vote against them. Hiller didn't even let the 
good Germans do that. But anyway, why are we talking about 
such a depressing subject? Tomorrow you 11 be gone, arK^ ’hen 
you'll be able to look down on all the white South Afrisins, 
like they do overseas. Won't that be nice?' 

Sarah smiled. * No.’ Yet she couldn't help feeling that it 
would be nice to take part in fewer of such endless guilty con- 
versations. 

The evening passed by quietly, with talk and tea and the 
handing round of bowls of chocolates and cr\stallized fruit, 
Yitzchak was the first to go. After he had left Sarah was told in 
confidence by Ethel that he was known to be courting a respect- 
able widowed woman, Jew'ish, poor, a couple of years older 
than himself, who lived in Cape Town and had a little daughter 
‘I’ve met her once,’ Ethel said, ‘and she seemed to me a very nice 
person. Suitable. Quiet, you know.' She nodded sagaciously. 


405 



confident of the correctness of all her judgements. *And the 
little girl is sweet, he can be a father to her.* 

Then it was the turn of Max and Ethel to leave. .‘And what 
will we find when we get home?’ Max asked. *Sleeping child- 
ren? - no I We'll find fighting children, arguing children, child- 
ren up to mischief, 1 know it. I tell you, 1 can’t wait to be a 
zeideV 

‘Go ! Go I ’ Ethel pushed him towards the door. 

After they had gone no comment about them was made by 
anyone. 

The fire had burned down to' a mess of grey ash, black 
charcoal, shreds of bark fallen clear on to the tiled hearth. 
Roise yawned three times, with an apology for each yawn, and 
went to make a final inspection of the guest bedroom. 

Benjamin yawned too, rubbed his eyes, sniffed deeply. ‘I 
tell you, Meyer,’ he said, leaning over the arm of his chair, ‘if 
I’d known it was ail going to take me so long, this plan of 
mine, I don’t think I'd ever have started. Now, I’ve sold the 
business. I’ve sold the house. I’ve had that house built in Eretz 
- and what a job that was! I’ll never build again from a dis- 
tance, 1 can tell you - I’ve consolidated my investments here, 
and seen Bertie into the new business, I've packed - everything. 
And whatrdo 1 feel? I just don’t believe it! Not from beginning 
to end. Am I really leaving South Africa? Don’t tell me such 
a thing! I know I’ll get on the boat tomorrow and I’ll be asking 
myself. What am I doing here? Where am 1 going? What am I 
looking for? What kind of a dream is this? Better I should 
wake up tomorrow in Paget Street and find everything the 
same. Yet the boat will carry me away, 1 won’t be able to 
stop it. I’ll find myself in London, then on another boat, then in 
Israel. Perhaps I’ll never see Paget Street again. But it seems 
impossible, like a dream.* 

Meyer had listened, expressionless. Then he said, ‘Perhaps 
it’s good that it’s like a dream, otherwise you'd get the fright 
of your life and run home.* 

‘Home? What is my home? I feel as if I’ve never had one.’ 

‘And you, Sarah?* Meyer asked, with a lift of his chin to- 
wards her. 
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Her fingers began to beat on the arm of her chair; she tilted 
her head in a quick, doubtful, bashful movement that was 
neither a pod nor a shake, but something of both. ‘I was the 
one who wasn’t keen on the whole adventure, you know that. 
I was quite happy to spend the rest of my life in Paget Street. 
But now I don’t feel like Benjamin does, at all. Tm impatient. 
I'm excited. I'm ready to go. I want to see Joel and David 
again. And for the rest - I don't feel we’ve got so much to lose, 
at our age. If we don't like it we can come back and take a 
flat; we'll live somehow.' 

Three children, three different countries,’ Benjamin said, 
holding up three fingers of one hand. 'Phe thought dismayed 
him and yet was a source of pride to him. 

Meyer m-ide no comment. But the next morning, on the 
docks, near the foot of the gangway which he could not climb, 
the great pink swell of the hull of the Union Castle liner 
above him, he cried out loudly to Benjamin, with a heave of 
his chest that made him stagger between his crutches, ‘Ach, 
why did you never ask me if 1 wanted to crme with you?’ 

To come with me?' Benjamin repeated in astonishment. The 
idea had never occurred to him. 

A moment later he understood that it had not occurred to 
Meyer before, either : that this was just his way of protest- 
ing against his own age, illness and powerlessness. Morry 
shrugged, more indiflerent than embarrassed by Meyer'* Ty. 
Roise hadn't even heard him, for she was repeating over and 
over again to no one in particular, ‘You must hurry, you must 
hurry.' Max stood with his arm around Ivor's shoulder, already 
feeling himself to be in loco porentis and anxious to show 
everyone how responsibly he would carry out his duties. Ivor, 
for his part, kept on taking ostentatiously from his pocket a 
comic that someone had brought for him earlier in the morning 
and looking fixedly at it, for a few seconds at a time. 

‘You'll come and visit us in Hretz Yisroel,' Benjamin said to 
Meyer. 

‘No I won't.’ 

Then we'll visit you here.’ 

People were coming out of the large black mouth of the 

407 



customs shed and crossing the quay to climb up the gangway; 
other groups, like the Glickmans, w.ere gathered in huddles of 
farewell, or were shouting up at the passengers wl)o already 
lined the railing of the boat. Two young policemen patrolled 
up and down, their revolver holsters gleaming, their faces 
vacuous, their booted feet splashing in the puddles of water 
which shone here and there on the grey concrete. It had rained 
earlier in the morning, but the sun was shining now, and the 
sky that showed between the fast-moving clouds was a very 
bright blue. The bulk of the boat sheltered the quay, but be- 
yond it, on both sides, the shirts of workmen were blown out 
behind them by the wind, canvas tarpaulins pulled at the ropes 
that lashed them down over heaps of baggage, the pennants 
flying from the offices and warehouses of shipping companies 
were strained to landward. It was going to be cold, out at sea. 

Morry, Rina and Selwyn drew aside to say goodbye to Ivor. 
The boy’s face worked, but he did not cry. He stooped and 
kissed his little brother goodbye. Then there was a flurry of 
kisses and handshakes all round. 

‘You go first,' Benjamin said to Morry. ‘You can climb 
quicker than 1 can.’ 

Morry picked up Selwyn and began to carry him up the 
gangway,* followed by Rina. Uncertainly, very slowly, Ben- 
jamin and Sarah began to ascend, Benjamin groping in his 
pocket for the boarding card to show the officials at the top 
of the incline. Half-way up he turned to look behind him. The 
others had retreated a little; they were all staring up. Max and 
Ethel waving, Roise moving her head from left to right, no 
longer knowing where to look, Meyer leaning on his alumin- 
ium crutches, immobile, his white collar a distinctive mark in 
the middle of the group. Bereft and incredulous, Benjamin 
felt his arm was too heavy to lift in a wave of farewell. 
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By the time Benjamin and Sarah had had their tickets cleared, 
had been shown down to their cabin, and had come up on 
deck again, Meyer and the others had gone. Ethel and Rina 
had arranged that they should leave immediately, as it would 
be too much of a strain for Ivor, they had agreed, to remain 
on the quay any longer than was necessary. 

Ivor had made his own plans, however. Somewhere between 
the quay ^nd Max’s car, he simply disappeared, leaving his 
frantic aunt and uncle, and eventually a large force of harbour 
police to scour the docks for him. Max almost went out of his 
mind, his eyes almost fell out of his head; quite apart from his 
anguish about the boy, he suffered unspeakably at the thought 
of what his wife's family might do to him !f the smallest part 
of his fears proved true. 

Ivor turned up at his grandfather's house late that afternoon, 
drenched to the skin and ravenously hungry. (Meyer and Roise, 
who had left the docks in their own car, did not learmof his dis- 
appearance until then.) Ivor offered no explanation of where he 
had been: partly because he knew his silence would distn the 
grown-ups, and partly because he was ashamed of having done 
nothing more exciting than hide in a shed in a deserted corner 
of the diKks, where he had read his comic, cried a great deal, 
eaten a slab of chocolate, and worked out elaborate fantasies 
of startling his parents by suddenly appearing in front of them 
in their hotel in London. Then he had walked through the rain to 
his grandfather’s house in Camp's Bay. 

After this escapade he settled down quietly with his uncle and 
aunt, and their children, in their house in Gardens. 
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For the first two days the sea was pale green and white, run- 
ning heavily, and the boat rolled and pitched, creaked and 
shivered; the cabins and public rooms seemed groaningly to ex- 
pand and contract with every heave, wind hissed in the ears of 
the passengers who ventured out *on deck, and rain spattered 
down every now and^igain, small drops of water falling into a 
waste of water. But during the third morning the weather im- 
proved; by mid-afternoon the sky was clear, the sea was blue 
and calm, except for an occasional deep swell that rocked the 
ship sedately and then passed off. Deck quoits began to slap 
down heavily on the games deck, and passengers who had 
previously remained immured in their cabins now leaned com- 
placently over the rails and exchanged remarks with one an- 
other, each sizing up the others as possible companions or as 
people to be avoided during the days of travelling still ahead. 
The waves that ran off from the hull of the vessel were regular 
now - alipost diminishing as they grew wider, always renewed 
by the steady forward thrust of the prow. Farther out there was 
no regularity : only the haphazard movement and light of the 
water, ringed by the horizon slowly falling and rising. Now 
there was nothing to be done but to wait for the arrival in 
Southampton, eleven days hence; and everyone was at once 
bored by the prospect. By the end of that first afternoon of sun- 
shine and calm seas, the p^issengers were eager for distraction 
of any kind. 

They were given one. At dinner, over the public address sys- 
tem the master of the vessel announced that a stowaway had 
been found on board, and that the ship would be meeting a 
southbound liner, at dawn the next day, in order to transfer the 
stowaway for return to Cape Town. For the rest of the meal, and 
for most of the evening, hardly any of the passengers could 
taHc of anything else. Everyone in uniform was .seized upon and 
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questioned for details. Disappointingly few were forthcoming. 
The stowaway was a Cape Coloured. A young fellow. He had 
been found in one of the chests for storing lifebelts. It was the 
invariable policy of the Company simply to transfer stowaways 
for return to their port of embarkation, rather than to carry 
them to their destinations and prosecute them there. The Com- 
pany believed this procedure to be the most effective deterrent 
it could use. 

At dawn the next morning the two liners met. Enlarged rather 
than diminished by the emptiness of the sea around them, the 
featurelessness of the sky, the distance of the full circle of the 
horizon, the two huge boats swayed lazily a few hundred yards 
apart from one another. F.rect black fins of sharks moved at 
random between the two hulls. The sea was calm, its surface 
heavy, its colour grey with a sliding, oily undersheen of pink. In 
the east there was a sudden spill of light as the sun broke 
through two bars of cloud, and a single, empty patch of sea, 
miles away, was illumined theatrically, as if for some special 
purpose. The light fell steadily upon that patch, then faded; 
once it was gone no one could have said just where in the grey, 
restless width of water it had been. 

The lifeboat carrying the stowaway was lowered forward of 
the ship, where passengers were not permitted to go.^The stow- 
away sal in the middle of the boat; he was young, .swarthy and 
slightly built. He was wearing a blue suit, a white shirt, a u ; his 
hair was neatly combed. He looked like a clerk or insu ance 
salesman The seamen manning the lifeboat worked vigorously, 
pumping awav at the upright levers that served as oars; out their 
progress was slow and toilsome, the little boat rcKked and 
bobbed more violently than the onlookers, at their height, 
would have expected. The stowaway sat motionless, his hands in 
his lap, his face lifted towards the ship he was approaching. He 
had not looked back once. There was no sound on the liner he 
had left but for the slap of water against its hull and the faint 
hum of the wind. At last the lifeboat was hooked against the 
side of the other’s hull, and the stowaway stood up warily, 
grasped at the rope ladder hanging again '.i its side, and began 
his climb, followed by one of the crew members; they went 
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through a breach in the rail of the lowest deck, and were imme- 
diately surrounded by a small group of men who had been 
waiting for them. A few minutes later the sailor who had 
gone up descended the ladder alone. Slowly, tlie lifeboat 
made its way back; an outburst of cries and shouted orders 
broke the silence as it was brought under the davit, tilted 
at an unfamiliar angle, from which it had been lowered. It 
took only a few minutes before the boat was hauled up 
again. 

The engine began to throb, the decks to vibrate. Each of the 
liners gave a blast on its siren, and* the sound seemed to bounce 
sharply off the water^fall and bounce once more, much farther 
off, and fall again, for the last time, very faintly, at a great 
distance. The passengers went down for breakfast. 

But no one mentioned the stowaway. A kind of collective 
shame seemed to have come over them at having watched the 
failure of his attempt to make the journey they were permitted 
to continue in comfort; at having seen him delivered over, like a 
felon, for return to the place he had wanted to leave; at having 
photographed the scene with their shiny, leather-boxed cameras. 
It wasn't until evening that he was spoken of again; and then the 
rumour went swiftly around the ship that he was a Cape 
Coloured student who had been denied a passport for political 
reasons. 
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Having good trip all well love mom dad. Rachel put the cable 
on the mantelpiece, so that Bertie could see it when he came in; 
then went through into the kitchen, where Annie was giving 
supper to Mark. The table between the two of them appeared 
small when you looked at Annie, large when you looked at 
Mark, whose round head seemed to be balanced just over the 
edge of it. He held a spoon of his own, but most of the food 
that actually went into his mouth came from Annie s spoon. 
*Feur more,' she was saying, as she gently put the spoon be- 
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tween his lips, and Mark, with a full mouth, repeated the sounds, 
drawing them out into a kind of song. 

‘I’ve just had a telegram from the master and the madam,* 
Rachel said to Annie. ‘From the boat. Everything’s fine.* 

‘That’s nice, Miss Rachel.’ 

Rachel stood behind Annie, next to the stove, and pursed her 
lips at Mark, in a kiss, in a sign of encouragement. 

‘Four more,’ Mark sang. 

Three more,’ Annie said, slipping another spoonful into his 
mouth. He chewed, with swollen cheeks, clowning a little, his 
eyes fixed on his mother. 

‘You spoil him, you know, Annie, life’s quite capable of 
feeding himself. He’s old enough ’ 

‘But th^*n he takes so long. Miss Rachel.’ 

‘Don’t I know it!’ 

‘Four more,’ Mark said proudly, pleased to be the subject of 
their conversation. 

‘Three more, you dope,’ Rachel said to him. Restless, reluc- 
tant to say to Annie what she knew she had to tell her, Rachel 
watched him eating the last spoonful of the stew. She waited 
until Annie had peeled an apple and was giving it to the boy in 
quarters; then, as casually as she could, Rachel said, ‘Oh, 
Annie, I’ve been meaning to tell you. 1 spoke to Hr Brunton 
this afternoon. It looks pretty hopeless He says that there’s a 
rule in the building that all servants have lo live in the c* >-mi- 
tory upstairs and that they can't make any exceptions. He says 
it’s in our lease.’ 

In fact, Mr Brunton, the building superintendent, had been 
most unpleasant when Rachel had suggested to him that Annie 
should live w'ith them in the spare room of their flat. ‘Look in 
your lease, Mrs Preiss, and you’ll see what the owners have had 
to say about that.’ His pointed features had been tilted vci.om- 
ously up to her, from his seat at his little desk; Rachel had 
looked down with loathing into his long narrow nost’-‘N filled 
with ginger hairs. She had at least had the satisfaction of seeing 
that her gaze had forced him to turn aw'**', to lower his head. 
‘Besides there’s the Group Areas Act. The government 
wouldn't have it, even if the owners would. Even if you would. 
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Either she stays in the dormitory or she goes somewhere else. 
Who does she think she is, anyhow? What’s so grand about 
her? Why can't she sleep with all the other girls?* 

Rachel told Annie none of this, though the scene was still 
raw in her mind, though she still felt degraded by it. But Annie 
seemed to know, nevertheless, how the conversation had gone. 
The expression on her broad, flat pale brown face was one 
that Rachel had seen on many such faces - sadness, resolve, 
patience, and a profound knowingness, a perfectly firm 
awareness of what was being done to her, and by whom. In 
her quiet, trailing voice, Annie* said, ‘That Mr Brunton, 
Miss Rachel, he does49't want to help, always he tries to make 
trouble ’ 

Mark had listened patiently to them; now, deciding Anally 
that this conversation was not about himself, and feeling that it 
had gone on long enough, he threw his last piece of apple 
across the table; it skidded off the plastic surface and hit 
Rachel just below the hem of her cardigan. ‘No more,' Mark 
cried. ‘I’m full up * 

‘I should think 3'ou are, too,' Rachel answered, stooping to 
pick up the bit of apple from the flowr. ‘Come on, let me wipe 
your face. Then we'll give Sharon her turn ’ 

' Mark came round the table and stood by the sink, presenting 
his face for the wiping. His complexion was olive, his eyelids 
paler than the skin around them, his lips had a moist, bluish 
tint. Rachel adored him; she could not keep her hands off all 
the smoothnesses and smallnesses of his limbs and face. For the 
pallor of his eyelids alone she thought she would have loved 
him with all the passion she was capable of He held up his 
face to her and she wiped it lingeringly, gently. Then she said, 
‘Go and play in your room, Mark. See what Sharon’s doing. I 
want to talk to Annie.’ 

Obediently, Mark trotted out of the room; Rachel watched 
the little workings of the backs of his knees. Annie was still sit- 
ting at the table, staring down at the apple peelings in the dirty 
plate in front of her. Her patience irritated Rachel suddenly; 
she felt that Annie was using it as a weapon, as a reproach, 
as a way of pretending that the entire responsibility for her 
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life rested upon Rachel - she was helpless, at the mercy 
of others. 

‘So whatjs going to happen?’ Rachel asked, to provoke some 
response from her. But it was only when Rachel sat down on 
Mark's stool that Annie got up, gathered together the plates, 
and carried them to the sink. Rachel turned on the stool. ‘You 
definitely don’t want to stay in the dormitory?’ 

‘No, Miss Rachel. I don’t like it there. I like better a room of 
my own.’ 

‘I know, you’ve told us. But you can't have one here.’ 

‘I'm used to it. Miss Rachel. All the years I was working for 
the master and the madam I had a room of^ny own.* 

‘1 know, Annie. 1 know.’ Rachel ran her hand through her 
soft, brovn hair; then, irritated by its softness, scratched hard 
at her scalp. “Look, Annie, we always said that when they left 
you should come and work for us. And you always said that 
you wanted to. And vou know how glad I am that you've 
come; I would have hated it if you'd had to go and work for 
some other family, when you've been with for so long. It’s 
nice, it’s right, that we should stay together. Master Bertie and 
me will do anything to see that you're happy. But if you don’t 
want that dormitory then you can't live in, there's nothing we 
can do about it.' 

‘I don’t like it there,’ Annie repealed, with an unaltered note 
of patience and obstinacy in her voice, as if .she had ’ . ird 
nothing of what Rachel had said. 

She was now washing the few plates she had brought to the 
sink; her hands moved and came up gloved in foam, carrying 
a foam-covered plate. Annie had always been wasteful with de- 
tergents; and this added to Rachel's exasperation when she 
asked, ‘Why didn't you tell us before?' 

‘I didn’t know what it would be like. Miss Rachel.’ 

‘Well, all you can do then is take a room in Alexandra or 
somewhere, and come in every day. At least you'll b"* able to 
sec Nigel more often, if you do.’ 

Annie ignored the proffered bribe of ^ mg able to see her 
son more often than she now did; he was boarded out in a 
kind of baby-farm run by an old woman in a tumbledown 
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shack at the edge of Alexandra Township, and Annie visited 
him only on her afternoons off. ‘If 1 live there what will you 
do about the baby-sitting. Miss Rachel?’ 

‘I don't know. We'll have to make some other plan. Perhaps 
we can get one of the other girls from the building to sit in, 
some evenings. We - I don’t go out so much.’ 

‘Also, it takes so long. Miss Rachel, on the bus, to come in 
every day. 'Fhey make you wait in the queues there, sometimes 
hours. And it costs too much.* 

‘So what do you want to do, Annie? You must also help us, 
you know, if you still want to work* for us.* 

Annie said quietIy«into the sink, ‘Maybe I should go and find 
another work. Miss Rachel.’ 

Rachel sal quite still; only her lips moved, in a kind of snarl. 
*Et tu. Brute?* she said, laughing at herself for throwing a 
Latin tag at an African servant girl who had perhaps managed 
to pass Standard IV thirty years before. With a single indrawn 
breath her laughter changed into a shout of anger and injury. 
‘Then go! 1 don't need you! I don't know what's the matter 
with everybody - going, going, going - 1 haven't got the plague, 
have I? You can go, if that’s all wfi* mean to you. What do 1 
care?’ 

' She goNup and ran into the bedroom. Slowly, her face show- 
ing no emotion, Annie finished washing up, then went to fetch 
Sharon from her play-pen, to give her her supper. 
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When Bertie came home from work he found both women 
subdued and yet self-important as a result of their quarrel. As 
soon as she could - after he had gone into the children’s bed- 
room to say good night to them in their cots, and had helped 
himself to a drink - Rachel began to tell him what had taken 
place. She spoke in a low voice, so that Annie, silent in the 
kitchen, would hear nothing, and passionately, so that Bertie 
would realize how hurt she was. His legs were stretched out to 
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the electric fire; he relished the taste of his whisky and soda, 
and looked from Rachern gleaming, injured eyes to the busy 
bubbles in, his glass, chasing one another to the surface of the 
liquid. 

When Rachel had finished her story, he finished his drink. 
‘I’ll go and speak to her now. You should never have begged 
her to stay. Put people in a position where they think they can 
do you favours and they may do you the favour - or they may 
not - but either way they’ll take advantage of you. whoever 
they are. And especially people like Annie. How many chances 
does she get to throw her weight around?’ 

Rachel listened submissively to his rebuke. ‘I was upset, 
Bertie. Not just by Annie. Or by that awful Brunton man. Oh, 
you know h^w Tve been feeling 

He interrupted her. ‘I know all right. You’ve told me often 
enough. So they're gone - so what? You're the one who always 
wanted to stay here and have peace and quiet and - and - con- 
tinuity. Well, this is as much of them as you'll ever get. What 
more do you want?’ 

‘Perhaps some sympathy,’ she flared up. 

‘OK,’ he agreed tiredly, pacifyingly, ‘you’re entitled to that 
And you’ve got it too. You really have, Rachel.’ He stood up, 
and handed his empty glass to her. ‘Now to deal with Mistress 
Annie.’ 

Rachel did not follow him into the kitchen; she was f '.ht- 
cned she might do or .say the wrong things, or what Bertie 
might later tell her were the wrong things She heard his voice, 
and Annie's soft replies, without being able to make out their 
words. He came back a few minutes later, looking satisfied with 
himself. 

‘She's staying. She says maybe the dormitory won’t be so 
bad. She says .she'll try it, anyway, and if she can’t stand it ihen 
she'll try coming in every day from Alexandra. But 1 think 
she’ll stand it all right. She's had her little fling.’ 

He straightened himself, standing in the middle of the room, 
looking down at the carpet. ‘You mu.st t to be patient with 
her. She’s also been pretty upset by your people going away. I 
think so, at least.’ Again he moved his thin body, bringing a 
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hand to his hip. *Tt’s so difficult to know what they really feel. 
WeVe the masters and they’re the servants and they feel they 
can’t afford to let us know too much - ever.’ 

‘You make it sound so sinister.’ 

‘In many ways it is. Hell! Don’t you know what kind of a 
country our glorious fatherland is?* 

‘1 must say it gets me down more and more, the whole thing. 
Old Brunton was so awful this afternoon, 1 could have 
strangled him. And the woist of it was that he was so sure he 
was on the right side. He just knew he was, in that little sun- 
dried pea of a brain that he\ gdt. The master bloody race! 
Brunton ! ’ 

But the portentous atmosphere in the flat that had greeted 
Bertie had been dispelled. Annie served them their dinner in the 
little dining room; she was cheerful, as relieved as they were to 
have the matter settled. Outside it was already dark and cold, 
but they left the curtains open, for the sake of the view. TTieir 
flat overlooked a small sloping park on the other side of which 
the ground rose so steeply that much of it had remained un- 
built-upon and unlit So the tall bk)cks of flats on that side of 
the park looked as if they were suspended, hanging with their 
lights above spaces of darkness. C ars drew up to them and 
pulled aw^iy, each one like a messenger, silent, mysterious and 
somehow' discreet at that distance, m spite of their shining 
headlights. I he sky behind was black. 
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During the last couple of years Bertie had acquired and aban- 
doned several enthusiasms. He had had a phase when he had 
spent a large part of hi'* free time learning French - he had 
gone to lessons at the Alliance Fran^aise in town, he had lis- 
tened every night to his Linguaphonc records, he had gone 
around the flat reciting aloud the conjugations of irregular 
verbs and individual lines from the Romantic poets he was 
battling through {Le jeune homme, devant les laideurs de cc 
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mondelTresaille dans son coeur largement irriie), he had 
listened regularly to the news on the radio from the Belgian 
Congo. Then there had been his enthusiasm for chamber 
music; he had bought expensive reproduction equipment, a 
large library of records, books on the subject, and tickets for 
the concerts occasionally given in town by visiting quartets 
from Europe; he had filled the flat with the howl of violas, the 
pleadings of violins, the minatory tones of cellos, all at full 
volume, driving Rachel out of the living-room into the bed- 
room, where, at times, she lay with her fingers to her ears. Then 
there had been his bookbincling spell; though he was really 
rather clumsy with his hands, he had, once»again, bought books 
on the subject and all kinds of equipment - shears, sheets of 
fine leather, sheets of gold leaf, pots of glue which he melted 
on the kitchen stove, stinking up the whole flat, sets of punches, 
needles, threads, tapes; he had turned the spare room into his 
workshop and torn olf the covers of some of Rachel's favourite 
books in order to rebind them, he promised her, exquisitely. 
But that had been the least successful of his enthusiasms - ex- 
cept perhaps for his bouts of photography and of a special 
kind of therapeutic deep-breathing - and Rachel's favourite 
books were still without bindings or covers, lying in the cup- 
board where he had thrown them with the rest of the gear he 
had collected. 

His latest enthusiasm was poker. 'Fhough Rachel begged • im 
not to almost every time, he had been going for several moi!ths 
at least once a week and sometimes more often, to play at 
Wolfgang Leverkuhn's flat. However, he insisted that he was 
not truly a gambler: it was not the chance of winning or the 
danger of losing big sums of money that really attracted and 
excited him. He was actually a cautious player, and was often 
mocked by Leverkuhn for his caution; the most he had lust so 
far in a night had been about thirty pounds. What he found 
irresistible was the fact that when he played he th.^’ivht of 
nothing but the game; his consciousness was altogether filled 
by the hard light over the table, the busy '^ands, each pair so 
different in its appearance from the others, the cards coming 
and going in all their permutations, the tension accumulating 
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and finding its resolution only to accumulate once more, the 
faces of the players frowning, laughing, expressionless, yet with 
eyes always watchful, always on the move, the gyessing, the 
calculating, the smoke, the glasses of beer, the disconnected 
snatches of conversation. 

On this evening he had his usual argument with Rachel and 
then went off expectantly, after dinner. But the game proved to 
be disappointingly quiet and ragged. ‘The rhythm,' Leverkuhn 
said later, ‘was missing.’ Bertie had brought with him, for the 
first time. Barney Klein, Adda's brother, who was now mar- 
ried, plumper than ever, and peisistcntly, mildly, naggingly 
good-humoured on tvcr> topic, except when he talked of his 
‘mad sister' who had been ai rested during the Defiance of Un- 
just Laws Campaign the previous year, and who had learned 
nothing, Barney said, from her cspeiience - she still ran around 
with Natives and Indians, talking about the revolution that was 
always coming tomoi row but never came toda\ The other two 
players were a wholesaler of artificial jewellerv. by the name of 
Markus, who was a neighbour of I cverkuhn's in the building; 
and a loud-mouthed, sott-lleshed advertising man, with yellow 
pouches under his eves, whir kept’^^on makinu remarks about 
being a poor eov fallen among lews, at which only Barney 
IClein laughed loudK Markus, dressed m an ash-littered blue 
cardigan, was bald, heav\, hunched, and many years older than 
anyone else there; he did not laugh once m the course of 
the evening; he hardly spoke, except to make his calls, and 
to mutter, each time he examined his hand, "Kituief, let me 
see, lel-me-see, letmesee.’ When he had seen what he wanted 
to see, he thrust out his lower lip and w.iited for the others, 
his hairless, round head bowed jn concentration over his 
cards. 

By common consent the game broke up early, at about 
half-past twelve; no one had won or lost anything much, and 
they did not spend as much time as they usually did anatom- 
izing the hands they hud had. Instead they talked about cars 
and money, the career of a defaulting stock-broker who had 
bankrupted scores of his clients and whose trial was taking up 
much space in the papers, and the latest of the Government’s 
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interminable pieces of race legislation. Markus and the adver* 
tising man left soon afterwards; Bertie and Barney Klein re- 
mained a little longer. As always, after the game, Bertie felt 
glum and depleted; he knew at such moments that the chief 
attraction of these evenings for him was their quintessentially 
wasteful quality - they were by design wasteful of time, waste- 
ful of money, wasteful of the self that was expended in them. 
No wonder, he thought, that Freud had said people gambled as 
a substitute for masturbation. 

But Leverkuhn was depressed only because the game had de- 
manded so little of the players that evening, had wasted so 
little of them. ‘The rhythm was missingi And Barney Klein 
was not depressed at all. He had come out best in the evening’s 
play, which naturally pleased him, and Leverkuhn flattered him 
adroitly - to no real end except that of seeing Barney rise un- 
suspectingly to the flattery. Soon Barney was talking about his 
little victory as though luck had had nothing to do with it, and 
Leverkuhn encouraged him, going on to refer knowledgeably 
to ‘the lines of psychic force’ which had radiated from Barney 
and had compelled the game to go the way it had. 

This Leverkuhn, who talked so ea.sily of rhythms and lines of 
psychic force, was a great boaster and romancer: Bertie had no 
doubt about it. He was in his late thirties, a divorcee,^ refugee 
from Germany. According to his own accounts he had, since 
coming to South Africa, been a diamond buyer, a teach •» of 
languages, a salesman of sewing machines, and an intelligc^ice 
agent who had worked under the direct command of General 
Smuts during the war; he had also spent some time farming on 
a smallholding just outside Johanne.sburg, where he had used a 
revolutionary method for the growing of tomatoes and pota- 
toes. He had grown his crops out of rocks, out of heaps of 
pebbles, as far as Bertie had understood his explanations; it 
was an adaptation of a system, Leverkuhn claimed, that had 
been employed in antiquity by the Nabataens. Now he was a 
correspondent for the German press, a literary agent, a scout 
for English publishers, a tourist courier, a **ost of things. Bertie 
never knew how much to believe of what Leverkuhn said about 
himself; quite apart from the implausibility of his claims, there 
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was the implausibility of his appearance to contend with. Full- 
face, he had the look of a sly, harmless, wrinkled, amused 
monkey, with a flat, wide-nostrilled nose, nothing much in the 
way of ^ chin, and a bald, curved brow. In profile the cast of 
his face was sombre, authoritarian, hooked, avaricious. Bertie 
had spent much time trying, without success, to put together 
Leverkuhn’s two faces. 

But you could pass the time entertainingly in Leverkuhn’s 
company. He was a reader of Reich, a reader of works of Zen, 
a believer in what he called ‘the X-factor* (‘So that you won't 
confuse my conception of divinity 'with your sadistic Jahwch or 
your masochistic Chiist'); he said he had been a Spartacist in 
Germany, but knew better now than to try to work out his 
‘inner disharmonies and disequilibriums* by inciting the Afri- 
cans to revolt, especially as the overwhelming mass of the 
Africans were deeply acquiescent in what was being done to 
them, and any attempt at revolution was certain to fail. (He 
had what he called a ‘psycho-historic’ explanation of the politi- 
cal submissiveness of the African masses. In tribal society 
women had done all the work, while the men had merely 
hunted, herded cattle and prepared for war; now because the 
men had become wage-slaves, because they did repetitive 
manual lid)our, ‘they have been womanized in their own eyes, 
you understand, they have become convinced that their role 
must be a feminine one of passivity, compliance and caution.’) 
He spent most of his nights playing poker; he said he was 
working on a book which would establish the theory of ‘sense- 
time’ as a dimension comparable to the space-time of physi- 
cists; he spoke with a deliberately challenging, calm open- 
mindedness about flying saucers. 

Barney listened to him open-mouthed, with round eyes; 
Bertie with a sceptical smile on his face. But it was in Bertie, 
not Barney, that something baffled, embittered and yet hope- 
ful rose in response to Leverkuhn's words. And it was Barney, 
not Bertie, who dismissed Leverkuhn when they were on the 
pavement out.side the building. ‘That bloke, he’s off his head if 
you ask me. Where d’you pick him up?’ 

. If Barney had spoken with respect of Leverkuhn, Bertie 
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would have been scornful and derisive. As it was he said, ‘I 
don’t know, I think he’s on the track of some things that most 
people prefer not to think about.’ 

He drove Barney home. Now that Benjamin Glickman had 
left the country, and Ezreal Klein was more or less confined to 
his bed, with one asthma attack after another, the two young 
men were effectively in charge of the block of flats in Observa- 
tory owned by Benjamin and Ezreal, and they had much in the 
way of business to say to each other. 


19 

Bertie Wd> Mi'-prised, and a little irritated, to find Rachel still 
awake when he came home. He leaned over her in the darkness, 
feeling the warmth of her body coming from the bed. ‘Sweetie, 
why aren't you asleep?’ he whispered, trying to anticipate and 
render harmless with his display of solicitude the reproaches he 
feared she was ready to make. 

‘I couldn't sleep,’ she said. ‘So I stopped trying to.’ She spoke 
in a normal tone of voice, which made his whisper appear 
childish. 

‘Well, perhaps you’ll be able to, now that I’m back. 

He undressed in the dark; the only light in the flat came 
from the night-light in the children’s room, through the open 
door. Stretching, yawning, sighing, he climbed between the 
sheets; Rachel hardly moved to make room for him. They lay 
in silence for some time. 

‘So you want to say something to me?’ Bertie asked finally. 

She answered him, after another long silence. ‘I’ve been 
thinking - I want to take a job. I want to do something. I don’t 
need to be with Sharon all the time, especially if Annie’s stay- 
ing with us. T could do something half-time.’ 

Bertie was relieved that what she had said did not - at any 
rate, not directly - concern him: his absences, his coldness, his 
poker games, his lack of love for her, c 'd all the rest of the 
accusations and reproaches she wearied him with. 
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‘Of course,’ he said, trying to put some interest and en- 
couragement into his voice. ‘Why shouldn't you? What sort of 
thing are you thinking of?' 

‘I thought I’d like to do some voluntary work - something 
with the Africans - I don't know. With the Blind Society, or 
the Legal Aid, or the Institute of Race Relations ~ something 
like that.’ 

He lay quite still, between one breath and another. ‘I see,’ he 
'said. ‘Charity. Goi^ works.’ 

‘They’re better than nothing. If we're going to be on our own 
here, I want to make my own corinexions, instead of just feel- 
ing caught in the one% that other people have made.’ 

He did not answer her. But a few minutes later he laughed, 
not because he was amused, but because he wanted her to ask 
him what the joke was. She did not oblige, however, so he lifted 
himself up on one elbow and looked down into her face, a 
paler shadow within the shadow of her hair. 

‘You're so obvious! Suddenly you must do good works! 
Who’re you trying to reproach? Who're you trying to justify 
yourself in front of? Me? Your parents? You think your old 
mah could go off to Israel if he didn't know that I was here, 
looking after everything he's left behind? And the same thing 
goes for Joel and David : the last thing you have to be is 
ashamed in front of them. They're going to draw plenty of 
benefit one day from the work I'm doing - or so they hope, 
anyway, I bet. And so are the Africans you're suddenly so con- 
cerned about. They don’t stand a chance unless this country 
becomes really rich and developed. If they want to cut my 
throat then. I'll say good luck to them. If they're capable of 
doing it.’ 

‘There’s no need for you to speak like that. You’re drawing 
your benefits already, aren’t you?’ 

‘And you’re one of them ! Thanks very much I ’ 

He had the satisfaction of seeing that this made her cry, as he 
had intended it to. 

He lay beside her, letting her sob, finding in her tears a justi- 
fication for his anger. Lying still, swallowing his rage, he re- 
membered one of Leverkuhn’s dicta: In modern, middle-class 
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society more deaths are caused by the restraint of violent im- 
pulses than by their expression. 

It was another reverberating lie, of course. Or was it? He fell 
asleep with the question unresolved. Much later, Rachel fell 
asleep too. 


20 

Professor Viljoen had warned Joel that graduate students in 
arts subjects were, in England, a permanently depressed and 
neglected class; that by and large the university authorities 
were indii^ rent to them, that they were thrown upon their own 
resources and left to shift for themselves as best they could. 
Joel, of course, had disbelieved him. It was Viljoen's bitterness 
that was speaking he had told himself, his resentment of being 
stuck forever in the provinces, his envy of the superior status 
and facilities of the universities in Britain. However, Joel was 
now convinced that though Viljoen may have spoken bitterly, 
he had spoken the truth. 

It had been one thing to open an airmail letter in Johannes- 
burg and to read, with much satisfaction and pride, that he had 
been accepted by the London School of Economics to wcik for 
his doctorate on the dissertation he had suggested ('Stuu. '.s in 
the Origins of the Theory of Imperialism, from Seeley to 
Lenin’) under the direction of Professor Michael Dav’dson; it 
was quite another actually to come once every few weeks or so 
to the School, tucked so improbably and inconspicuously in a 
bent, sunless little side-street off Kingsway, and spent there a 
half-hour or a little longer each time in Professor Davidson’s 
office, making conversation with Professor Davidson and listen- 
ing to the sighing and bubbling of Professor Davidson's pipe. 
There were also, it was true, coffee-parties at Professoi David- 
son’s home in Twickenham, which he attended together with a 
dozen others at a time, and where he draii^ coffee and admired 
the legs of Professor Davidson’s wife. But not even these 
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occasions altogether assuaged Joel’s feelings that he was, 
academically speaking, a neglected body. 

Professor Davidson was a modest, busy, genuyiely kindly 
man, a 4-eeds Jew by origin, who had written a great deal on 
British imperial history before the war and very little since 
then, and who now served conscientiously on many academic 
committees. Personally, Joel found him as unfathomable as all 
the other middle-class Englishmen he had met; they were a 
strange, intricate race, much less reserved than they were re- 
puted to be - they were in fact immensely given to gossip - 
and yet at the same time self-absorbed, broodingly in-turned. 
But he had the impression that Davidson liked him and for 
some reason was amused by him. Intellectually, Davidson was 
acute and fatigued; this too seemed to Joel characteristic, even 
while he suspected that the fatigue was something of a pose. 
Socially, the most striking thing about Davidson, perhaps, was 
his wife, Lily. She was not just an American heiress - she was 
a member of a well-known department-store family - but a 
beautiful one as well, being tall, pale-skinned, black-haired, 
light-eyed, youthful in her appearance and voice, and im- 
posingly dignified in her movement^ and manners. Joel's ad- 
miration of her legs was wholehearted. 

,For th^ rest, Joel was left pretty much on his own. Now that 
he was half-way through his thesis he had decided, inevitably, 
that it was the wrong topic for him to have tackled; he was no 
theoretician. But the subject engaged his curiosity at many 
levels; he felt its scope to be as wide, ultimately, as he might 
dare to make it; and he worked at it as hard as his own some- 
what indolent and always divided and self-doubting nature per- 
mitted him to. He drew some comfort, also, from the fact that 
this approach to the subject was positively ‘anti-theoreticar, 
anyway; it seemed to him that the theoreticians, whether 
they supported or attacked the imperialisms of their time, had 
never done more than try to offer rational explanations for 
what was essentially an irrational political process, an ‘object- 
less expansion’, as Schumpter had described it, a compulsive 
movement of power of a kind which, under favouring internal 
and external circumstances, would always find its excuses and 
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presumed objects, and would always manage to generate the 
heroism, exaltation, and ruthlessness it needed. In a curious 
way, Joel suspected that a romantic, cynical, posturing dandy 
and exhibitionist like Disraeli in fact knew better whait he was 
about than those who imagined his postures and absurdities to 
be a mask for calculation. Though he found many of Disraeli’s 
views, and the whole of his personality, embarrassing and re- 
pellent to a degree, Joel vaguely promised himself that if his 
work went well he would one day ‘do something’ on Disraeli. 

Such promises he made only in his more cheerful day- 
dreaming moments, when lie saw his thesis completed and 
received with acclamation, and offers of lucrative, undemand- 
ing and prestigious jobs being thrust upon him. More often he 
saw himself as a perpetual graduate student, a drifter, a nagger, 
a tentli-idic hiftmensch; not handsome, not talented, not 
industrious, unable to earn a living, a failure. 

In order to earn some kind of living he taught twice a week 
at a night-school, giving a course in nineteenth-century British 
history (his misgivings about teaching such a course had dis- 
appeared when he had seen that most of his students were as 
little British as himself), and he marked innumerable history 
papers for a correspondence college which advertised widely in 
African and Asian newspapers, charged its students l^eavily for 
its .services, and paid him meagrely. The first job he had got 
through Professor Davidson; the second by answering a rotice 
that had been posted up on the board at the School. 


21 


‘And that’s the way I get my bread 
A trifle, if you please.' 

Pamela laughed at Joel’s facetious, apologetic conclusion to 
his account of the way he lived. They were on Primiose Hill; 
below them was the simple geography of London, a wide flat 
valley, between two ranges of low hills. 

They stood on one side, and many miles away vague stripes 
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of mauve and brown against the sky marked the hills of Surrey. 
The larger, nearer buildings stood out distinctly; others were 
reduced to angles of darkness, flanges of light; the rest were 
nothing»more than so much occupied space, from wYiich a faint 
vapour rose into the sky. The view reminded Joel of that of 
Johannesburg from behind the main block of the university, 
but this one was wider and less dramatic; less dramatic be- 
cause it was so much more immense, because at no point was it 
gathered together in a single heap or pile. It simply filled the 
valley as a dream fills the mind - seen and yet not known, ex- 
perienced yet hardly to be believdd in. Bald, stony, dusty dis- 
tances, the ache of ipterminable roads, the secrecy of squares 
and alleys, the oppression of traffic and of crowds on the pave- 
ments, the irregularities and disorders of hundreds of years of 
buildings, canals, bridges and railways, were all reduced to a 
sound in the air, a vapour, a brown and black growth or stain 
that had spread everywhere. 

‘What about girls?' Pamela asked, turning from the view to 
look at Joel. Her voice was light, strained, defiant. ‘You've told 
me about everything else, but you haven't mentioned them. 
You’re not married - or anything - are you?’ 

Joel hesitated. ‘Or anything? I suppose that’s more or less 
what I an). I’ve got a girl, we 

‘What’s her name?' 

‘Dora. She’s South African. From Port Elizabeth. Then 
Wits, and now the Middle Temple. She wants to go back when 
she's finished.’ 

‘And you?’ 

‘No, I don't want to go back.’ 

‘Why not? Because of the politics?’ 

‘Because of the politics and everything^lse. Because I like it 
better here than there.’ He added, adopting exaggeratedly the 
posture of a defeated politician, his hand on his heart, ‘Be- 
cause I've retired altogether from public life.’ 

‘And you think this is the place to do it in?’ 

‘Don't you think so?’ 

She did not answer; she just said emphatically, *I don’t want 
to leave.’ She moved away at once, having spoken; as if, Joel 
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thought, the exposure of their position on the sk>line chal- 
lenged them to justify their choice. How could it be done, in the 
face of thj^t vast indifference, the city sprawled immeasurably 
beneath them? Yet that indifference was surely one of the 
reasons for their choice. 

She had moved hardly a yard or two away from him, but the 
baldness and height of the slope made the distance appear 
greater; they seemed to be calling to one another rather than 
talking. \So what's going to happen between the two of you? If 
she wants to go back and you don’t?’ 

‘She'd slay if 1 asked her to.’ 

‘But you don't want to do that either?* 

‘No.’ 

‘Poor Dora ! ’ 

He leseiiied the way ^he flung out the remark, like some kind 
of joke. ‘You don't have to be patronizing - just because you’re 
all right.’ 

Her flat-heeled, black, skimpy shoes were in the grass, the 
rays of evening sunlight were blurred against her legs and 
skirt. She rocked a little, backwards and forwards, taunting 
him; watching her he was dizzied by the steep green decline at 
her feet, with formal tarred paths running down, and the tops 
of the trees far below, ‘You still feel so sorry for# yourself, 
Joel?' she cried. ‘After we'd met at that party I remembered 
how sorry for yourself you always used lo be. You n. '/en’t 
changed, have you? You told me so that evening, you sai- you 
hadn't changed.’ 

‘That’s right. I'm still sorry for myself. And you’re still 
pleased with yourself, aren't you?’ 

‘Oh, very. Why shouldn't I be?’ 

Her breath caught on the question, and he looked curiously 
at her, before stooping and picking up the raincoat she had put 
down on the grass. 

‘So what do you want to do now? Are you satisfied with the 
walking we've done?' 

She did not answer; instead she began walking away slowly, 
in the direction of Hampstead. He fell in beside her. ‘Would 
you like to meet Dora?’ 
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She flinched away from the suggestion. ‘Not after what 
you’ve told me. Not tonight, anyway.’ 

The sun went; the sky slowly lost its golden grjsenish hue, 
became* paler, clearer, more distant. They wandered through 
the streets, following no particular direction. The peeling stuc- 
co pillars and porticos of Swiss Cottage gave way to the red 
brick of Hampstead. In a street neither of them had been in 
before they came upon a house on which a plaque announced 
that Freud had spent the last year of his life there. The house 
was modestly expensive in appearance, its garden neat and 
luxuriant, its windows white-sasHcd. its brickwork firm and 
discreet under a bright green creeper. They stared at it like 
tourists, standing in the narrow street that the dying exile 
had looked out upon. The height and ponderous ugli- 
ness of the houses opposite spoilt the street, made it dark and 
prison-like. 

Then they walked on. They had spoken little since leaving 
Primrose Hill, though before then Joel had talked laboriously, 
as if explaining or excusing himself, determinedly, out of his 
embarrassment at finding Pamela alone when he had come to 
her flat - her husband, she had said, yas motoring in the coun- 
try with a friend from South Africa. It was at Pamela's sug- 
gestion that they had gone out for a walk, and Joel had 
conscientiously filled the silence between them with topics 
and explanations; the place of the graduate student in 
British universities. Professor Davidson, Hobson’s Imperialism, 
Now he had nothing to say; everything he had said be- 
fore seemed shamingly pedantic, boring, pompous, beside the 
point. 

But what was the point? Where were they going? He wanted 
to hear Pamela talk; but she walked silently beside him, her 
hands in the pockets of the flimsy raincoat she had taken from 
him a little earlier. The sway of her walk was womanly, un- 
familiar, purposeful; she carried her heavy black head of hair 
upright, as if she were sure of herself. But Joel did not believe 
that she knew any better than he what they were doing to- 
gether, so far from where they had first met, after so much had 
happened to them both. 
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Yet when she did speak it was to ask him, merely, as of an 
acquaintance, ‘Why did you leave Israel?’ 

Because Jie had hoped for more after her long silence, the 
first word that came to his tongue was, ‘Disappointment.’ 
Then he added, ‘In myself as much as in the country. Shock. 
Discomfort. Restlessness. The language. I suppose I just didn’t 
like the place enough, basically.’ 

‘Are you sorry about it now?’ 

‘At times. I feel guilty to the people there - and to some part 
of myself - for having left. But I think 1 might have betrayed 
some other part by staying.* He walked on a few paces. ‘The 
strange thing is that both parts seem to me equally Jewish.’ 

She answered severely, ‘1 don't know what that means.’ 

‘Nor do I. If 1 knew then I'd no longer be the kind of Jew I 
am.’ 

‘1 don’t know what that means either.’ 

‘I'm sorry,' Joel said, with more irritation than regret. When 
he spoke again it was in his laborious, plodding, explanatory 
vein. ‘You’re a Gentile, Pamela, so your problems are your own 
in a way that mine aren't mine Jews are always forced to 
generalize about their problems because they never know just 
how much is Jewish in them - that is, how much is imposed or 
accidental in a way - and how much is common,# ordinary, 
human, necessary. I mean Je\\s like me, of course; Jews 
who’ve been brought up in the Gentile woild - not Jcwn like 
my grandparents were. Mind, I'm not saving that that ij'akes 
our problems or your problems easier or harder for either of 
us; that’s something else again. It makes them diffeient, in- 
wardly, that's all.’ 

Pamela thrust her head forward suddcnlv, in an ugly aggres- 
sive movement, her lists clenched in her raincoat. God, I wish 
I could - generalize my problems. 1 wish 1 felt they weren t just 
private and personal and insignificant. 1 suppose it serves me 
right for never really thinking about anything except myself - 
my life, my happiness* my decisions. .So now that 1 know 
they’re all good for nothing I've got nothing else. Nothing. 
Nothing.’ 

Tlicy had stopped walking. Pamela was not looking at him; 

431 



she still stared angrily ahead. Joel did not know why she had 
spoken so passionately, what she meant by what she had said, 
but he reached out and touched her hand gently, a^ if from a 
distance, acting without thought; a gesture more of placation 
than of tenderness. Long after he had forgotten the expression 
on her face, the set lines of her features at that moment, he 
remembered the pattern made by a wall of reddish bricks and 
crumbling grey mortar behind her head. 

‘You’re crying,’ he said wonderingly. It was at his touch that 
the tears had come into her eyes. 

She nodded, admitting it, lowering her head, her mouth 
trembling for what seemed to him an unendurably long time. 
Then she turned away from him, put her arms against the wall, 
and sobbed into them. She remained standing like that even 
after her tears were exhausted, making no sound, her shoulders 
still shaking in spasms. Joel watched her, all his curiosities 
already sated and self-disgusted, warning voices within him 
telling him that he should see her home quickly and quietly and 
never return. 

He might have obeyed them had it not been for a sense of 
the lightness and absurdity of fate vv:J}ich held him there, and 
yet held him detached, in the sloping anonymous street, under a 
sky which as it darkened was acquiring colour once again, a 
deep, tense blue, everywhere at once. Was this what they had 
been aimed at, unknowingly, through the years, across the dis- 
tances of the world? It might never have happened, easily 
enough. 
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T was in the same camp in Egypt, just after the war,’ Joel said. 
‘So I know exactly the place he's describing. He's got it beauti- 
fully - or horribly, rather - just as it was. And everyone shared 
the moods he deals with: now the war’s over, now real life’s 
going to begin again. But one of the things he shows in the 
book is that life’s always real, wherever it's going on. That 
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time in the camp was real, so was the place itself - and so was 
everyone’s delusion that they weren’t. It was a real delu- 
sion, if you see what I mean, one that we’re always bound to 
fall into. The way he puts that across is what makes the book 
so strong. 1 thought it quite an achievement, I must say.' 

Joel had found it easier than he had thought it would be to 
speak fairly of Malcolm's work; what had distracted him was 
not any impulse to denigration, but simply the strangeness of 
talking in this way to the author's wife, after what she had told 
him, at such length, with such shame and hopelessness, about 
her marriage. They sat in the isolation of his room, Pamela 
inexpertly smoking a cigarette, her feet cijrled under her in the 
armchair, her shoes lying on the carpet; next to the ash-tray 
was an empty coffee cup she had put there earlier. She 
answered 1 :m calmly, thoughtfully, with the same fairness of 
tone. 

‘The trouble is he really doesn't believe that achievement of 
that kind matters very much any more.’ 

‘Do you?' 

She said, less calmly, ‘All I feel at the moment is that if the 
price of achieving anything is what he's had to pay - then who 
wants achievements? It's just too much, it isn’t worth it.’ 

‘And the price of not achieving anything?' Joel exclaimed. 
‘You think that's cheap? Believe me, it isn't. You pay, you pay, 
anyhow.' 

He got up from the chair at his work-table, crosse. the 
room to the window, looked out restlessly, then came back to 
sit on his chair. The desk-lamp burned brightly, the only light 
in the room, its shade turned so that it lit up with a white glare 
one section of the wall to the side of him, leaving the rest of the 
room in shadow. 

‘No,’ he said, speaking as if at random, moving his hands, *I 
sit down to do my work - say, to show that you can't explain 
imperialism in this or that way, to show how much of it is com- 
pulsive and irrational. Fine. It's a useful job to be done. It's 
what I believe. 1 think there'd be less mischief in the world if 
more people believed it. But the trouble k *hat when T go on - 
or back - or into myself - I don't see any reason to believe in 
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anything but compulsion and irrationality, whatever I deal 
with, wherever I begin or end. And that thought makes me 
miserable and incompetent. It makes the whole thing seem a 
waste of time. So the work suffers, and 1 pay more than ever 
for it in guilt and worry. Not that I haven't got simpler, lazier 
reasons for not getting on with it . . . It's like morality in a way, 
isn't it? Animals hunt for protein, we hunt for protein and 
prestige. That's what you must always begin and end with. But 
to complain because it's a vicious predatory universe is in itself 
to adopt a moral posture. So we're stuck inside it, inside 
morality, whatever we do. Which* doesn't, God knows, begin 
to make us moral creatures.* He looked directly at Pamela, his 
hands falling into his lap. 'You know, one of the things 1 
thought when you were crying in the street - I thought, well, 
I'm glad that I'm not the only one of us who's made a balls-up 
of his life. It gave me great satisfaction to think that, while I 
was .standing by so kindly.' Then he said : 'Do you mind?’ 

'It's not very nice.* 

‘No, I didn't think so either. But that's me. That's practically 
every one of us. I'm sure. So go make .sense of it. Go bring up 
your children to be responsible, respectable citizens, as kind as 
you can make them. But sec they get theii animal proteins.’ 

His own words reminding him to do it, he took her cup and 
his'and went behind the beaverboard partition which cut off a 
corner of his room, and which hid a basin, a small gas-ring, 
and a tiny food cabinet. He made more Nescafe for them both 
and took out a packet of biscuits from the cabinet. When he 
came out he found her sitting in the armchair, as he had left 
her; only now she had her handkerchief in her hand. Despite 
the dim light he saw at once that she had been crying again. He 
put the tray on the floor and leaned over her, his hands grip- 
ping the top of the chair, his arms on both sides of his 
head. She looked up. Fatigue had made the colour of her face 
patchy, had changed its contours; her tears had reddened her 
eyes. 

He spoke harshly, yet he intended to reassure her, to show 
her he had no wish to exploit her, or what she had told him. ‘So 
we aren’t going to go to bed with one another?' he said. 
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She stirred, captive between his arms. ‘No, it doesn’t look like 
it. Did you think we were?’ 

‘1 didn’t know. 1 thought, probably, when I said we should 
come here &nd you agreed.* 

‘It seems hours ago.' 

‘It is.’ 

She looked at her watch, and what she saw made her yawn at 
once, childishly. She brought up her hand to cover her mouth. 
‘Pm sorry if Pve disappointed you. All Tve done is tell you my 
troubles.’ 

‘Have I disappointed you?’ 

‘No - 1 didn’t know either - what we were going to do. I 
suppose it's just as well.' 

He felt no desire for her, he was too tired, he had heard too 
much, hfi r *^^0 surprised and agitated by some of what he had 
heard. It was only because he was afraid he might hurt her if he 
did not make some token advance to her that, leaning over her, 
he slowly lowered his head. Their foreheads met gently, and 
they smiled, their eyes wide open, each looking into the vague 
dark gleam of the other’s. They kissed, without pretending 
to passion. 

Joel stood up and gave Pamela her cup of coffee. ‘No, if we 

were going to be lovers we should have done it a long time 

, • 

ago. 

‘A long time ago tonight, or a long time ago - really?’ 

‘Either.’ 

She took the cup from him. added sugar to it, and began to 
drink from it. Joel went to the chair at his table, where he had 
been sitting before. For the first time since they had come into 
the room they were conscious of the silence of the streets out- 
side - a silence broken at long intervals by the sound of a car 
passing along the main road a few blocks away. They could 
hear that each car was travelling fast, and that in itself was a 
reminder to them of the lateness of the hour. But they sat on, 
neither speaking, neither disturbed by the other’s silence. 

Eventually Joel said, ‘So what are you going to do? Just 
carry on?’ 

‘Or try to. I suppose so.’ 


43S 



‘Do you still love him?* 

‘I could, if he’d let me.’ 

‘What about children? Haven’t you wanted them?* 

‘At Qrst I did - very much. But I had a coupll of miscar- 
riages, one after the other, when we were in South Africa, and 
then, what with coming to England and everything, we decided 
not to try again. Since then things have been ... 1 just haven't 
thought about it. Except,' she added, with a shake in her voice, 
‘to worry that I can’t anyway, that there’s something wrong 
with me.’ 

The thought distressed Joel; he felt great pity for what the 
full, female line of^her hips and thighs contained, under her 
thin cotton dress. 

‘What do the doctors say?’ 

‘They don’t really know why it happened, those times,’ she 
said. She looked at him, as if a.sking for forgiveness, and he 
gave it to her readily, a queer, self-forgetful grimace of en- 
couragement wrinkling his brow, drawing lines about his 
mouth. 

After another silence she asked him when he had met Mal- 
colm. He replied briefly - ‘After an accident, just on the road’ - 
but then the whole encounter becam^vivid to him, he remem- 
bered Natalie and the emptiness of the veld, the darkness, the 
fast-movfng car, the strange, shattered desultoriness of his en- 
counter with Malcolm and the girl, the return to the farm- 
house. He described it all for her, and the inquest too, though 
he could recollect le.ss about it; and Pamela listened intently. 

‘Malcolm never told me anything about it,’ she said sadly, 
without surprise, when he had finished. ‘Not a word.’ Presently 
she asked, ‘And your girl? What happened to her?’ 

‘She didn’t want to go to Israel, in the end. She married 
another bloke and went to Northern Rhodesia. Then she di- 
vorced him. I saw her in Joh’burg a few years later, in the 
street She had a little blond kid, he was pulling at her hand. 
We stood and chatted for a bit, and that was that’ 
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Joel put Pamela into a lone taxi they found at a rank a few 
blocks from his room. She was shivering and soft in the corner 
of the cab, her face pale. He kissed her, but they did not speak 
of seeing each other again. Then he walked slowly back to his 
room. The air was chill and metallic; the streetlamps burned 
with a shallow, fatigued appearance, as if^they knew how soon 
they would be superseded by the approach of dawn; there was 
dew on the metal of all the cars parked alongside the pavement, 
dulling the., ♦^l^^am. The tall terraces of houses were silent, with 
black doorways, lightless windows, roofs humped against the 
sky which had only just become a faint, visible surface, rather 
than an indeterminate darkness. 

Only when he reached his room did Joel become aware of 
what had happened to him; the knowledge of it took posses- 
sion of him the moment he opened the door. His desk-lamp 
still burned, throwing its white glare in a patch on the wall; his 
chairs, his bed, his books were where they had always^been. But 
they would never be the same again, for upon them all was the 
impress or breath or taste of Pamela's presence. They con- 
tained her now; they reminded him of her. 

She had stood here, looked there, picked up this; there was 
where her shoes had lain after she kicked them off, h:re was 
where she had been standing when she had turned her head in 
that remembered way, said those words, asked that question. 
Her pale stockinged legs, her pointed feet, her cotton dress, her 
arms, the black head of her hair - he remembered these with a 
desire he had hardly felt at the time; but even his desire was 
merely a part of his sense of change, of being surrounded by 
her presence, of containing its pow'cr and wistfulncs^ within 
him. Her cup was on the floor, next to the armchair, and he 
picked it up and stood with it in his hands 1 ^king at the coffee- 
stain within it, looking at nothing. 
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Just outside the window a bird chirped, a peremptory, un« 
hesitating utterance, a bright flicker and slither of sound, which 
was followed after an interval, from a distance, by an equally 
precise dresponse. Joel found he was still holding ihh cup in his 
hand. He took a pace or two towards the little kitchenette, then 
changed his mind and put the cup down, next to his own on 
the table. The day would come soon enough - it was already 
coming; more birds were singing; the sky was looming 
brighter - and his changed room would change again, would 
be cleared, littered, cleared again, losing what it now had. He 
would rather fall asleep with everything in it as it had been 
when she had been tljere. 

But he took a long time to fall asleep. Over and over again in 
his mind he went through some of the things they had said to 
each other, remembering her words and his, remembering espe- 
cially her face in profile, seeing it always in calm, level move- 
ment through an element that existed only in his thought of 
her. It seemed incredible to him that they had done nothing 
but talk to one another, all the hours she had been in his 
room; yet he could not imagine them having done anything 
else, or anything more; he was content with what they had 
done. 

He woke to the sense of change; it was still with him. Even 
the sky had changed in the few hours he had been asleep; he 
smelt the damp smokiness of the clouds in the air before he 
went to the window. That pungency in the nostrils was for him 
the very smell of London. Low, unmoving, soft, silent, a single 
gleaming grey in colour, the clouds filled all the sky that he 
could see, above the bulging and sloping roofs of the houses 
opposite, abolishing the glassy serenities and recessions of the 
previous evening. They were gone. This was another day begin- 
ning. Standing at the window, he felt that his own past, all that 
had gone before, was as unknowable to him as what he was 
going to do or become; the present was always ceaselessly 
altering the past, making another unexpected order or disorder 
out of it. And so it would be, until the end. 

How extraordinary love was I This congested dizziness at the 
thought of her, this yearning wonder, this ache of incomple- 
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tion because she wasn’t there, this foolish conviction that all 
mysteries and the resolution to all mysteries were contained in 
the crook qf her arms, the swell of her breast, the knuckles of 
her fingers - from where had they come? For how long* would 
they last? How could he think of letting them rule his life, 
change it altogether? They would pass, they would be gone 
tomorrow. 

‘Of course. That’s why I must act on them today,’ he said 
to himself, and stood where he was at the window, as if in the 
stillness made by the certainty and decisiveness of his own 
response. 

He was so filled with wonder that tin^e passed before he 
realized he was taking it for granted that she, too, knew of the 
change that had taken place, that she shared his mood of ten- 
der conipieiiciision and certainty. Then he was touched by the 
thought of her ignorance; he felt sorry for her, he wanted to 
reassure her, to break the good news to her. He looked at his 
watch. wShe was already at school; he did not even know the 
name of the school at which she taught. Well, he would phone 
in the afternoon, when she would be back from school. 

And if, when he phoned, her husband answered - what then? 

Inevitably, with a horrible rapidity, his mood began to 
change once more. Later he sat over his books, trying to pre- 
pare the lecture he was supposed to be giving that everting; in- 
stead he kept himself busy itemizing the multitude of his weak- 
nesses and stupidities, convicting himself of trouble-seek- ng, 
chivalry, neurosis, escapism, Jewish self-hatred, romanticism, 
shallowness, irresponsibility and megalomania. The English, he 
had often thought, were strange and foreign to him. What, for 
God’s sake, did he imagine Pamela to be? She was a shiksa and 
another man's wife - nothing less! And what was he? Sir 
Galahad Glickman? With a great flamboyant crusader's cross 
upon his breast, doubtless, and his circumcized cock discreetly 
hidden? Dora, poor Dora, who came from a home like his 
own and who thought and felt about so many things so much 
like himself, he could not love. Pamela, when she had been 
young and free, he had not loved. No, he i d to wait until she 
was worn, married and miserable; he had to hear that she had 
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had a couple of miscarriages and was afraid her woman's 
organs were defective; he had to satisfy his appetite for 
failure; then he chose to say her name aloud into the empty 
room,<hen he stood mooning over her at the window, then he 
closed his eyes and tried to visualize her presence. He could no 
longer succeed even in doing that; all he saw was a pale, un- 
certain shape against the darkness, a shape that narrowed to a 
waist which he stretched out his arms to grasp, before letting 
them drop upon his papers on the table. 

The morning seemed interminable, exhausting; it pulsated 
^strangely, somewhere behind its fight and sounds, its rhythms 
unlike those of oth^*- days. Tormented, he sat in his room witl^ 
his books, then threw them aside, went out walking, stared 
around him at the crowded, busy pavements, the shop- 
windows, the vehicles surging in the streets - unseeing and yet 
looking for something, he did not know what, among them; 
deafened by haphazard noises yet hoping to hear some mean- 
ingful sound, private to him, among them. He returned to his 
room and fell into a doze from which he awoke with a furious 
jerk, his heart beating, a bitter taste in his mouth, his head full 
of vague reverberating words that disappeared the moment he 
opened his eyes. But the confusion of his thoughts -> meaner 
and more outrageous than ever - returned at once. 

Did fie suppose, he asked himself, did he suppose, fool fhz^ 
he was, that this sudden, overwhelming rapture of love he 
imagined himself to be feeling was not connected, for example, 
with the fact that his parents would be arriving in London 
within a few days? What was he trying to prove to them, what 
kind of pitiful, utterly childish assertion of his own adulthood 
was he planning to make - at his age, at twenty-seven? ‘Look, 
Tm involved with a married woman! And a .v/i/Aw, tool So 
don't think I'm still your little Joel!' Was that it? He groaned 
at the thought; and struck his head like a lunatic at another. 
‘It’s the times, it’s the times we live in - such times of disloca- 
tion and loss - and see how Glickman, with a little bit of adul- 
tery, a bit of divorce, a bit of mixed marriage, conscientiot^sly 
does his little best to embody them!' Was that his ambition? 
Every Sunday scribbler knew what a tragic figure he could cut 
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by invoking the times, how he could put his profundity on 
show by mentioning the concentration camps. And npw bank- 
rupt, hysteycal Glickman came to get his secret charge from 
the same vile source - was that it? 

He read again, standing at his desk, the quotation he had 
intended using in his lecture that evening and had copied out 
for that purpose on a piece of paper: ‘Chained, belted, har- 
nessed like dogs in a go-cart, black, saturated with wet, and 
more than half-naked - crawling upon their hands and feet, 
and dragging their heavy load behind them - the children pre- 
sent an appearance indescribably unnatural and disgusting.* 
'That was not a description of a scene in agconcentration camp, 
but an extract from the Children’s Employment Commission, 
First Report, Mines, 1852. The children had been aged between 
seven and nine, they had worked down in the pits from four 
in the morning until half-past five in the evening. There were 
your times - all your times. There was your human race. And 
in all times the race had never been short of its Joel Glick- 
mans: compassionate, but not too compassionate; indignant, 
but not too indignant; worried about others, but always, in- 
variably, most worried about himself. 

He was some catch, no doubt about it. How could she pos- 
sibly resist his splendid self-confidence, his brilliant career, his 
glittering prospects, his habit of seizing hold of her and nag- 
ging her again and again with his daring ' iews and nuvhty 
speculations? 

‘Pamela ! ’ Joel imitated himself, calling to her in his empty 
room. ‘Pamela I ’ 

Once it had been his ambition to learn from the world rules, 
reasons, meanings; he had wanted to know from scratch how 
he should live; to know why he should live in one way rather 
than another. He had failed. Having failed he had consciously 
and deliberately decided to try and remain modest, cautious, 
demilnding little for himself and expecting little from everyone 
else, living as quietly as he could, trying to do a job of work 
without asking of it that it should either change the world, or 
explain it. But even that, it .seemed, was tuv> much for him to 
manage. No, he had to try to live by romantic delusions, in the 
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midst of crises which did not concern him, by proxies, by fanci- 
ful surrenders to fanciful passions, by utterances into empty 
rooms. ‘Pamela ! ' 

He had intended his cry to be self-taunting once more, deri- 
sory. But it came out as something else, and he sat quietly, for 
the first time in what seemed to be hours, the note of tender- 
ness and appeal he had sounded still echoing in his ears. He 
visualized her perfectly clearly, and his heart opened at the 
precious, living singularity of her: her black hair, her white 
hands, her tired mouth. 


24 

Pamela saw Joel before he saw her; he was leaning with his 
back to the window of a men's outfitters, behind him an array 
of shirts, ties, and socks on truncated waxworks legs. He 
watched a bus pull up a little further down the road, and dis- 
charge a few passengers; from the ^ay he looked at it she 
knew he was wondering if she were among them. 

5he capie forward hesitantly. 

‘Joel.* 

He turned, and she stiffened against the look that she feared 
might be on his face. But when she saw how surpri.sed and ir- 
resolute was his expression, she ran forward the last couple of 
paces. ‘Joel, don’t be cross with me.’ 

‘Cross?’ 

Tentatively, waveringly, they kissed, holding each other’s 
hands, then looked anxiously at one another. 

‘I'm sorry 1 v/as so muddled on the phone. I’d just come 
home - I wasn't expecting you to phone - I didn’t think you’d 
want She laughed, or tried to laugh, tightening her grasp on 
his hands, then withdrawing her own gently. Beyond him she 
saw the road going away, narrowing, the movements of the 
traffic within it seeming to grow smaller and smaller in the 
distance, until at the end there appeared to be only a dark, 
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crowded stillness, filling the space between the buildings. 
‘Joel 

As if the jiazed weight were sunk far beneath his words, he 
asked her quietly, ‘Pamela, will you marry me?’ 

For a long, silent moment she stared forward, her eyes di- 
lated. Then she scolded him, waving her hands in agitation. 
‘What are you talking about? Why didn’t you ask me before? 
When you could have? It's too late now.’ 

‘No, it isn’t’ 

‘It is. It is.’ 

Passers-by were looking af them. She broke away and began 
walking down the pavement, not knowing *what she was doing. 
He followed and caught up with her. She walked faster, re- 
fusing to look at him. 

‘Please go aWciy, Joel.’ 

‘I won’t.’ 

‘You must You're talking nonsense I'm married already.’ 

She fled, staring straight in front of her; still he walked 
alongside her. 

‘You can't go on living with that man. You can't leave me.’ 

‘I can I will.’ 

‘You can’t ! ’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Because I love you, Pamela. Can’t you understand \<^hat I’m 
telling you? 1 want to live with you, I want give you am ther 
life. I want to share with you everything I've got, and e\ ' ry- 
thing I do I've never met anyone like you.' 

‘You don’t know what you’re saying. Joel, please .,top it, 
please, please.’ 

‘I do know what I’m saying. I’ve never known anything so 
well in all my life.’ 

‘You feel sorry for me, that's all.’ 

‘I don't. I love you.’ 

‘You don’t.’ 

‘I do. I do. But if you don’t want me to I suppose there’s 
nothing I can do about it Except,' Joel shouted, suddenly en- 
raged by their stupid walking wrangle, aru giving vent in his 
rage to the torment of all the other emotions he had suffered 

443 



throughout the long morning, ‘except to ask you never to come 
into my room and tell me your bloody miserable troubles ever 
again ! I don’t want to know them ! Do you hear?’ ^ 

In PCimela’s sight the street was a single, undulating, worm- 
like expansion and contraction, shining in random gleams, 
showing darker and lighter patches, faces, trade names on 
shop-fronts. Joel had stopped walking, she was leaving him 
behind. All she had to do was go on. Looking over her shoul- 
der, she saw his face, hanging still among all the moving faces 
in the street - angry, accusing, swollen. What had she wanted 
from him? Why was she running Yrom him? She remembered 
his kindness to her tfee previous night, the sympathy with which 
he'd listened to her, his sad irritation with himself; she thought 
of the vein of impulsiveness in him which had always touched 
her and had brought him now to his wild proposal; she saw 
herself, flustered and graceless, running back in fear to her 
familiar misery. What was she running from? The danger of 
happiness? 

It was when she decided that her chances of happiness were 
remote indeed, whatever she did, that she turned and walked 
slowly back towards him. All she ha(J^ thought while staring at 
him had been compacted into a single reflex, a single shock; 
yet she fe;lt that many minutes had passed since the last words he 
had shouted at her. 

She spoke humbly, with difficulty. ‘I’m sorry I told you my 
troubles, Joel. I had no right to do it. I shouldn’t have come 
this afternoon either, when you phoned.’ But she still had not 
made her confession. ‘Joel,’ .she said, ‘when Malcolm went 
away, and I knew I'd be on my own when 1 saw you, 1 was 
hoping that something would happen between us. 1 didn’t think 
what, I didn't want to. But I was excited about it and glad, be- 
cause I’d always liked you .so much, and 1 thought you were so 
nice when I met you again. So I can't just run away pretending 
I don’t feel anything about you, or wasn’t hoping. . . . But now 
1 don’t want it, I can't li.sten to you. I truly cannot.* 

‘You want to stay with him?’ 

‘Joel, what else can I do? I’m married to him. You don’t 
understand what it’s like.’ 



•What? Marriage?* 

•Yes.’ 

‘I should have taken you to bed last night I don’t know w|jy 
I didn't’ * 

’Perhaps if you had you wouldn't be asking me to live with 
you.’ 

‘Perhaps not.’ He drew in a breath. ‘Either way. I’d be better 
off than 1 am now.’ 

Pamela knew exactly what she was going to say. ‘I’m sorry, 
Joel. Goodbye.' She opened her mouth and tried to speak. Her 
throat contracted, she bowed her head to him. ‘I know I can 
love you too, Joel. If you really want me to^’ 


25 

That night, because she had nowhere else to go, and because 
she was afraid of what might happen to her or what she might 
feel if she were separated from him, Pamela went with Joel 
to the rundown building in Kentish Town, where he was to give 
his lecture; she sat, shivering in spasms, her stomach hollow with 
anxiety, in a classroom together with twelve or fifteen others, 
listening to him talk. He was a better lecturer than •she had 
thought he might be : less hesitant, more assured, more prc'-oca- 
tive. She did not know how many of his most effective ma .Mcr- 
isms were those he had learned in Johannesburg from Profes- 
sor Viljoen; but she did notice, listening to him in the presence 
of others, how much stronger his South African accent 
sounded to her than it did when she heard him alone. At the end 
of the lecture she could hardly have repeated a word that he 
had said, though she believed the particular dingy shade of the 
yellow-brown paint on the walls to be stamped forever on her 
memory. 

They had decided that she should spend the nigiit in his 
room; what would happen the day after, or three days later 
when Joel’s parents were due to arrive, ey simply did not 
know. But, while they were on the bus travelling from Kentish 
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Town, Pamela suggested that they should go to her flat, lust to 
see if Malcolm had come home; they had agreed that he should 
bp told as soon as he returned, by them both if possible, that 
Pamela was leaving him. They dreaded the meeting, not having 
the faintest idea of what to expect - though each of them had his 
own vivid, frightening imaginings - and for that reason they 
were eager to get it over with. Nothing could be worse than 
waiting, they had said; yet both of them, as they went up the 
stairs of the building, were inwardly praying that they would 
find the flat dark, silent, deserted. 

Malcolm was back; he and SWannie were together in the 
living-room. Joel anjj Pamela came blinking into it; it took Joel 
some seconds before he could see how spacious and lightly fur- 
nished the room was, cushions of bright red and blue standing 
out against the darkness of the edge-to-edge carpeting and the 
bare whiteness of the walls. Pale, striped curtains were drawn 
across the windows at the far end of the room. 

‘Hullo,' Malcolm said, when they had come in. ‘What's this?* 

Swannie had got up, but Malcolm sat on the couch, his legs 
stretched in front of him. 

‘You know Joel,’ Pamela said. ‘This is Swannie.’ Her voice 
was high and clear; for the moment she felt lucid, confident, for- 
giving, no longer at all afraid. Swannie and Joel nodded at one 
another* ‘Malcolm, Joel and 1 would like to speak to you.’ 

‘What about?’ 

Before she could answer, Swannie said, ‘You want me to go.* 

‘No,’ Malcolm answered, turning his gaze from Pamela for 
the first time since she had come into the room. ‘You don’t have 
to go.’ 

‘I’d rather, Malcolm -’ Pamela said. 

Jerkily, embarrassed, Swannie began to make for the door. 
But Malcolm called him back. ‘What’s the secret? That 
you’ve been up to something while I've been away? I knew it as 
soon as you walked in. It’s all over your faces. Yours especially,’ 
he said to Joel. ‘You look like a thief.’ He added a little later, ‘A 
slightly defiant thief.’ 

Joel moved, planting his legs apart, clasping his hands be- 
hind his back. His left knee was shaking uncontrollably; he 
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hoped it could not be seen through the flannel of his trousers. 
He and Pamela were side by side in the middle of the room, 
Swannie was behind them, near the door. 

‘Sit down/ Malcolm said, with a wave of his hand. 

‘No,* Joel answered. It was the first word he had said. 

‘Joel has asked me to live with him. I’ve said yes.’ 

‘I see.’ 

They waited, in the bright light, between the bare walls, as if 
to be told what they should do or feel, each staring straight 
ahead. Pamela said, ‘That’s all.* 

She turned towards the door. 

‘Jesus Christ is that all?' Malcolm said, watching her, his voice 
rising. His face, his whole body, expanded visibly, as if more air 
or blood than it could contain were passing through it. He did 
not mo”c. .'Jonp of them moved Then they saw the spasm 
diminish within him; he did not struggle either to quell it or to 
call it back. At last it was gone, and he could speak again, 
quietly, rid of passion or surprise, almost with enjoyment. 

‘All for love, hey. Not me, then him. Not him, then someone 
else. But always chasing it, hotfoot. You should have seen her 
when I met her, Glickman. Panting for love, dying for love, 
always ready to wallow in it and then come up for more. She 
could love anyone.’ 

Joel said: ‘I know.’ 

‘Even you.' Malcolm nodded his head. ‘She’ll drive you mad 
with her love, before she’s finished with you. You haven got 
enough love in you for her: no one has. She thinks the whole 
world was made to love her and to be loved by her, for no 
other purpose. And it's wicked, it's wicked to suggest anything 
else. Is that what you think, too, Glickman? Are you also a 
lover of the world - a lover of love?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘You don't look like one. But you're ready to run off with 
her, right away, all the same? Well, go on, get on with your 
loving, your kissing, your fucking, your raptures. I’m nut going 
to oblige you by staging a big dramatic scene, so there’s no 
point in waiting around for one. I'm not g mg to help you feel 
heroic and splendid about what you're doing. You'll have to 
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dig up your own splendours. Dig them out of her, if you can. 
Fve been working there for long enough, I can tell you. All for 
Ipvel’ 

He^rose suddenly to his feet, and Joel startid. Malcolm 
looked him up and down. *You’re not such a hero? What do 
you do with yourself, Glickman, when you're not falling in 
love with other men's wives?’ 

‘Come,’ Joel said. ‘I think we’ve heard enough.’ He took 
Pamela by the arm. But Swannie stood in the way. 

‘You've just been asked a question,’ he said. ‘Answer it.’ 

‘I don't know who you are. 1 don't have to say anything to 
you.’ 

They stood facing one another, breathing through dry, open 
lips. 

‘Swannie I’ Pamela cried out, in a chiding, fearful tone. At 
the same moment, clumsily, heavily, like a man pushing at a 
door, he swung out at Joel. 

Malcolm had started after them. Pamela was against the 
wall, her hand to her cheek, a sound coming from her throat. 
There was blood on Joel’s lips, on his teeth; he stood still, his 
eyes wide open, as if listening. Malcolm pushed Swannie back. 
‘When I want your help Fll ask for it,**bc shouted. He held him, 
in an embrace that was furious and affectionate. Swannie did 
not resist. Seconds passed, scraping by to the sound of their 
breath. 

Joel took Pamela by the arm again. The door of the room 
closed behind them. Then the two men heard the slam of the 
outside door. 

Malcolm let go of Swannie’s shoulders. ‘I want your help,' he 
said. 

26 

Out in the street Pamela asked Joel, ‘Do you still want me to 
come with you? Or do you want me to go back inside?' 

He stood under a streetlamp wiping his lip with a handker- 
chief. ‘It's shameful,' he said. ‘1 was wondering why I felt I'd 
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got off lightly. It’s because no one made any anti-Semitic re- 
marks.’ 

Pamela began to cry. She cried all the way to Joel’s rooiQ; 
she was still crying when she took off her dress and she^ot be- 
tween his rumpled sheets, in her white petticoat. 

He threw her dress over a chair; it fell softly, crumpling, a 
flake. Then he went to lock the door. He stood over the bed, 
looking at her round dark head thrust into the pillow, her face 
hidden from him. His lip felt swollen and tasted salty; it stung 
sharply when he passed his tongue over it. He couldn’t have 
kissed her even if he had Vanted to. He began to undress 
slowly. When he looked again at Pamela jie saw that she was 
watching him. 

She tried to smile. It was so little, a movement of her lips and 
eyes, bul it more th:m he could bear. He switched off the 
light and got into bed with her; she passed her arm under his 
neck. They lay together for a long time, tense, wakeful, silent, 
still, the warmth of their bodies filling the bed. Neither had any 
faith in the future each had promised the other. 


27 

On board the Johannesburg Castle the dnvs had druin Ped, 
swayed and quivered by, each morning and evening like .he 
last, the centre of the circling horizon always the solitary, 
moving boat. Sarah and Benjamin shared their dinner-table in 
the cabin class dining-room with Morry and Rina, and with 
two elderly widows who had made the cruise to South Africa 
for the sake of their health, and who were now returning to 
Eastbourne and Leamington respectively. One of the widows 
was soft and shrinking and quite without opinions; the other 
was of a sterner .sort, and towards the end of the voyage was tell- 
ing her table companions about the truth of certain prophecies 
which could be deduced on mathematical principles from 
the measurements of the Great Pyramid These, she sug- 
gested, should be of especial interest to those who claimed 
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(fallacioiisly, she believed) to be descended from the Ancient 
Hebrews. For the rest, Morry and Rina played bridge and 
canasta in the evenings, after Selwyn had gone ^o sleep, and 
the G^ickmans found that they were far from being the only 
Jewish couple on board who were going to meet their student 
sons in London. 

Few other vessels were seen, until the last two days of 
the voyage; then, crossing the Bay of Biscay and steaming up 
the Channel, other boats were always in sight, so that a sense 
of the closeness and populousness of Europe came to the pas- 
sengers even before their first si^t of land. On the last night 
the liner stood idle^in the Southampton roadstead, waiting for 
morning; lights shone softly in the darkness around it, far off, 
low down, scattered in every direction. 

Joel was waiting for the boat train at Waterloo the next 
morning. Standing over them, he couldn’t really believe in the 
presence of his parents on the platform, in the first, confused 
moment of greeting; and this feeling of incredulity recurred 
several times later during the day. This was his context, not 
theirs, he felt - these crowded streets and soot-stained build- 
ings, this soft, complicated sky, the stcpined tortuousness of his 
own feelings. Several times, amused and challenging, he found 
he wanted to ask them, ‘Hey, what are you doing here?’ 

What they did on the first morning, was to say good-bye 
amidst the bustle of the station, to Rina, Morry and Selwyn, 
as well as to several others of their fellow-travellers, and then 
to go by cab to the service flat off Portland Place that Joel had 
taken for them. (Rina and Morry had booked a room in the 
Cumberland Hotel.) By the time they had unpacked a few of 
the things they needed immediately, and had washed their 
hands and brushed their hair, it was time for lunch, which they 
had, with Joel, in a restaurant in Marylebone High Street. 
During the meal the eagerness and uncertainty of arrival still 
on them, the steadiness of the ground under their feet making 
them unsteady, they gave Joel their news about the family, 
about their trip, about conditions in South Africa; Benjamin 
spoke about the business arrangements he had made and 
Artie’s prospects. Then they returned to the flat, and Joel left 
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them to have a rest, while he went to University College library 
to enquire about some books he had been told he would be able 
to find there. But he couldn’t remember what they were, he 
couldn’t pu/sue his own enquiries; he was too restless, too 
much shaken inside by the reunion - by the love and pity he 
felt for his parents; by their dependence on him; by the reality 
their talk had given to his memories of South Africa; by what 
had changed in their appearance, and by all he saw in them 
that for him hadn’t changed since his eyes had opened to the 
world; by his thoughts of Pamela, of whom they knew noth- 
ing. By the clutch of life, and its incessant, swift unreeling. 

He was also desperately, almost drunkenly fatigued. Since 
Pamela had moved into his room, into his single bed, they had 
had no more than a few hours sleep; all the rest had been talk, 
tears, seme \’:c, making, a little laughter, scraps of food at un- 
likely hours, no work > an existence that seemed nocturnal 
even during the long hours of daylight. 

With sore, tired eyes he looked at the backs of many books, 
he opened many journals and glanced into them, reading para- 
graphs of articles here and there, then went to the students’ re- 
fectory for tea. It was near the end of term, the examinations 
had started, and there were few people about in the long corri- 
dors and the great Italianate quadrangle outside; even the tea- 
room was empty. The stillness was familiar but not sooUiing; it 
seemed to contain within itself all the tedium and desultor'ness 
of the kind of life he seemed to have chosen for himself, '/'et 
the sweep of the building lifted his spirits, when he looked back 
on it, on his way out : it was self-consciously, deliberat#*ly im- 
posing, but its builders had felt themselves securely entitled to 
the assertions they had made, more than a century before. 
While the children crawled on their hands and feet in the coal 
mines. 

Then back to the flat, to find Sarah and Benjamin much 
refreshed, and a little shyer than they had been previously. 

‘So, are you ready to go sightseeing?’ Joel asked. 

‘You’re the sight we want to see the most of,’ Sarah an- 
swered, smiling. 

‘Is there anyone else you want to get in touch with?’ 
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must phone Rina tomorrow evening. Selwyn goes for hb 
first examination in the morning, already, and I'd like to hear 
^hat the doctors say. And there's Jonathan, your cousin. How 
is he?iDo you ever see him?* 

‘Only on television - once.’ 

‘Really - you’ve seen him doing his programme?’ Sarah was 
most excited. ‘It’s wonderful that he should have made such a 
success over here. What is it, exactly, this programme of his?’ 

‘Some kind of daft game - he gets famous people and they 
tell about the most embarrassing moments in their lives, or the 
happiest, and that kind of thing,** and the audience voles who 
was most embarrassed or whatever it is by pressing buttons. 
Jonathan's master of ceremonies, and doesn’t he just love it! 
Honestly, from what I saw of him 1 don’t think he’ll be much 
interested in you or me or any of us. He's in the big-time.’ 

‘Well, he deserves to be. Samuel told me that he had a lot 
of heartache when all that film business collapsed. It’s wonder- 
ful that he’s so versatile and ambitious, that he can go from 
one thing and be such a success in another. And Samuel tells 
me that he’s still got an interest in films, he hasn’t altogether 
given it up,’ 

‘All right, Mom. Phone him if you like. You’ll never change, 
will you^’ 

‘Nevtr 1 ’ Benjamin said disagreeably. 

Sarah did not attempt to defend herself. ‘We’d also like to 
meet some of the people you’ve mentioned in your letters, Joel. 
If you think you can bear to introduce your unfashionable 
parents to them.’ 

‘Oh, I think I can summon up enough social courage for 
that.’ 

‘Dora?’ They both said her name, eagerly. 

It was an effort for Joel to speak calmly; both because of 
what he was revealing to them, and because of what he was 
keeping hidden. 

‘I’m afraid we’ve bust up.’ 

‘Oh.’ They were disappointed, but did not ask any questions. 
They could not hide from their faces, however, their anxiety to 
see. him married, settled, safe within the bulwarks of domesti- 
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dty. Joel was moved by their concern; their marriage, after all, 
had not been such a happy one. But he knew that their private 
experience was somehow beside the point. In its history thp 
race had found few enough bulwarks of any other kind against 
the menace of the world. 

There were, it appeared, a few other people in London they 
wanted to see, including a family by the name of Pogrund with 
whom Benjamin had lived in the East End for a few weeks on 
his way to South Africa, fifty years before. The old people 
were dead, but he remembered the children and he had always 
promised himself a return visit to them. 

‘We’ll draw up a programme, then: pepple, shows, sights, 
shops - whatever you want ’ 

When they set out for dinner Benjamin insisted that they go 
to a Jewl.,h n-Niaurant of .vhich he'd been told by someone in 
Johannesburg He had its name and address in his notebook. It 
turned out to be a rather large bare place, scantily patronized 
considering its size, with poi traits of Herzl, Weizmann and 
Ben Gurion hanging from its shabby walls; but Benjamin 
sniffed the air appreciatively when they walked in. 

‘After fourteen days of that Union Castle cookery, this 
' smells right to me.’ 

‘Then you better eat as much as you can. They don’t serve 
Jewish food in Israel ’ 

‘It’s a most extraordinary thing,’ Benjamin agreed. 5 ‘*1, 
they say the food position has improved out of compan^ a 
with what it was when we were last there.’ 

They settled down, examined the menu, and placed their 
orders with a small, swarthy, middle-aged waiter who made no 
response to Benjamin’s demonstrative greetings and remarks in 
Yiddish. 

‘What’s he?’ Benjamin asked, after the waiter had left ‘A 
snob?’ 

‘No, just a tired old man,’ Sarah said. 

‘You’ve never been here before?' he asked Joel. 

‘No.’ 

‘I’d have thought you’d have found a ‘ace like this for 
yourself.* 
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‘I can’t say I’ve gone looking for Jewish restaurants, especi« 
ally. Fve been to Bloom’s in the East End a couple of times.' 

* *We must go there, too. I know about Bloom 's.^I want to go 
to theCast End, anyway, to see if I can still recognize some of 
the places there. I hear there isn't much left of the old Jewish 
East End, they say it was knocked flat in the bombing . . . One 
hundred and eleven Mile End Road - that’s where I lived with 
the Pogrunds. It was all the English I knew, when I landed. 1 
wonder if the house is still standing. They moved long ago. 
The one son lives now Benjamin again pulled out his note- 
book from his breast pocket, continuing to talk in the way of a 
vigorous, garruloustold man while he opened it and went care- 
fully through its pages, with his bent, brown fingers - ‘I had the 
address from Burgin, he keeps in touch with them, he visited 
when he was here last - ah - here it is - Clifton Gardens, St 
John's Wood.’ 

‘That's a long way from Mile End Road.’ 

‘Yes, he became a big man, in furniture. The other son’s a 
lawyer, I think. Perhaps it’ll be useful for you to come with us 
and meet them. It may be a house for you to visit, where you 
can meet people, or have a meal someUmes.’ 

Joel believed he knew the drift of some of his father’s re- 
marks, eyen if Benjamin himself didn't. Joel was not mistaken. 
Towards the end of the meal, Benjamin asked him, ‘Tell me, do 
you keep in touch with Jewish things, with any Jewish organi- 
zation, with Jewish people?’ 

‘Oh, Benjamin,' Sarah protested wearily. ‘Leave him alone. 
What does it matter?’ 

‘Let him answer for himself.’ 

‘Well, most of the people I know are Jews. What else 
should they be? But with Jewish organizations - no, I don’t’ 

‘And this doesn’t worry you?’ 

‘Not any more than a lot of other things.’ 

Benjamin’s eyes moved restlessly. But he did not want to 
argue with Joel, on their first evening. He was somewhat sur- 
prised - almost disappointed - to find that he did not want to 
argue with Joel at all. 
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28 


Both Sarah and Benjamin slept badly that night, though they 
went to bed peacefully enough, after doing a little more un- 
packing and exchanging a few casual remarks. Sarah slept 
badly because she always did, especially in new places; Benja- 
min because he was disturbed by many obscure dreams, which 
culminated in a vision of himself running under the trees of a 
wide boulevard, in some nameless European city which he 
knew in his dream to be occupied by the Nazis. Softly, gently, 
disperse^ nt -''ndom in the darkness, yet always at a distance 
from him, streetlamps twinkled; he ran, knowing it was too 
late, he should have fled before; then, directly in front of him, 
among the lights and leaves and shadows, he saw black uni- 
formed men waiting. He woke on his back, his heart pound- 
ing, his neck sweating, his hands folded in a heavy corpse-like 
position across his stifled chest. It seemed to take him minutes 
to find out that he was in bed, to remember that Hitler was 
dead, to realize that he was in London. London I 

Sarah called him by name from her bed. ‘You’Vi^ had a 
nightmare.’ 

Some time passed before he answered her. ‘Yes.’ 

‘I was asleep. But I thought I heard you call out.’ 

‘The lights,’ he said, ‘they were the lights we saw from the 
boat.’ 

She knew he was still caught up in his dream. ‘Go to sleep 
again.’ 

‘Yes.’ He breathed out heavily, and swallowed, smacking his 
Kps. ‘Yes.’ But he passed the rest of the night in a slow pale 
doze; he was afraid to sink deeply into his sleep once more. 
He was surprised to see how early, in this long -un vis ted lati- 
tude, the dawn lightened the sky. 

Joel, too, saw the beginning of the day ' ’Hng his room with 
Ught. Pamela slept nearest the wall, one loosely -clenched hand 
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leaning against it. The very root of him had been aching for 
her, when he had woken to her heat and closeness; but once he 
y^as awake, his desire receded, his flesh shrank; he remem- 
bered« in the dreariness of the dawn, how upset she had been 
when he had come home and told her that he hadn't spoken of 
her to his parents. 'What are you afraid of?' she had cried. 
‘You’ve got to tell them, if you mean any of the things you’ve 
been saying to me. You’ve got to, you’ve got to.’ 

He remembered also, his thoughts returning obsessively to it, 
the scene between themselves and Malcolm. He felt he had 
been worsted, made a fool of, degraded; Begbie had turned 
what might be one of the greatest events of Joel's life into a 
tiresome, contemptible disagreement, hardly worth more than 
the notice of scorn and relief; and he had stood there, letting 
the man do it, even agreeing with him, positively grateful, in 
his weakness and cowardice, that nothing more was asked of 
him. Now, for the hundredth time, Joel imagined himself utter- 
ing passionate denunciations of Begbie and irresistibly per- 
suasive, flnal, meaningful explanations of all that he himself 
was and had done; he clenched his fist and with one blow sent 
Begbie flying; joyfully he came upon^egbic stark dead on the 
Potchefstroom road. 

.Then it was time to get up. 


29 

The doctors in London confirmed the diagnosis of Selwyn’s 
condition which had been made by the doctors in Cape Town: 
he was suffering from Perthes disease, a crumbling of the head 
of the femur. The caliper he was wearing was of the right kind, 
the London doctors said, that he should continue to wear it; 
there was nothing more that could be done. They confirmed 
also that the Cape Town doctors had been correct in their prog- 
nosis that the degenerative process should come to an end, 
without any further treatment; but that the joint would not re- 
form in its original shape. Selwyn, they said, would be left with 
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a limp; and he would almost certainly develop osteo-arthritis 
in later life. 

Morry ai^ Rina showed only on their faces how much thfy 
were disappointed; they said little about it, even to each other, 
both for the sake of the child and because neither now wished 
to remember the blind hope they had invested in their trip. In 
his disappointment Morry was ready to return at once to South 
Africa; but Selwyn insisted, once the examinations were over, 
that he wanted to see all the famous sights of London before 
they left - he wanted to see the Tower, Madame Tussaud’s, St 
Paul’s, the Changing of the'Guard - and so they put off their 
departure. ^ 

Morry went to the Midlands and the North on his own, to 
look at some milling plants and factories which made milling 
machinery, iic came ba*.k unimpressed by what he had seen. 
Then the sad, well-dressed, wealthy, tense little family group 
left by air for South Africa. 

Their plane left in the afternoon, and Joel and Sarah went to 
the terminal to see them off. Benjamin was asleep in the flatlet; 
it was now his invariable rule to sleep after lunch Coming 
back from the terminal Joel told his mother about his affair 
with Pamela. 

Sarah walked with her arm through his. It was a whitish, 
glaring, gusty day, and the curls of her hair were blown over 
her forehead, even over the lenses of her classes; her mouth 
hung slightly open with the effort she was making, tli ugh 
he was careful to suit his pace to hers They were going to- 
wards Victoria Station, where they could get a bus back to the 
fiat. 

nrhat’s why you’re not seeing Dora any more?’ 

‘Yes.’ Then he asked her, ‘Are you upset?’ 

‘Upset? Of course. How much happiness can you get from 
such an affair?’ 

T don’t know. There hasn't been very much so far.’ 

‘Why didn't you tell me before?’ 

‘I didn't want to upset you. Besides, I wanted to be surer of 
myself before I spoke to you.’ 

‘Are you surer now?’ 
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*I decided I couldn't be surer until I’d told you. I’d ^ot it 
the wrong way round.’ 

• They walked for a few paces, along the pavement, the black, 
ruled-off, busy street to one side. The clothing of passers-by 
was blown out or blown flat against their bodies by the wind, 
women walked with their hands up to hold on to their hats, a 
large piece of newspaper on the pavement seemed to rouse 
itself awkwardly and shuffle like a living thing across the road, 
before being squashed flat under the wheels of a car. 

‘Joel, you and Dora - were you - lovers?’ 

‘You mean, were we sleeping witfi one another? Yes.’ 

His answer reassi^ed her, in a small way; at least he had 
made a choice that had been dictated by something more than 
physical frustration, which had been her immediate fear or 
speculation. She did not remember Pamela at all, except vague- 
ly, as a name, and was somewhat surprised that she felt so little 
hostility towards her. Rather, she felt a great curiosity about 
Pamela; and indeed about Dora, too - these girls who did 
what she had never done, who slept with men to whom they 
were not married. She supposed they felt desire as men did, as 
women in books did, as she never had. 

She said, with a faltering step, ‘Td like to meet Pamela.’ 

‘She’d Ijke to meet you. She's very nervous about it, though; 
she's afi^did of what you’ll think of her.’ He tried to reassure 
her. ‘She isn't what she might sound like to you, I promise you 
that. She isn’t hard or assured or calculating, really she isn’t 
She was in a mess, and now she’s in another. But she’s a good 
girl - I mean, she wants to live as well as she can, and as much 
as she can. I suppose it's her eagerness that I really like her for, 
if there’s any one thing 1 can say that about.’ He gave up the 
task he had taken on; he said, ‘I can’t talk you into liking her, 
but I’ll be so glad if you do. So will she.’ 

‘You want to marry her? If she’s free?’ 

‘Yes, I said I did. It’s funny - the only lawyer I knew I could 
^ask about a divorce was Dora. She was very decent about it, 
and she’s going to put us in touch with a man she knows, a 
South African who’s practising as a solicitor here. It’s ail pretty 
complicated, the legal side. As far as I can see it mostly de- 
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pends on Begbie. But we’re doing nothing about it in the 
meantime, anyway, and she hasn't heard from him. She hasn’t 
seen him. He wasn't there when she went to the flat to collect 
some of her ’things.’ 

Joel went on talking busily, until they were sitting in the bus. 
Then he fell silent, suddenly exhausted. When he looked at 
Sarah, her plump body shaking with the movement of the bus, 
her hair disordered, her bespectacled face grave, he wanted to 
unsay all his words, if only because he felt so little surer in him- 
self as a result of them; only deeper in the affair. But perhaps 
that was as much certainty as*he might hope for. 

Presently, Sarah said, ‘Fll have to tell your father about it 
It isn't fair for me to keep secrets from him.’ 

T thought you'd feel like that Then 1 better tell him. Do you 
think he’ll tak* i* badly? Start ranting and raving?* 

‘I don’t know. He would have, five years ago. He isn’t going 
to be pleased, that’s for sure.’ 

T wasn’t expecting either of you to be pleased.’ 

‘Which is perhaps why you’ve done it ’ 

‘I don’t know, mom, honestly I don’t know. I’ve asked my- 
self that so many times, and still haven’t come up with an 
answer. The nearest I’ve managed to one is that if I went to 
Israel for dad’s sake, perhaps in some mad way I want to 
marry Pamela for your sake.’ 

‘For my sake?’ 

‘Well, it’s a way of putting it.’ 

‘A very strange way,’ Sarah said, displeased. 

‘You really think so?’ 

Sarah thought before she answered him. ‘You must do what 
you do for your own sake.’ 

‘I’m trying to do that too.’ 
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3b 


Benjamin did not rant and rave: on the contrary, he behaved 
with great circumspection and firmness. He declined to meet 
Pamela; he said he would not do so until it became certain that 
she and Joel would marry. He did not hide his hope that this 
would never happen. Then he made no further mention of the 
matter. 

Sarah and Pamelj, however, met several times. They were 
quiet and uncertain at first, then suddenly at their ease, almost 
triumphantly so, delighting in the implausibility of the straight- 
forward affection they felt for one another. After she had seen 
Sarah for the last time, Pamela told Joel that she had felt 
a greater warmth towards herself from Sarah than from 
any other woman she had ever known, including her own 
mother. 

For the rest, Joel rediscovered, in attendance upon his 
parents, the weariness of visitors’ Lopdon: of the constant 
pressure of being always in public places; of the distances that 
had to be traversed daily from one sight to another; of the 
visitors' having nowhere of their own to go to except the im- 
personal service flat whose walls and furniture gave forth 
almost the same odour of transience as an hotel room might 
have done; of the need to have, in these circumstances, a good 
time, under pain of failing one another and wasting the money 
that was constantly being spent. Yet there were also, for all of 
them, occasions when they did have a good time, when they 
felt their efforts to be fully rewarded. 

One such moment came for Benjamin when they visited the 
house he had lived in, in Mile End Road, and found that 
though the bombing had levelled almost everything around it, 
that house still stood. The only change he could see in it was 
that the shop on the ground floor had been boarded up. But 
there were still curtains on the windows of the upper floors, 
where he had lived with the Pogrunds, before setting out with 
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Avrom and Meyer for Africa. Another most successful excur- 
sion was when Benjamin and Sarah went as members of the 
studio audience to watch Jonathan’s show being televized. For, 
in spite of Joel’s expectations, Jonathan had come to see them 
and had been courteous and thoughtful towards them. On the 
night of the show he sent a car to call for them; after the show 
he introduced them to the famous don, the famous general, the 
famous footballer and the famous night-club singer who had 
made up his panel for that evening's performance. He seemed, 
Sarah reported to Joel, pitching her words as modestly as pos- 
sible, very happy in his woi*k. Benjamin added, his old grudges 
forgotten for the moment, ‘And very good, at it too ! They were 
eating out of his hand, all those Englishmen ! ’ 

Before they left, Benjamin had what he called a serious talk 
- not the first in Joel's life - about Joel's future. If Bertie’s busi- 
ness proved successful, he pointed out, really successful, the 
firm might well be able to use a man in London. It wasn't a 
prospect for the immediate future; but he thought that Joel 
should bear it in mind Joel, his responsibilities as a possible 
husband weighing upon him as much as his dissatisfactions 
with himself as a research student, promised earnestly that he 
would do so. 


31 

They’ve settled down better than I thought they would, David 
wrote in his diary, two months after the arrival of his parents in 
Israel. Their coming has changed things less for me than I 
thought it would. Which is a good thing, both for their sake 
and for mine. For their sake because it means they're able to 
manage for themselves - they’ve got friends in that “Califor- 
nia-style” village of theirs, the house is comfortable, they've 
found fat Masha to woi k in it. Dad is busy with his schemes 
and talk. Mom with pottering around the house and writing 
letters. For my sake because I know ho\* much I value my 
privacy. 1 didn’t want it disrupted. It hasn t been. 
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The fact that David kept a diary was Just one aspect or 
symptom of the privacy he cherished so greatly. His most in- 
tense experiences were those he had when he was alone. 

At times this worried him; then he made an elfort to see 
people, to go out with other students in his classes, to invite the 
other lodgers in Mrs Beilinson's house into his room for coffee 
or to listen to his records. But he didn't find that he got much 
out of such attempts at sociability, and they had become less 
and less frequent. It was enough, he usually felt, to be in the 
company of others in the classrooms, laboratories and work- 
shops of the Technion, or to drirfk coffee with them during 
breaks, or to work wjth strangers on the jobs he was obliged to 
take during his vacations. In any event, there was so much 
swotting to be done for the course that he would have 
had to be on his own much of the time, whether he liked it 
or not. So it was just as well that it was what he positively 
wanted. 

Of the three Glickman children David had always been the 
best at maths and science, the one who had most enjoyed mess- 
ing about with Meccano and chemistry sets as a child, and 
with machines and motor cars as an adolescent; he had always 
been the neatest and most deft of them with a pencil. When he 
looked back now it puzzled him that he had never seriously 
thought of doing a technical course until he had come to Israel, 
and had decided then to take his diploma in civil engineering 
at the Tech. But this puzzled him no more than so many other 
things about the self he had been in South Africa. Looking 
back, it seemed to him that he had never been anything but a 
fool, a snob and a weakling, always self-indulgent, even in 
those periods when he had been self-hating as well. 

Snobbery had told him, for example, that engineers were in- 
variably Philistines; snobbery, again, had told him that he 
shouldn't think of taking medicine, because the profession was 
intolerably overcrowded with nice Jewish boys who had proud 
Jewish mothers. And to make his life's choices for such reasons 
bad not merely seemed to him sufficient; they had been a 
source of inward pride to him I Imagine being proud of not 
living up to the expectations of the goyim - as if that in itself 
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were not a form of slavery to them! Imagine turning one’s 
back on the satisfactions of what he had learned to do at the 
Tech for the sake of some vague, empty notion of ‘culture* oj 
‘refinement’ - as if true, individual culture and taste wore not 
derived from one’s knowledge of what it was like to be devoted 
to, and absorbed in, the tasks one set one’s hand to. 

He had been a social slave, nothing more. Most people were. 
They would willingly endure boredom and falsity rather than 
be alone for any time at all; they would clutch at any distrac- 
tion to avoid recognizing their true needs; they denied what 
they felt or lied about it to fiiemselves, zealously, devoutly, in 
order to agree with (or at least not to be discommoded by) the 
lies of others. TTie intellectuals were no better than the bour- 
geoisie - look at the books the intellectuals read, the plays they 
jabbered about, the fashions they followed - and the bourgeoi- 
sie were no better than the workers. The great chain of lying 
held them all together; it also burdened them, twisted their 
moral limbs out of shape. 

All this David could say he had experienced from within, 
having been a liar and a hypocrite himself, for so long; he 
knew what it was like. Now, by contrast, if he felt that it helped 
him to pray at regular times at the neighbouring synagogue, if 
he was glad to be a member of the religious-national ^roup to 
whom the land had belonged epochs before and to whom it 
miraculously belonged once again, if he wii^ proud of the . se- 
ful, professional skill he was acquiring, he believed that t,-:se 
participations in the life of the community did not bind him or 
restrict him at all They differed from the others he had Lnown 
precisely because they set him all the more deeply free to be on 
his own, without guilt, anxiety or shame. 

He had long since given up the attempt to make an orthodox 
Jew of himself. He rode in taxis on the Sabbath, he worked on 
some of the feasts and fasts, he did not care if his meat were 
kosher or not. But he lemained a believer, and, on his own 
terms, a believing Jew. These terms were defined for mm in a 
text from Deuteronomy to v/hich, having undergone in his own 
body and mind again and again, what thcj ipoke of, he gave 
total, unconditional assent. When he had read the verses for 
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the first time he had trembled in his chair, overwhelmed by the 
sense he had of being seen and recognized by the words, rather 
(ban of recognizing them: 

It is not hidden from thee, neither is it far off. 

It is not in heaven that thou shouldest say, Who shall go up for us 
to heaven, and bring it unto us, that we may hear and do it? 

Neither is it beyond the sea, that thou shouldest say, Who shall 
go over the sea for us, and bring it unto us, that we may hear it, and 
do it? 

But the word is very much nigh unto thee, in thy mouth and in 
thy heart, that thou niayest do it 


32 

Very nigh. In solitude, in concentration, in devotion, in sub- 
mission, in patience, the truth moved through his heart and 
mouth, within his whole body. Not in words and visions, not in 
exhortations and instructions, not in lights and darknesses; but 
in what he could think of only as a pressure: a pressure of 
response that was at times no more 1^an a touch, a brush of 
being, and that was sometimes much more. Then his rhythms 
ce&sed to be his own and became another's; he did not breathe 
but was breathed in and breathed out, as his breast rose and 
fell; he pulsed with soft, slow strokes which were not those of 
his heart only; he was filled in his limbs with a weight they 
contained but did not possess. The only measurement of 
the pressure was its intensity; he was told nothing of it by his 
watch, which raced forward or stood at one point, leaving him 
with a vague recollection of having done nothing more since 
he had last looked at it than close his eyes, or of having 
laboured, swooned, babbled, waited in stillness, before the 
response was upon him, within him. 

Such experiences were not the only rewards of solitude; 
often they did not come for weeks on end, and during those 
weeks he did not feel himself deprived or abandoned. There 
was his work, which gave him a pleasure that was almost as 
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much sensuous as intellectual; he enjoyed even the ache in his 
back that came after he had been stooping for hours over his 
drawing-board; he relished the sight of his pencil drawings gn 
the white sheets of drawing-paper, and the bold black ink of his 
tracings on the pale blue tracing-sheets, which had to his nos- 
trils such a strong, distinctive smell; he felt physically relieved 
and gratified every time a maths or physics problem he was 
working on came at last to its solution, its ineluctable order 
and coherence at last revealed. There was his reading: he read 
a great deal, sitting on his little balcony or lying on his bed with 
a pillow under his neck - %oing slowly through the Old and 
New Testaments, parts of the Talmud anjl the Zohar, as well 
as Buber on Hasidism, or Newman s Apolof»ia, or Nietzsche, 
and others that came to hand; he read Tolstoy’s Religion and 
Morality' •'^nd What I Believe^ but was bored by War and Peace 
and did not finish it. There was his diary : when he had nothing 
of his own to write in it he transcribed sentences and para- 
graphs from what he had read. There was his music : he seldom 
went to the concerts given in town, v/hcre he found the people 
around him and the faces and antics of the musicians a dis- 
traction, but he had become addicted to listening to it on 
gramophone records. His favourite composers were Bach, 
Schubert and Vaughan Williams; and he liked to imagine that 
people who knew about music would be unable to make sense 
of such a selection. 

There was also, at all times, the view from the little b: «cony 
outside his room - a tiny courtyard or garden just belo^, and 
the stony gulleys, valleys and ridges of the back of the Carmel 
falling away to the east, with flat-topped houses of stone 
perched on them at angles here and there, and a new shikun for 
immigrants dominating the brow of the nearest hill to the left 
The shikun was of a dirty grey in colour, with hideous red- 
tiled roofs, but most of the other houses were made of stone, 
and their sallow colours blended with those of the hills. Biblical 
colours he thought them to be: yellow, brown, white, pale 
blue, the green of slender cypresses and straggling carob trees. 
In the distance were the hills of Galilee silver at dusk and in 
the early mornings, hazy at mid-day; softly green for three 
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months of the year, like unreal, unmoving hills of water. He 
spent as much time as he could out on his balcony; many 
fights, in summer, he dragged out his mattress on to its tiled 
floor ^d slept there. 

Another reward for his solitude - though he told himself it 
was one he did not desire - was to see how much respect it won 
for him from others; it was a source of power. The other 
people in his classes thought of him, he knew, as a bit of a 
puzzle, an odd fish, a strange, reserved ‘Anglo-Sax’, not to be 
trusted. But he knew, too, that he disturbed them, that they 
were, in their offhand, begrudging Israeli manner, eager to 
please and placate ^him. Even more eager to please him was 
Mrs Beilinson, his landlady, on whom he depended greatly for 
his comfort, and with whom he had much the warmest rela- 
tionship of any among the people around him. 

She was an Austrian woman, childless, widowed, past 
middle-age, foolish and sentimental; she fussed over all her 
lodgers, but she fussed most of all over David, who was the 
only one for whom she prepared meals. He paid her more than 
the others, it was true; but it was not for the sake of the 
money, as she frequently and truthfully told him, that she pre- 
pared his breakfast-tray so carefully every morning and often 
brought to him in the evenings, last thing, a snack of some 
kind. Mrs Beilinson was plump and round-chinned; her eyes 
were an innocent blue and her hair was dyed a villainous 
blonde; her fingers were stained with nicotine and her social 
manner combined helplessness and jauntiness in varying pro- 
portions. But she ran her house efficiently enough. With David 
she was coquettish, self-pitying, motherly, reproachful; she 
told him long stories about her childhood and the habits of Mr 
Beilinson, about all the hardships she had endured as a refugee, 
then during the troubles at the time of the Mandate, then 
during the war against the Arabs, then during the period of 
austerity that had followed it, now with the new immigrants 
still pouring in. David listened patiently to her, and patted her 
^hand whenever she was overcome by emotion in the middle of 
her stories. There were occasions when he had fantasies of 
putting his head in her lap, like a child, or of making love to 
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her; and he suspected that she indulged in such fantasies, too. 
But nothing of the kind ever happened between them. 

Desire torgiented him unendurably in spells, tormented him 
physically, and tormented him also because it made ndhsense 
of his belief in his own self-sufficiency. Sometimes he mastur* 
bated, sometimes he went to a place where you could get 
Moroccan girls, sometimes he struggled against it. He thought 
much of getting married, but met few girls, and had never met 
one that he wanted to marry. Perhaps he would meet one, he 
thought, when he went into the army, after the completion of 
the course. 

‘A God of Auschwitz!’ he wrote in hia diary. ‘A God for 
David Glickman! Who can believe in such a Being? I can. I 
do. “He is the Place of the world,” says the Talmud, “but the 
world i** ft! His place.” Like everyone else. I’m free to ignore 
Him to deny Him, to do what I like with the world He’s given 
us. But He isn’t free to ignore me if I call on Him. That makes 
the bondage of God worse than ours; it means that He needs 
our pity more than we need His. But wc won't give it to Him. 
We’ll go on for another million years as we are, being free to 
> do so.* 




Part Seven 


1 

After her sixtieth birthday Sarah’s health began to fail. She was 
troubled by congestions on her chest and suffered from breath- 
lessness after any exertion f when she was tired the coordina- 
tion of her movements deteriorated sharply; she was embar- 
rassed by difficulty in controlling her bladder and by a growth 
of hair on her chin. The doctors she went to could do little to 
help her .* any of these ailments and discomforts. She 
could not endure at all the heat of the Israeli summers, though 
Benjamin had put air-conditioning into the bedroom and 
living-room of their house, after their first summer there. Dur- 
ing the khamsims, in particular, she felt that she was suffo- 
cating, drowning in the thick fluids of h.r chest. So every 
summer she left the country, and spent some months either 
with Bertie and Rachel or with Joel and Pamela - usually 
flying to and fro, but sometimes travelling by boat. ^ 

During her absences Benjamin was well cared fcfr: after 
many trials they had found a servant, a Roumanian woman, 
who came in every day, and who was 'almost as go- as 
Annie’. Benjamin himself kept on the whole in good health, 
though he had been warned against too much excitement or 
exertion of any kind, because of the condition of his arteries. 
But he worked in the little orchard he had planted on his plot 
of ground, and went often into Tel Aviv on business. He 
dabbled in the Tel Aviv stock exchange; he was part owner, 
with a group of South Africans, of an orange-grove near 
Pardess Hanna and sometimes travelled out to see it; he had 
put some money in a plastics factory in which he hoped David 
might one day be persuaded to take an interest. He also tra- 
velled to and from South Africa, thoug!* much less regularly 
than Sarah. His finances stood the strain of these expenditures 
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very well; not only because he had invested his money suc- 
cessfully both before and after settling in Israel, but because 
Bertie in the meantime had prospered; and Bertie had always 
been ipost conscientious in using the opportunities that came 
his way not merely on his own behalf, but in his father-in-law’s 
interests too. 

As a result of diligence, determination and some good luck, 
Bertie now merchanted industrial ores on a fairly big scale 
from South Africa and the Rhodesias to Europe and Japan; he 
had acquired shares in the operations of many of his suppliers; 
he had invested in real estate. He, loo, travelled frequently - he 
had been once to Japan, several times to England and the con- 
tinent, and he went regularly on business to the Rhodesias and 
East Africa. He had done particularly well for himself and his 
father-in-law in buying heavily in gold-mining shares just after 
the country-wide strikes, riots and shootings of 1960, when 
prices were at their lowest and there was a panic flight of 
capital out of South Africa. He had been convinced that the 
revolution which people all over the world were expecting 
would not take place. Two years later the stock exchanges of 
London, New York. Paris and Johannesburg agreed with him, 
and the prices of gold-mining shares had risen dramatically - in 
spite of sporadic, ineffective outbreaks of sabotage in a few of 
the Countfy’s biggest cities. With the cash he realized as a result 
of this successful calculation of the chances, Bertie bought a 
big house in Saxonwold, complete with enormous garden, 
swimming pool and tennis court. 

About the time that he and Rachel moved into the house, 
Adela Klein, who had never married, was sentenced together 
with seven others, to four years’ imprisonment for belonging to 
‘a group conspiring to bring about the violent overthrow of the 
government of the Republic’. She was defended at her trial by 
Advocate Dora Katzeff (nee Magid), who was winning a for- 
midable reputation for herself not just as that relative rarity, 
a woman barrister, but also as one who was ready to take on 
^briefs for political prisoners - which many other members of 
the Johannesburg Bar were more and more avoiding. The most 
damning evidence against Adela and the others in her group was 
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I^ven by Ntuli, whom, it came out at the trial, had been in the 
pay of the Special Branch since his first arrest six years before. 

Rachel cried when she saw in the paper the photograph o| 
the seven in the dock, raising their arms in a clenched fist^alute 
as sentence was passed. Adela's face was clearly recognizable: 
drawn, haggard and open-mouthed. But Bertie remained 
stony. The members of the resistance movement, he said, had 
been irresponsible as much towards themselves as towards the 
people they were supposed to be leading. How did people 
like Adela imagine that without outside help on a vast scale 
they could run a revolutiorit with their duplicating machines 
and their home-made bombs, against the undivided, ruthless 
power of a modern state; a state whose army and police were 
efficient and fully equipped, and which could never, because of 
the colonr-I*'’^, be white-anted or corrupted from within? Only 
when South Africa had hostile black states on its border, he 
said, would white hegemony come under any real threat; and 
even then it would take decades, perhaps, for the threat to 
become effective. 

Yet, having spoken in this way, and ha’ ing jeered down 
Rachel's disagreements with him, Bertie later promised her that 
they would clear out of the country, soon, within a couple of 
years; conditions were intolerable. Every list of banned or 
arrested people included names of acquaintances; thd boats 
going to England continually carried away friends of theirs; 
every time one went out into the streets one was confroi ^ed 
again with the insanity and injustice of the system upon which 
the country was founded. Annie had twice reported that she 
had been questioned by what she assumed to be Special Branch 
men about Rachel's activities. 

Rachel did not believe Bertie when he spoke of leaving. He 
had been saying it at intervals ever since she had married him; 
and the result was that they now had a new house and that he 
was more deeply involved in his expanding business than ever 
before. For herself, she did what she could : the work .she had 
made particularly her own was in connexion with the African 
children’s feeding scheme. Three times a wr* k she drove out to 
Alexandra Township, and together with other white women 
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from the city and black women from the township, saw to it 
that hundreds of children got a meal of soup and thick slices 
yOf bread and peanut-butter. There were children, she knew from 
speaking to people at the university's medical ^centre in the 
township, who were quite literally kept alive by these meals. 
On most other days of the week she spent some time organizing 
and collecting money, by letters, phone-calls and visits, so that 
the work could go on. If she was sneered at by Bertie in his 
bad moods as a Lady Bountiful, this seemed a small price to 
pay for the sense she had of carrying out a self-evidently use- 
ful task. She had remained firm ifi her decision not to take part 
in political activity of any kind - she had herself and the 
children to think of, she said, quite apart from the fact that 
both the means and ends of all political action still seemed to 
her utterly implausible and unpredictable. It amused her that 
even such work as she was doing was enough to bring her to 
the attention of the Special Branch. What minds they must 
have! But the evidence of what minds they had was visible 
everywhere in the country; never before, now that all opposi- 
tion to the government appeared to be effectively throttled, had 
it seemed so constricted, so isolated, so boring a place to live ^ 
in. The irony was that at the same tirtie it was prospering in an 
unprecedented way. Money-making had altogether replaced 
politics as the major topic of everyone’s conversation. 

Bertie and Rachel's youngest child, and second daughter, 
Helena, was the beauty of the family; but Mark, who had 
grown into a bespectacled little schoolboy, was still Rachel's 
secret favourite, the one she watched most closely over and 
responded to most intensely. She was extravagantly proud of 
the success he was having at school. Both she and Bertie knew 
that had it not been for the children their marriage would have 
broken up on more than one occasion; however, Rachel now 
believed that they had at last settled down together, at a dis- 
tance that was amicable ordinarily, and that disappeared at 
once when they had anything to do for the children. Bertie 
had become more considerate, less resentful towards her, for 
which she was grateful. 

Sometimes she despised herself for feeling gratitude for so 
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Httle; at other times she reminded herself that several of her 
contemporaries had suffered much worse things than she had in 
her marriai^e. Apart from the few, like Adela, who had bt^n 
imprisoned, or Had had their husbands imprisoned, ttere had 
been some sensational divorces, one suicide, a couple of tragic 
accidents, and many who had simply aged with a startling 
rapidity, becoming fat, lined, middle-aged, and completely 
boring in no time at all. Whereas she had at least managed to 
keep her figure, and, she hoped, some of her liveliness too. She 
suspected that Bertie was occasionally unfaithful to her on his 
business trips; but she mad( a point of not enquiring too close- 
ly of him what he did while he was aw^ from her. And he 
offered no information on his own account - though there were 
times, in his bewilderment at some of the scrapes he got himself 
into, ^he • he was tempted to; indeed, he sometimes found 
himself positively wanting to ask her for her advice. 

For his infidelities were far more extensive than Rachel, even 
in her most dejected and suspicious moments, ever imagined. 
Other women had become for Bertie a more passionate enthu- 
siasm than card-playing or bookbinding iiad ever been. He 
restrained himself when he was in Johannesburg; but on his 
trips he hunted women with a zeal that was both cold and in- 
flamed, self-regarding and self-destructive. Every asjject of the 
pursuit was irresistible to him : the initial speculation,* the talk, 
the silences, the glances given and received, the tension before 
the first embrace and the tension of a different kind aftei the 
assignations, the tremors, the clothes, the absence of clothes, 
the sighs and groans he heard, the tears he dried, the expres- 
sions of lust, tenderness, hunger, gratitude or despair on faces 
that had been unknown to him a few hours or a few days 
before, the rooms and flats he saw at unlikely times, the danger. 
Sometimes he marvelled at his luck; sometimes he promised 
himself, after harrowing scenes or on receiving alarming letters, 
that he would never go in for it again; always he did. So far 
his luck had held. Always he remained, at the same time, a hard 
and ambitious business man, a devoted father, a considerate 
husband. In fact, he was far more consit) ^ate towards Rachel 
now than he had ever been before his first adventures as an 
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amoristr It was from the time that he had ceased being faithfidt 
to her that Rachel believed they had at last settled down to^ 
gpther. 


2 

While she was staying with Rachel and Bertie, Sarah woke 
early one morning, before dawn, with a severe headache and a 
feeling of numbness in her left arAi and leg; at the same time 
she felt a sensation qf burning or excitement in those limbs. She 
had no recollection of anything having happened to her in the 
night: no dreams, no blows falling on her, no starts or shud- 
ders running through her. She lay still, hoping that the pain in 
her head would pass. She thought of getting up to take an 
aspirin, but the effort seemed to her much too great to make, 
though the bathroom was just next door. 

When she opened her eyes again the headache was gone. So 
was the tingling numbness in her left side. She felt warm and 
rested. Pale, lemon-coloured sunlight lay just within her open 
window, spilling over the sill on to an %long of the floor; in 
her myop;c sight the branches of a bare tree in the garden were 
confused with the bars of the burglar-proofing. But beyond 
those streaks of darkness she could see a space of winter-blue 
sky. The air was cool in the room, and she knew without 
moving from her bed what it would be like outside: calm, 
glittering, windless, the sky enlarged by its own single blueness, 
the sun diminished, an odour in every bit of shade. Winter had 
always been her favourite season in Johannesburg; it was in 
the winter, especially, that the altitude of the city, thrust six 
thousand feet up on the high ridge of the Witwatersrand, 
became more than a figure, more than an abstraction; it was a 
quality of the air, thin and pure, which she breathed in and felt 
directly against her skin. 

The house was quiet. The older children must have already 
left for school; Bertie for his office. It was time to get up. 

She tried to do so. Seconds or minutes of horror passed, her 
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heart plunging within her, unuttered cries crowding thickly in 
her throat, before she was collected enough to prove to herself 
that she was able to move. She lifted her hand and passed it ij^ 
front of her face*, she straightened her legs cautiously. She 
made another effort and this time she managed to get out of 
bed. But her left arm and leg obeyed sluggishly, awkwardly, 
remotely; she knew their heaviness or inertness to be some- 
thing altogether different from the kind of clumsiness which 
in the past had so often dismayed and irritated her. Trem- 
blingly, she dragged herself into the bathroom. At the sight of 
her face in the mirror she Began to cry: she saw an old, fat, 
frightened woman with unkempt hair, crying. 

The slight stroke Sarah had suffered left no outward sign, 
after she had spent a week in bed, other than that she now 
dragged hei left foot slij»htly when she walked. But inwardly 
her deterioration was more pronounced. Her memory, which 
had always been quick and strong, began to fail her - not in 
any way that was noticeable to anyone but herself and those 
who knew her closely, but quite markedly, all the same. She 
forgot what she had written to whom in her letters, she could 
not remember the names of the characters in the novels that 
she read, and so stopped reading them altogether, she muddled 
the dates of recent public events, she began to caH Sharon 
‘Rachel’. She repeated herself; again and again, and* alyvays 
with the same earnestness as if the subject hadn’t com^ up 
before, she spoke especially of how sorry she was that D.* 'id 
Wasn’t yet married. It was no life, a bachelor's, she said, least 
of all when it was spent travelling around so much ir those 
Afro- Asian countries, whose new names she also invariably 
forgot. 

Together with this went a decline of another kind: she 
became emotionally craven in her dealings with people, she 
treated everyone as she had once treated only her brother, 
Samuel. He, poor man, had died four years previously, after 
an operation for the relatively obscure abdominal condition of 
pancreatitis; but Rachel was often reminded of him, when she 
saw her mother smiling eagerly at jokes v ich did not amuse 
her, agreeing with the views of visitors whom Rachel knew 
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die would have dismissed in silence just a little while be|(xre» 
when she saw her flattering Bertie anxiously, or even little 
J^ark. She copied people, quite unconsciously, trivial way$^ 
Wheiv Sharon had Marmite on her bread', Sarah asked for 
Marmite, too; when Bertie spoke dismissively of some public 
figure, Sarah might repeat his words verbatim a few days later. 
She developed a sad, empty mania about her mail : she began 
to wait for the postman in the mornings long before he could 
possibly be expected to arrive, she even used to stand on the 
pavement, looking down the wide, empty, tree-lined suburban 
road, watching for him. Afterwards, when Rachel thought of 
that time of her ipother's life, the image which came most 
often into her mind was that of Sarah standing at the gate, 
waiting for a message which no postman could ever bring. 
The memory made Rachel sadder and more bitter with regret 
than almost any other in her life; but at the time she frequently 
felt, within her pity, an unreasonable exaggerated vexation. 

‘He won’t be here for hours^ mom.’ Struggling to hide her 
irritation, she would go between the winter-brown lawns to- 
wards Sarah, who stood at the end of the garden path. 

‘Sometimes he comes early,’ Sarah would answer apologetic- 
ally, her hand on the gate. 

Rachel would say, ‘Come in for tea,’ or ‘Come and see what 
Helena^i doing,’ or ‘Do you think you could address some en- 
velopes for me?’ and Sarah always agreed willingly. But not 
much later she would go falteringly down the path again, look 
in the letter-box, and, if there was nothing in it, remain stand- 
ing there. When the postman went past and brought nothing, 
she began at once to wait for the next day's delivery. 

Once at the dinner table Rachel flew at her angrily over 
some foolish, repetitive remark she had made. Sarah was 
silent, her fingers busy on the table; then she said, ‘You must 
be more patient with me, Rachel. I’m doing my best.’ She 
added thoughtfully, her head lifted, her brow exposed, her 
gentle brown eyes troubled and remote, ‘I'm better when I’m 
■^n my own.’ 

Her life had become a waiting; strangely familiar, barren, 
all-absorbing. When she was with others she fretted and de- 
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meaned herself, afraid that she would be despised, disregarded 
Cut off from them, forgotten; she attached herself to any event, 
no matter hpw trivial, which she knew to be forthcoming 
Weeks before Mark’s birthday she began asking Rachel»if she 
had started her preparations for his party; she asked Bertie 
again and again if he had confirmed the booking for her return 
flight to Israel; when she went out with them in the evenings 
she would be dressed hours before they were ready to leave. 
But when she was alone, the tension of her expectancy was 
sometimes much calmer, wider, and bleaker; her impatience 
was allayed by her certainly that what she was waiting for 
would come. She did not ever speak of it, cy name it to herself, 
or try to envisage it, but at such moments she felt herself wholly 
ready for it. 


3 

Sarah stayed longer in Johannesburg that sne had originally 
planned to, and when she left it was in company with Bertie, 
who flew with her as far as Rome, and then put her on the 
plane to Tel Aviv. He went on to Brussels. In May of the fol- 
lowing year, earlier than usual, she set out once m6re, for 
England this time, though Benjamin had his doubts whethr^r it 
was wise for her to do so. 

However, Joel and Pamela thought she looked better than 
they had expected her to, after the letters they had had about 
her from South Africa and Israel She was frailer than she had 
been, and they noticed at once the way she dragged her left 
leg. But she spoke firmly, she was delighted to see them and 
their little boy, Asher, and she liked the tall Victorian semi- 
detached house in Highgate they had moved into since her 
last visit to London. The stairs were a problem for her, but 
she managed to get up and down them slowly, one ^tep at a 
time, her hand always on the banister. 

Pamela was pregnant again, four month, jone. She had had 
a miscarriage before the birth of Asher, and Joel was anxious 
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that she shouldn't take on too much extra work because St 
Sarah's arrival. So they had arranged for a daily woman td 
4 :ome in. But so far as the visit was a burden at ^11 to Pamela^ 
it wa«i mostly because of the disagreeable fact that Asher did 
not like his grandmother, and showed it openly in spite of 
Pamela's reproofs. In her weakness and self-doubt Sarah was 
deeply hurt by this; she was incapable of realizing that At 
could far more easily win over the little boy by ignoring him 
and his whims than by trying to curry favour with him. 

Asher was a quick, skinny, tense child, precocious for his 
age; he had a large head, bright eyes, and hair as thick and 
black as Pamela 's.^When he cried or frowned or laughed the 
wrinkles of his forehead always ran around, never through, a 
wide space of skin between his eyebrows, giving him the ap- 
pearance of always being inwardly attentive, unrelaxed. He was 
learning to read, he drew well for his age, and was a great 
maker of abstract patterns not only with crayons on pieces of 
paper, but with his toys, his blocks, his books, or with things 
which he took out of the kitchen cupboard and which Pamela 
might later find ascending the stairs in order of size. He was 
affectionate and responsive in his way^ but since leaving his 
babyhood behind him he had become physically standoffish; 
he djd i\ot enjoy being cuddled or handled by anyone. One of 
the ,thihgs he did not like about his grandmother was that she 
always wanted to stroke his arms, to feel the silky lobes of his 
ears between her fingers, or to have him sit on her lap. 

But he had other reasons for not liking her: he thought her 
face strange and ugly, with its complicated wrinkles, the 
glasses she wore, her untidy hair; he noticed that she did 
not speak as his parents did; he was put off by the clumsiness 
and hesitancy of some of her movements. And he noticed, too, 
that though Sarah was so much older than his parents, she 
was dependent on them. This made him uneasy; it also roused 
in him the assertive and experimental desire to try out, 
through Sarah, the effect of his own power over all these 
^grown-ups, in whose power he knew himself to be. 

One night in his bed he asked Pamela how old people had to 
be before they died. 
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•Very old,* Pamela said. 

•As old as Sarah?' 

‘Older,’ Pajnela answered, as calmly as she could, speaking 
out of the tangle of emotions that the child had tugged ^t. He 
looked very small against the white sheets and pillow of the 
big bed they had recently bought for him. She had drawn the 
curtains and the room was in shadow. 

He put his thumb in his mouth, yielding himself to all the 
familiar pleasures and insecurities of bedtime. Pamela leaned 
over him and kissed him on the forehead; she inhaled the 
scent of his warmth and ofithe soap she had just washed him 
with. His hair was still a little damp from t\js bath. Though she 
had not intended to, Pamela said, still stooped over him, ‘You 
must be kind to Sarah. She isn’t staying with us for long, and 
she likec you .cry much. So I don’t want you to speak nastily 
to her.’ 

His eyes moved alertly, suspiciously, in their clear whites; he 
took his thumb out of his mouth, then put it back again, saying 
nothing. At that moment, with darkness approaching, he 
wanted to be friendly with Sarah, he wanted to be friendly with 
the whole world, that he had ever appeared to want anything 
else was inconceivable to him Pamela's gentle rebuke had the 
effect of making him hurry towards his sleep as quickly as he 
could, without even taking his usual precaution of singing^ and 
humming for a few minutes as an incantation against the 
darkness and differentness of the night-time world. 


4 

Joel was working as the assistant to the American director of a 
new institute, which was backed by American funds; most of 
the money came from the foundation established by Lily 
Davidson’s department-store family. The institute was intended 
to encourage and carry out research into modern Jewish his* 
tory; the plans were also to encourage g <eral research into * 
the nature and development of modern racialism and 
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totalitarianism. Several private libraries had been amalga|nat63;\ 
premises had been acquired off Knightsbridge; the first 
Inarch students had been appointed; some ambitjlous projects 
for publication and conference-holding had been approved. 
Professor Davidson was one of the trustees of the institute; 
and he had made the suggestion to Joel, who had been lectur-> 
ing at a teacher-training college in Battersea, that he apply for 
the job. So far, Joel was happy with the change. He got oii 
harmoniously with his boss, Oscar Traub; he was drawing a 
much better salary than before; it was possible that the in- 
stitute would do useful work. 

As in his job, sot^oo in his marriage, he felt himself to be 
luckier in many ways than he deserved. For if there was gone 
from his relationship with Pamela the fierce, insecure, almost 
wrathful need to assert, that only he, only she had ever ex- 
perienced what they shared, and if they now saw themselves 
as a couple like most others, living through the unpredictable, 
recurring cycles of marriage - cycles of calm, of argument, 
of passion, of indifference, of animated conversation and un- 
noticed silence - such a development was hardly to be mourned 
over. They were not poorer than they h^ been, nor were they 
less grateful to one another. And they hadn't had the delight 
and anxifty of Asher, then, or the thought of the new baby 
coming.* 

So there he was. What more could he want? 

To that question, Joel knew, with a self-distaste that was 
sometimes amused and more often just tired, there could be 
one of two responses: an inchoate babble of demands, pleas, 
complaints, accusations and self-accusations; or a stony 
silence. He did not know which was better; but he knew both 
to be unsatisfactory. More and more frequently, however, he 
had felt that if only he had the strength of mind and will to 
persist with the one or the other - the babble or the silence - he 
might be able to find a better answer to the question than any 
he had yet known. But perhaps that was just another delusion. 
I^e felt something of the same kind, too, when he was as near 
‘ to peace as he ever came - when he was playing with Asher, 
or lying untroubled in bed with Pamela, or absorbed in his 
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work at his desk, or working in the garden at home, or strolling 
across the Heath or through Highgate Wood on a *Sunday 
morning: that if only he had the courage of his own happiness, 
if only he cSuld Welcome without guilt or fear his own un- 
doubted, abundant good fortune, he would never need to ask 
such a question of himself. 

But how could it be done? How could he throw off the habit 
of speculation and worry, of using the present to nag himself 
about the past and the future, of feeling a welter of angers and 
bewilderments that life would be what it was - so inconclu- 
sive, so muddled, so wide m range, so limited in certitude, so 
sensitive to pain and so indifferent to it, so utterly lacking in 
meanings, intellectual assuagements, moral commensurations? 
How could he, on another level, learn the trick of not feeling 
guilty tow"»-ds the luckless and suffering whose lives crossed 
his own - let alone towards such groups as the Africans in 
South Africa, out of whose labour and deprivation had come 
the down-payment Benjamin had given him for his house; or 
the massacred Jews of Europe, whose records his institute 
was now trying to keep? How could he, e' pecially in his re- 
sponsibility for Asher's quick smallness and frailty, forget that 
the world contained all its ordinary, ancient menaces, and an 
unimaginably grotesque, huge new one as well? 

If onlyl No other phrase in the language was So utterly 
useless. 

His own life, his own actions, still seemed to him haph ^i^d 
and disconnected, entirely accidental. The likely future ol the 
human world filled him with dread; the blankness and business 
of the natural world appalled him as often as it delighted him; 
he was as far as ever from knowing with any certainty what 
he was living for. 

But things, he repeated often to himself, reprovingly, truth- 
fully, had worked out well for him. 
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At night there were falls of rain; in the mornings the sun shone 
out of a clear, washed sky; by afternoon the clouds would be 
gathering again. The season filled out and filled up, day by day, 
spreading and penetrating; not the smallest garden or open 
place of the high, cluttered suburb was excluded from it. The 
weight of the leaves on the trees,* the prodigality of the pink 
and white blossom already fallen and lying in the drifts in the 
gutters, the sudden intensities of light at unexpected hours, the 
resonance of birdsong, the confusion of scents that hung over 
certain streets - all seemed parts of a single resurgence, 
giving and taking equally from it. Though the winter he been 
long and the early spring disappointing, everyone had the 
appearance of being surprised by the swiftness with which the 
summer had come again, the lavish openness of its skies, and 
the thick concealments of its foliage. 

Sarah's winter in Israel had been a mild one, but she enjoyed 
the length of the evenings and the earliffess of the dawns; she 
delighted in the unfamiliar intricacies of green that filled the 
garden. Expeditions tired her, so she went out seldom. But she 
met Joel and Pamela's friends, when they visited the house, 
and was struck again by how many of them were South 
Africans. ‘You’ve got a landslett verein of your own,’ she told 
Joel. ‘Like the Jews in South Africa in the early days.’ She 
spoke to Pamela of her early years in South Africa, and more 
often still of her girlhood in Lithuania, which she had never 
before been in the habit of doing; she described the school 
she had attended, or her father’s moods, or an argument he had 
had with her mother when he had found a copy of Renan’s 
Life of Jesus in the house, or her mother's guilt after his death, 
and now she had returned thereafter to the most rigid ortho* 
41oxy. Pamela was fascinated equally by the remoteness of that 
f life in Marniyus and by the familiarity of so many of the emo- 
tions and situations Sarah described. She asked all sorts of 
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detailed questions, some of which Sarah could not answer: had 
their house been built of brick or wood? Who had owned it? 
Had it had a garden? What was it lit by? What kind of shops 
were there iff Msfrniyus? How many other Jewish girls haff 
there been in her high school? Had they been kindly treat^? 

Pamela also bought a Russian primer, and began going 
through it with Sarah. But she was as little assiduous a pupil 
as Sarah was a teacher, and by the end of June they had 
hardly got any further than the letters of the alphabet. 

A particularly frequent visitor to the house at this time was 
Ivor Glickman. His parents had hastily shipped him off to 
England a year before, following his quiet announcement that 
he would rather go to jail as a conscientious political objector 
than be called up into the South African army, when he 
finished school He was now doing his A-levels in physics, 
maths and chemistry at a cram-school in the West End, and 
hoped to get a place in a university when he completed them. 
He lived nearby, and often did baby-sitting for his cousins. 

He kept Sarah company when Joel and Pamela went out on 
their own in the evenings, for, over her protests, they had 
decided she was not strong enough to be left alone with 
Asher. 

So Ivor was with her one night, while Joel and Pamela were 
at dinner with the Traubs, when Sarah collapsed. She had gone 
to bed early; Ivor, sitting downstairs, heard her some time 
later call out strangely. When he opened the door of her '•'jhI- 
room he found her half on the floor, her legs still on the ced, 
her nightgown up to her thighs. ‘Sarah ! ’ he shouted, lifting her 
on to the bed. The blue colour receded from her face; it be- 
came utterly pale, the edges of her lips the whitest of all. The 
noise of her breathing filled the room, a hoarse, hurried pant, 
interrupted by irregular, listening pauses. To the terrified 
young man standing over her it seemed that Sarah hei^lf, 
comatose on the bed, was listening to them, too. 

He ran dowstairs and phoned for an ambulance; then, with 
trembling hands, dialled Traub’s number. The voice that ans- 
wered him told him that Joel and Pame’ had left for home«i 
just a few minutes before. 
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They^ arrived as the ambulance men were carrying Sarah ' 
down the stairs on a stretcher. They had seen the lighted ambu- 
lance at the gate, and rushed distraught into the house. There 
was n^ need for Ivor to speak; he stood with his hands lifted 
helplessly behind the stretcher. Joel leaned over it, in the hall. 
Sarah s eyes were wide open, bright and brown, filled with a 
mortally hurt, striving intelligence. She recognized him; she 
knew the hurt she had suffered; he was sure of it. Her glance 
rested on him, a black, quivering point of comprehension, 
surrounded by lambent, living colour. Then she was carried 
out of the house. 


6 

Sarah was aware that she been brought into a hospital; there 
was a vision in her mind, a sense in her body, of being carried 
interminably, high off the ground, smoothly, down long, green- 
ish silent corridors. She wondered how the hospital could be 
so big that she never came to her room or ward; then the 
forward gliding motion would halt, and she would know that 
she was in a bed, quite still, and that someone - Joel or Ben- 
jamin, she wasn't sure who - was sitting at her side. She wanted 
to tell him that she wasn't in pain and she wasn't afraid, but 
before she could speak or move he would be gone and she 
would again be gliding along, prone, on a flat surface, through 
those endless, soundless, unpeopled corridors. It seemed to her 
altogether out of proportion, to have such a huge hospital 
and to be made to travel such distances through it, when she 
needed so little space and had so little time. Still she went for- 
ward, on and on, soothed by the motion and yet made im- 
patient by it. Would they never be satisfied? Would she never 
arrive? 

She died, unconscious, in the morning, while Joel was not 
tfiere; he had gone home to have some breakfast and to see 
bow Pamela was. They had told him at the hospital that no 
change could be expected for the next few hours, and then 
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they phoned him at the house with the news. ‘But you tpld me 
nothing would happen,’ he shouted childishly at the woman on 
the other side of the line; then apologized to her. ‘I’m sorry 
Fm sorry.’ 

He put the phone down. Two sobs shook him and he struck 
the wall with the side of his clenched fist. When that racked, 
dark moment was over, he knew that she was gone from him. 
Now he had to do what had to be done. Pamela was standing 
in the hall; she had sent Asher out of the house to play with a 
neighbour's child. She was in tears, and the sight of her face 
almost unmanned him. He \^lked through the kitchen into the 
garden. The flowers, the lawn, the leaves o| the trees glistened 
with moisture; the sun shone between smouldering clouds; the 
open windows of the backs of tlie houses looked out upon their 
gardens. 


‘As for man, his days are as grass; as the flower of the field so 
he flourisheth. For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone; and 
the place thereof shall know it no more. But the loving kind- 
ness of the Lord is from everlasting to everlasting unto them 
that fear Him, and His lighteousness unto iricir children’s 'Chil- 
dren.’ 

Because he was the elder son, Joel dug the first spadeful of 
wet clay out of the mound to the side of the oblong grave, and 
let it fall. The noise it made when it '.truck the coffin was al- 
most embarrassingly loud, reverberating as if it had fallen on 
to something hollow. Then David came forward, followed 
one by one by the other men who had come to the funeral - 
Jonathan, Ivor, Peter Dewes, Oscar Traub, three or four others. 
There were no women at the graveside. 

The rabbi - a youngish, fair-bearded man, wearing a four- 
pointed velvet hat, a long black robe, and a collar with white 
crossing tapes, rather like a barrister's - intoned another 
prayer. The group began walking towards the little prayer- 
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house. Behind them they heard the gravediggers continue the 
work they had begun. The rabbi washed his hands in the tiny 
ceremonial fountain with Hebrew lettering above it, and re- 
entered the bare prayer-house. A further prayer was said there, 
the ra\>bi enunciating the Hebrew words with a sharp, hissing 
precision. Joel and David responded with the Kaddish, both 
using the Sephardi pronunciation they had learned in IsraeL 
Yitgadel Vyitkadash, shmai rahah . . . The service was over. 

They dispersed to their cars. Tears were running down 
David's cheeks, though he made no sound - he was not even 
breathing deeply - and he walked *<vith a decisive step, his thin 
shoulders slightly hunched. He slammed the door of the car 
behind him; then wiped his face with his hand and looked 
out of the window, waiting for the others to come. Through 
the heavy air they could hear the shovelling going on, a hun- 
dred yards away, among the ordered gravestones and markers. 

The cemetery was hidden by hedges, set among fields, ap- 
proached through a narrow, secretive lane; driving to it Joel 
had been surprised by how rural the scene was, like a fragment 
of another, forgotten England, with tall elms bulging out at 
corners where the lane turned, and hedges opening at wooden- 
barred gates. But the traffic roared on the Watford By-pass, 
not Jive minutes away, and they were soon back on it; among 
the dazuig miles of sprawl that led towards London, or were 
London, or were something to which no name could be given. 
Ivor was at the wheel; the car was his, and he drove fast; 
Joel sat beside him in the front and David in the back. All of 
them were relieved that the ceremony was over; they felt an 
especial relief, perhaps, because they knew that Sarah had set 
not the slightest store by the rites and prayers they had gone 
through. But Benjamin, whose doctor in Israel had advised 
him not to make the trip to London for the funeral, had in- 
sisted on an orthodox service and David had wanted one too. 

That his contrary, self-assertive, irresponsible kid brother 
had become a sombre balding man, with a lined brow and an 
uneasy eye - eccentric, self-contained, religious-minded, and 
.<ipparently set on remaining a bachelor - always seemed to 
Joel against the order of things. A few days after the funeral, 
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'Sriien the two brothers said goodbye to one. another, th^y both 
yeatned for the time when their separations had always been 
brief, their differences and decisions never final, always abl^ 
to be reversed or forgotten. In the shock of grief their^emo- 
tions were what they had been then : as open, as easily roused 
and communicated, felt with as little reserve or shame. But 
nothing else was the same. Those days were gone. 

This is the last call for British Overseas Airways flight to 
Rome, Lydda, and Teheran. Will all passengers pass at once 
through the south exit doors,’ repeated the magnified yet 
hushed female voice over thefpublic address system. 

Joel and David put their arms around^one another, their 
cheeks met roughly, they stood apart with bright, full eyes. 

‘You’ll tell Dad we want him to come and stay with us.’ 

‘Ja.’ David nodded. ‘He won't though. So long, Joel.’ 

With a strange absent-mindedness, gently, his glance 
averted, he touched Joel on the cheek, before he turned and 
joined the throng going slowly through the open glass doors. 
He was taller than most of the people in t^'e group. Joel saw 
him showing his bus-ticket to the girl who stood at the door; 
he exchanged a word with her, bending his head forward, 
encumbered by the bag and raincoat he was carrying. Thd 
angle of his neck moved Joel painfully. Then he looked back, 
lifted a hand, and began to climb the steps into the bus. 


8 

In the street outside the terminal Joel remembered walking 
there with his mother, and telling her of his affair with Pamela. 
Now she was gone, no longer interested in his success oi fail- 
ure, or Pamela’s; and he was forever diminished as a result. 
From other deaths that had touched him closely - Professor 
Viljoen’s, of cancer; Harry, his friend from the kibbutz, 
drowned in an accident off Caesaria - he V'^ew that all that par- 
> ticular irreplaceable portion of the living self which is turned 
one person, and to one person only, for response, for 
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dialogue, for recognition, is itself silenced and destroyed by 
their going. So much of the living must always die with the dead. 

It was a fairly stiff walk to his office, but he decided not to 
go by bus; he wanted time to recover froTn his parting with 
David. He thought of David travelling towards the airport* 
and he hoped that his plane would arrive safely at its destina- 
tion, and that he would find Benjamin well on his arrival 
According to David, Benjamin had taken the news of Sarah's 
death more calmly than might have been expected. In his 
restless, mordant manner, David had added that he suspected 
that Benjamin was even a little gratified to know that he had 
survived her, though he was more than ten years older than 
her. ‘He’s getting pretty old,’ David had said, in palliation of 
the harshness of his remark. ‘This last year, I thought he’d 
aged a lot.’ 

What was to happen to him? Would he stay in Israel? Even 
David was seldom there, nowadays; for the last several years 
he had been moving from one Afro- Asian country to another* 
on technical aid missions for the Israeli government. Fortun- 
ately, he’d been in Israel on leave, in the house, when Joel had 
telephoned with the news of Sarah’s death, and there were 
still a few weeks of his leave to run out before he would go 
back^to Uganda. And then? 

Joel was ajmost certain that if Benjamin did choose to live 
with one of his children, it would be with Rachel, not himself. 
Only since the birth of Asher - or, to be more precise, since the 
circumcision of Asher, which had been carried out by their 
doctor in a quasi-ritualistic manner - had he finally accepted 
Pamela as a daughter-in-law. Only then had he for the first 
time offered them financial help, which they had used in buying 
the house. From Pamela’s mother they hadn’t had a penny; 
she had been furious about the divorce from Malcolm, and it 
had turned out that her husband, Mr Truter, the retired bank- 
manager with the honest, hangdog countenance, was a con- 
fymed anti-Semite. In her letters to Pamela, Mrs Truter never 
failed to ask maliciously, when the occasion presented itself, 
whether she had read this or that of Malcolm’s, or had heard 
the latest news of his spectacular political career. 
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^ It had caused a great stir in South Africa when Malcolm 
Begbie had announced his support for the government; he had 
been the first j^ominent English-speaking intellectual to do so^ 
though a few others had since followed his example; Jhere 
was talk that he would go into the cabinet, after the next 
election. He was a great embarrassment to the reviewers in 
the London weekend papers, who could never discuss his work 
without making uneasy, inaccurate references to Malraux and 
Roy Campbell. 

Irritably, Joel turned his mind from that preoccupation, that 
source of insecurity. But he noted how easily he had fallen 
into it. Life, as they said, went on. Tt did Kideed, he thought; 
in all its tediums, habits, pleasures, irritations, self-importances. 
So that oaa ’''nnlly one roused oneself to say, ‘Is that alH Is 
this life? What’s all the fuss about? What does it matter?’ 
And there were the other moments when one felt it was too 
much to bear, it couldn't be that something so painful, so 
complicated, so important, so far-reaching, could be just for 
creatures like human beings to carry unaided But fiom where 
could aid come? 

Walking through Kensington, his eyes flickering on and off 

hundred things - buildings, girls' legs, traffic lights, trees, cars,* 
clouds in the sky - his body adjusting itself to the mqyements 
of other pedestrians, his feet falling fiimly on the pa^errk-nt, 
Joel was filled with a quiet, private fear which he could cor. ss 
to no one, not even to Pamela, perhaps to Pamela least of ail: 
that his mother’s death might lead him into one of those ner- 
vous crises or near-prostrations that had afUicted him in the 
past. He had had one, lasting many months, two years after 
his marriage. He knew as little as ever why they came, how he 
emerged fiom them, what to do while he was within them. But 
he did know the form they took: the draining-away from 
within himself of all sp<»ntaneity of response and interest, the 
growth within him of a sense that his entire life was an i imitation 
of life, a bad counterfeit, and not the thing itself, an obsessive 
brooding over particular random defeats frustrations, an 
aimless thrashing about in speculation and a despair which ' 
were dignified more than they deserved by being called 
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metaphysical or philosophical. The most debilitating and fright 
ening aspect of the condition was that it seemed to be merely 
^an exaggeration of what, on reflection, he ordinarily felt about 
himself; when he was within it, it seemed \o him that he had 
never been out of it, not once in his life. Perhaps if he had the 
courage to persist in that state, too, to welcome it, to be grate- 
ful for it, he would be better off. But this seemed to him un- 
likely. He had found no alternative to trying to keep sane. 


9 

‘He’s been impossible today,’ Pamela complained, pushing 
back her hair with her hand, when she met him in the halL 
‘Listen ! I’ve tried to get him down and he just carries on - 
Joel hung up his raincoat, put down his briefcase, and 
listened. 71ie noise from upstairs sounded as though Asher was 
simply throwing his toys against the wall. However, when Joel 
came into the room he found him on his knees, in his blue and 
white spotted pyjamas, building a small (pwer on the floor with 
his wooden blocks. 

‘Lpok,^ daddy,’ he said. He took his heaviest lorry, aimed it . 
at the Structure from a few paces away, and sent it skidding 
across the floor. The blocks fell with a great crash, and Asher 
laughed, looking up for approval. 

Joel laughed too. ‘Marvellous! Do it once more, and then 
jump into bed. Has mummy read your story to you?* 

He lifted his head, as if surprised that Joel did not know, 
and said gravely, ‘Two stories.’ 

‘Two stories! And you’re still not in bed? Come on, come 
on.’ He picked up the little boy, he felt him struggling and 
kicking in his arms, his bones as frail as a bird’s, his skin all 
smoothness and warmth. In Joel’s eyes his laughing, wriggling 
son, simply shone - shone in so many ways - with the gleam of 
‘^his hair, with the flash of his green-brown eyes, the white of 
’*%is tiny teeth, the suffused glow of his skin. 

‘But you said I can do it once more 1 ’ 
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Joel threw him on his bed, on his back, and his whoje body 
bounced; arching himself back, Asher tried to bounce again, 
delighted with the sensation. He did not succeed and was 
once off the bed, with a single flail of his bare feet. 

‘You said T can do it again.’ 

‘All right, just once.’ 

In the end Asher built his tower and destroyed it twice, 
while Joel sat on the bed and watched him. Then he asked for 
another story; when this was refused he said he wanted a drink 
of water. 

‘Go and get it yourself.* 

He scampered out of the room, and Joel dosed his eyes, lying 
back on the bed; he heard as if from a distance, in his fatigue, 
the sound of water from the bathroom, running on and on. He 
seemed doze; he was not aware that the water had been 
turned off until Asher said from the door, ‘Now 1 want to do a 
wee.’ 

‘Well, do a wee. Fm not stopping you.’ 

Again Asher ran out of the room. His wee was not an 
impressive or convincing affair; a long urging silence was 
followed by the tinkle of what sounded like a half-dozen drops 
into the lavatory bowl. 

‘And now?’ Joel asked him when be came into the room. 
‘Any more excuses?’ 

Asher wasn’t sure what the word meant, but he thought one 
up, nevertheless. ‘We must tidy up the blocks.’ 

It took only a few seconds to tidy the bricks away, and Asher 
surrendered; he raised his face perfunctorily for a kiss and 
climbed between his sheets. Joel tucked him in and kissed him 
again. ‘Good night, love.’ Asher was singing before he was out 
of the room. 

He and Pamela ate their meal in silence, both of them tired 
and preoccupied with their own thoughts. Afterwards Joel 
washed up. When he came into the living-room he found her 
lying full-length on the couch, in a special postuie which he 
knew to be ‘relaxed’: it came out of a book on childbirth 
which she was studying. But he did i. ^ tease her or speak to 
aer; he took up a book and began to read. 
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Later, she talked about >vhat she and Asher had done during 
the day, and he told her about his day - about saying good-by** 
to David, about what had happened in the office. He though 
of telling her something of what he had felt while walkin 
from the terminal; but was relieved that he did not have t< 
He went back to his book and Pamela went back to h^ 
relaxation. She relaxed so successfully that she fell asleep c 
the couch. She dreamed she was back in South Africa, in Cap 
Town, on the beach, with the sun shining strongly. The seem 
was vividly before her, in all its colour and sound; then, without 
knowing how the transition had xaken place, she was swim- 
ming, carried immense distances by breakers which lifted her 
again and again, and sent her plunging towards gleaming, safe 
shallows. The freedom she had in the water with her own 
body, its lightness and ease of movement, enraptured her; she 
did not know why until she woke to find herself on the couch 
still burdened with the child she was carrying. 


10 

Three weeks before the date the doctor had given her, Pamela 
was adn*itted to the maternity home. She was taken upstairs in 
a lift, and Joel was put in a waiting-room. Some minutes 
later a nurse told him he could go up and say good-bye to her. 
‘She’s going to have a busy night tonight,’ the nurse said, nod- 
ding her head in a proprietorial fashion. 

Pamela was on a high bed; she was wearing a short, white 
nightgown. Her face was smooth, lustrous wiih excitement and 
apprehension. She leaned her head against his chest, and he 
put his arm round her. Though he did not intend to do it, his 
hand went under the nightgown and ran up her naked back. 
He felt a pang of desire for her; in such a place, at such a time, 
it seemed utterly inappropriate, almost indecent 

‘Am I going to be all right?’ 

‘Of course. Don’t worry, sweetheart* 

He was sent downstairs again, to the waiting-room. He felt 
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